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    “Chrissy, he kicked me out!” 
 
    Oh Lord.  I pressed the phone closer to my ear, my little sister’s whimpered sobs drawing some from me in response.  She had just informed me of what we all knew was coming: her bastard boyfriend had dumped her for another woman, leaving Melissa abruptly homeless. 
 
    We’d told her it was inevitable.  Multiple times.  Since they got together, really. 
 
    All of, what?  Six months ago?  But would Melissa ever listen? 
 
    Ah, but here I am victim-blaming, which is the last fucking thing I ought to be doing right now.  Steve may have been a complete and total bastard, but that didn’t mean that my sister wasn’t in a super-tough spot right now and needed my help. 
 
    “Shhhhh,” I whispered as Melissa burst into full-on tears on the other end of the phone.  A few drops fell from my own eyes too, as I never was able to withstand hearing my own sister in such pain.  “It’ll be okay.” 
 
    I just barely stopped myself saying the dreaded: You’re better off. 
 
    She wouldn’t take that well, and it’s not what she needed right now anyway. 
 
    “I’m serious, Chrissy.”  She managed to control her sobs, but tears still filled her voice so strongly that I could practically see them leaking from the phone in my hand.  “I only have this fucking suitcase to my name, and nowhere to live.” 
 
    “Don’t say that.  You know you can always come and stay with us.  For as long as you need to.” 
 
    Shit, Brian wouldn’t be happy about that.  Not without my asking him first, anyhow.  It’s not that he didn’t like Melissa, it’s just that… 
 
    Huh.  What’s a good way to finish that statement?  They didn’t… get along very well, let me say.  Melissa had certain opinions and her expression of them drove my darling husband straight up the wall. 
 
    Maybe it wasn’t just that, though.  Hell, I don’t know what the reason for their tension is.  All I could be sure of is that when the two of them were in the room, sparks were certain to fly. 
 
    “You really mean that?” 
 
    I swallowed.  “Of course.  Any time.”  I lifted the phone away from my face just long enough to check the clock at the bottom.  Brian would be home before long, so I would be able to give him ample warning, luckily.  “You need me to come pick you up?” 
 
    “Nah.  I got a better idea.” 
 
    Something in her tone of voice gave me pause.  “Melissa, what are you planning?” 
 
    I could almost hear her elaborate shrug.  “Stole his keys.  Time to take the BMW for a spin.” 
 
    “Melissa, that’s a fucking terrible idea!”  I leaned forward on the couch, trying to convey my desperation through the phone line.  “I know you’re hurting right now, but—” 
 
    “See ya in a bit, bye!” 
 
    And the line went dead. 
 
    That crazy bitch.  Melissa always had been high-spirited and… I don’t wanna say “stupid”.  Impulsive.  Not prone to thinking things through, is kinda what I mean. 
 
    Her boyfriend (ex-boyfriend, I guess) lived in the next town over.  About an hour away by normal standards. 
 
    So I’d expect to see her here in about thirty-five minutes… 
 
    Goddamn that woman.  I felt sorry for her, I really did, but at nineteen she still acted as reckless as she had at sixteen, and continued to suffer the consequences. 
 
    But as usual, I was here to try and soothe her hurt.  Any way I could. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “No.  Nuh-uh.  Not happening, no way.” 
 
    Brian, of course, was not enthusiastic about my arrangements for Melissa’s accommodations. 
 
    He’d got home a few minutes ago and I gave him just enough time to relax on the sofa before giving him the (ahem) good news. 
 
    Immediately he had leapt up to stand and face me, eyebrows drawn into a furious ‘v’ above his gorgeous blue eyes and I was reminded once again that he never looked more handsome than when he was angry with me. 
 
    Not the best time to think about such things, perhaps, but goddamn Brian was cute when he glowered.  His dark hair fell down in a wave across his puckered forehead, his lips drawn tight to emphasize the strength of his chin. 
 
    And those muscles…  When he folded his arms that way – especially in the white dress shirt he still wore, tie loosened rakishly – his biceps beefed up and really showed off the benefits of going to the gym three times a week. 
 
    If my sister wasn’t coming over in a handful of minutes, I swear I would have jumped his bones right then and there.  Sure, he wasn’t exactly in the mood right now, but I’ve found in our three years of marriage that once I got him going, the mood found him pretty easily. 
 
    “Come on, Brian.”  I tore my eyes from his biceps, from the look of his forearms in those rolled-up sleeves, and focused once more on those glassy eyes which glared at me so intently.  “She has nowhere else to go.  What was I supposed to do: leave her out on the fucking street?” 
 
    My argument was a solid one, and Brian knew it.  He made three attempts to start a sentence which failed, before eventually backing down and adding: “One night, Christina.  Then she has to find a hotel or something.” 
 
    I couldn’t restrain myself, and immediately closed the distance between us and wrapped my arms around him in a tight hug.  Squealing, I rocked him back and forth as my hair tossed in his face, tickling his nose. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you, thank you.  I’ll make it up to you, I swear.” 
 
    “You’d better.”  He softened in my embrace – while another part of him obviously hardened.  “In fact, I can think of a couple of ways.” 
 
    I laughed, letting him go and swatting him playfully on his rock-hard arm.  “Not while we have company, hon.”  Briefly, I considered the logistics of getting in a quickie, but in truth there wouldn’t be much time before— 
 
    Ding-dong. 
 
    Oh.  She was here. 
 
    I saw my husband’s face darken once more, but I ignored it as I felt the thrill of knowing that Melissa was just beyond that door.  It had been way too long since I’d last seen her, and despite the horrible circumstances I was excited about having her over to stay. 
 
    Bounding out into the hall I managed to reach the doorway in a flash, and flung the door open to reveal Melissa, standing out in the light of the setting sun, a pair of overlarge sunglasses obscuring half of her gorgeous face. 
 
    She’d had her hair cut since the last time we’d met, her blonde tresses hanging in straight lines down to her collarbones, and the look really suited her.  In fact, if it hadn’t been for the breakup I knew she’d just endured, I would have said she looked happier and more energetic than ever. 
 
    Dropping her suitcase, my sister squealed in delight and wrapped her skinny arms around my neck, drawing me close.  I could smell a hint of wine on her breath, which scared me when thinking about the high-speed trip she had just made, but I chose to ignore that as I closed my eyes and buried my face in her newly-trimmed hair. 
 
    “Melissa,” I said simply, holding her gently but with a fervor that told her I’d never let her go. 
 
    The whimpers of joy she still emitted on seeing me changed in timber, and soon her back shook with sobs as she let all of her pain out on this doorstep. 
 
    I held her for I don’t know how long, cradling her, making shushing noises the way you did to soothe anyone in tears.  My hand made soft circles on her back, as though I were burping a baby, and I continued to rock back and forth as she cried and cried and cried. 
 
    “Come on.”  Brian’s voice shocked me as I hadn’t heard him approach, but his gentle hand on my hip nudged me aside as he grabbed the handle of Melissa’s suitcase.  “I’ll carry this in.” 
 
    I was impressed; Brian didn’t often act the gentleman.  Certainly not around my sister.  Maybe he was growing up at last. 
 
    One thing I did notice was that as he crouched forward, he gave what seemed to be a disapproving look at Melissa’s skirt.  Now that I paid attention, I saw that the very tight (and seemingly expensive) dress she wore had ridden up somewhat as she drove and that she hadn’t bothered fixing it. 
 
    As my husband and my sister walked inside the house, I leaned down and tugged the hem into place for her. 
 
    “Oh.  Thanks.”  Melissa acted distracted, as though not having noticed the wardrobe issue.  I wondered just how much she had really had to drink before driving here. 
 
    A glance at the silver BMW by the road revealed a dent which stretched from wing mirror to gas cap all along the side.  That may have just answered my question. 
 
    Shaking my head, I stepped inside and closed the door behind me. 
 
    Brian must have been delivering the suitcase to the spare bedroom, as Melissa was flopped alone on the easy chair along the side wall, legs splayed and one hand twirled into her blonde hair.  The huge sunglasses dangled from her other manicured hand, and I could see now just how red and puffy her poor eyes had gotten from all of the crying she’d done. 
 
    That wasn’t all caused by her tears on the doorstep.  I suspected she hadn’t stopped the whole way here. 
 
    Steve was such a bastard.  My hands balled into fists just thinking about the asshole.  If he were in this room now, no one would stop me from punching his smug face right in the mouth. 
 
    In a small voice that sounded a decade younger than her actual years, Melissa said, “What do I do now, Chrissy?  What the fuck do I do?” 
 
    Her voice caught at the end, tears spilling forth once more, and I leaned over her to nuzzle her one more time.  “Don’t worry about it for now.”  I kissed the top of her head as I pulled away.  “You stay with us for as long as you need to.” 
 
    “Really?”  Hope illuminated her wet eyes, and it killed me. 
 
    “Really.”  God, Brian was not gonna be happy. 
 
    Her lower lip still trembled, but Melissa seemed to be satisfied for the moment, and as she gathered her wits about her she began to take off the short jacket that matched her stylish maroon dress. 
 
    I said the dress was tight, and now that the jacket was gone I saw that it wasn’t just in the hips.  My sister always had been the one god had blessed in the chest department, and apparently that fact hadn’t become any less relevant. 
 
    Unconsciously, I looked down at the baggy blouse covering my own small tits.  Not that Brian had ever seemed to mind them, but every now and then I wondered what it would be like to have Melissa’s figure. 
 
    Of course, if that also came with her impulsiveness and quick temper, then perhaps it was just as well I was made the way I was. 
 
    I sat down on the couch, the end nearest Melissa.  Reaching out, I removed her hand from her hair, holding it in my own.  It was damp with tears, and I clutched it tightly in encouragement. 
 
    God, she was a wreck.  That asshole had really hurt her this time.  I started to feel anger welling up within once more. 
 
    A tremor in her voice, Melissa toyed with my fingers as she said, “You’re so lucky, Chrissy.” 
 
    Not that I disagreed, but: “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Brian.” 
 
    That surprised me.  “Yeah, I guess I am.  I mean, I think he’s swell, but haven’t you always…” 
 
    I stopped short of using the word ‘hate’. 
 
    She sighed, and let go of my hand to cover her face with both hers.  Through that covering, I heard her say, “I don’t know.  You’re always so happy, Chrissy.  He just… makes you happy.” 
 
    All I could do was nod, slowly.  “Yeah.  Yeah, he does.”  A lump grew in my throat, and I swallowed to clear it.  “But you’ll find that for yourself, someday.  I know it.  Someone who makes you happy the way Brian does me.” 
 
    “The way he does you?”  She almost giggled as she emerged from behind her hands. 
 
    I smiled through the sadness.  “Well…  That, too.” 
 
    It did become a giggle this time, and we held hands again as Brian entered the living room at long last. 
 
    “You two getting settled, then?”  Leaning over the back of the couch, he puckered his lips and I tilted my head back to receive them. 
 
    We parted with a loud smack and I saw Melissa’s yearning look as I turned back to her. 
 
    Perhaps we shouldn’t be so lovey-dovey in front of her just now.  She’d been hurt and didn’t need to be reminded of what she had so recently lost. 
 
    I made a mental note to lay off the PDA – for the moment. 
 
    But then I saw her eyes linger on Brian as he retreated to the kitchen through the open door behind us.  Gaze fixated on his ass while he walked in that confident and bouncing step of his. 
 
    I know those buns well, know how you can bounce a quarter off them, but hadn’t expected Melissa to pay attention to that.  Not with the way she felt about him. 
 
    Oh god.  Suddenly it started to make sense. 
 
    “Chrissy?”  Melissa had noticed my prolonged silence, my internal reverie, and leaned forward in concern.  Her eyes were prettier than mine too, goddammit, even swollen and watery from extended crying.  “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Hmmm?”  I shook myself to return to the present.  “Oh, it’s… nothing.  You really do feel jealous of what we have?  What I… have?” 
 
    With an off-center smile of sorrow, my sister clutched her hands between her knees and nodded.  “Why are the good ones never interested in me, Chris?  Why do I attract…  Well, you know.  You’ve always known.” 
 
    She sounded bitter as she slouched back in the chair, and I remembered every lecture I ever gave her about the boys she chose to be with.  And I cringed at my own self-righteousness. 
 
    I had told her she was better than that – better than them – and that she didn’t need to chase after guys who were gonna treat her like dirt.  But what I hadn’t realized is that she thought that’s what she did deserve. 
 
    My sister – my beautiful, fun-loving, amazing sister – gravitated to the scum because secretly she thought that’s the only kind of man she could attract.  What she actually wanted was something else. 
 
    Maybe someone else. 
 
    “Melissa, you’ll find the right one, I know it.”  Once more, I reached between her legs to hold her hand, prying it from its death-grip on her left.  “He’s out there, and he’ll be so lucky to have you.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.”  She let go my hand, using her fingers to pick at the hem of her too-tight skirt as she became lost in her own morose thoughts.  “You already found the right one.” 
 
    From the kitchen, I heard Brian call out: “Babe, we still doing chicken tonight?” 
 
    Melissa’s face gained a sheen of pleasure, and I didn’t think it was from the dinner menu. 
 
    Oh, I had an idea.  But I didn’t think Brian was gonna like it. 
 
    Patting my sister on the bare knee, I stood up.  “Back in a tick.”  And I headed into the kitchen. 
 
    “Brian.”  Softly, I kissed him on the back of the neck as he sorted through the cans in the cupboard in front of him. 
 
    “Mmmmm.” 
 
    “Listen.”  I held my breath for a moment, and checked through the open door that Melissa wasn’t close enough to hear my lowered voice.  “There’s something we need to do tonight.” 
 
    “Oh.”  Clearly distracted by his imminent culinary performance, my husband barely heard a word I was saying.  “What’s that, babe?” 
 
    I steeled myself.  “I need you to fuck my sister.” 
 
    That got his attention. 
 
    He dropped the can of mushroom soup he held in his hand, and as it rolled across the floor I gave a smile and wave to Melissa who finally peered across the couch to try and see what was going on. 
 
    Nothing to see here.  Move along. 
 
    When she had backed out of view once again, Brian tugged me over to the corner of the kitchen and hissed in a whisper: “Are you insane?” 
 
    “Honey, she needs this.”  I grabbed his hands between mine, rubbing them softly, imploringly.  Sensuously.  “She’s lost faith in herself.  Doesn’t believe any man can love her, and want you to show her that isn’t true.  That a good man can still want her.” 
 
    Clearly he thought I’d lost my mind.  I wasn’t sure he was wrong. 
 
    “I don’t…  I can’t…”  He made an inarticulate noise and withdrew his hands from me to muss up his hair in frustration.  “What you’re asking, it’s crazy.  I…”  He pointed in the direction of the doorway.  “She doesn’t even like me!” 
 
    I shook my head with a smile.  “That’s where you’re wrong.  I can’t believe I didn’t see it before.  The way she is around you – not like she is with any other man I’ve ever seen her with.  She doesn’t try and seduce you, Brian, because she likes you.  Because,” and I peeked at the doorway again, “I think she’s in love with you.” 
 
    “What!”  He clamped his hands over his mouth and we waited for Melissa to show she had overheard, to come marching in to see what all the fuss was about. 
 
    She didn’t. 
 
    After a while, he whispered, “She’s in love with me?” 
 
    I shrugged.  “I think so.  But she doesn’t believe she deserves love, doesn’t know what it looks like.  We need to show her she’s loved, Brian.” 
 
    I snaked my hand down his side, moved over to massage his crotch.  Instantly, I felt the lump beneath my hand begin to grow.  Turned on by my closeness, by the bizarre scenario we were discussing. 
 
    And maybe more. 
 
    “She needs to see what a true,” I kissed his earlobe, “loving,” I kissed his jawline, “relationship is all about.”  I kissed the side of his neck. 
 
    “I can’t…  We can’t!” 
 
    “It’s just for tonight.  Just to give her a taste.” 
 
    “A taste?” 
 
    “Yeah.”  I imagined her… ‘tasting’ him and bizarrely felt a low heat in my crotch.  Felt moisture begin to seep from my loins.  What was happening here?  “And, you know, you can taste right back.” 
 
    What was this?  A twitch of his growing bulge indicated that my protesting husband might not be quite so averse to the proposition as he pretended.  How interesting. 
 
    I kissed lower, making my way toward the collarbone I could just see above the unbuttoned throat of his shirt.  “Haven’t you ever wondered how my sister might taste?  When you’re kissing me, sucking on my hard nipples, lapping at my soaking wet cunt.” 
 
    Another twitch beneath my hand.  I smiled against his skin. 
 
    “Do sisters taste like each other?  I think there’s only one way to find out.  And maybe you can put us side by side to compare directly.” 
 
    And with a groan from his lips, his cock engorged to its full potential within its enclosure, and that’s when I knew I had him. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “Melissa.”  I sauntered into the living room, hips swaying in confident rhythm.  I knew what I had in mind was right, and it lit up my face, gave my every move an undulating perfection. 
 
    Tonight was going to turn my sister’s life around.  She just didn’t know it yet. 
 
    I dragged my husband behind me by the hand, his posture less brash than my own.  Timid, actually: like a reluctant puppy dog. 
 
    I sure hoped he’d leave that behind before we hit the bedroom.  He needed to show Melissa what a real man could be, and he couldn’t do that while behaving like a chastised schoolboy. 
 
    Puzzled, my sister leaned forward, craning her neck to see over the sofa that separated us from her.  Her blonde tresses fell away from her neck, framing its swanlike grace in a way that I just knew would have to get my husband going. 
 
    Indeed, as I rounded the couch I could feel his grip on my hand tighten, his pace become more even and firm.  This just might work out after all. 
 
    “Chrissy?  B-brian?”  Her voice caught in her throat, curious and wary.  She knew something was up, but I was certain that whatever her suspicions were they could not be anywhere near the actual truth. 
 
    In order to soothe her fears I reached for her hand, tugged gently to encourage her to stand.  Nervous, Melissa smoothed the wrinkles of her skirt down from where it had ridden up again.  Breathed deeply, expanding that impressive chest of hers. 
 
    I heard Brian gasp quietly in my ear, and I couldn’t stop a smirk from playing across my face. 
 
    “I know you’ve had a hard time,” I told her, still holding her hand in mine.  “You don’t think you deserve love, because you don’t know what true love is.” 
 
    Embarrassed, she tried to turn her head aside – but before I could grab it, Brian surprised me by grasping her chin in his strong fingers and forcing her face back to meet his. 
 
    “Listen to your sister,” he suggested in a smooth but insistent voice. 
 
    The look in Melissa’s eyes bordered on worship, and I wondered how I had never cottoned on to her feelings about my husband before today. 
 
    “Melissa.”  I gave her a reassuring smile, and knew I was letting some of my eager anticipation show through it.  “We want you to understand what a real relationship is like, one filled with love and support and understanding.” 
 
    “I…”  She tore her gaze from my husband’s face to look at me.  “I want that, too.” 
 
    “Of course you do.”  I nodded.  “That’s why… we want you to come into our bedroom tonight.” 
 
    That startled her, and I couldn’t keep my face straight as her eyes widened nearly to fill her entire head. 
 
    “You… what?” 
 
    A bell-like laugh escaped from my throat, and I wondered if I looked like an evil Disney queen, but her response had tickled my humor in a particularly wicked kind of way. 
 
    “We want you to make love with us, Melissa.  Feel our connection, experience true intimacy.” 
 
    “I…”  She shook her head skeptically.  “You want me to… watch you have sex?” 
 
    Brian took over then – something he was especially good at, and I felt my loins heat up as his tone grew lower, his nostrils flaring.  God, that man was sexy. 
 
    “Not watch.  Join.” 
 
    Melissa couldn’t believe what she was hearing.  Her eyes flicked over from Brian, to me, back to Brian where they lingered. 
 
    “You want me to… make love to you?  Chrissy.”  She turned back to me, a mixture of fear and something more excited dancing deep in her electric eyes.  “You’re okay with this?” 
 
    “I suggested it.”  Smiling at her shock, I added, “Unless you’d rather skip the whole thing and just have dinner.  The chicken could be ready in less than an hour.” 
 
    “No!”  Her reaction was more vehement than even she had suspected, and she clamped her hands over her mouth in surprise. 
 
    Laughing, I pried those slender hands from her bow mouth and kissed her the way we had a thousand times.  She was my sister and I loved her, wanted this for her. 
 
    “Come on.”  And I tugged her in the direction of the door.  “I’m pretty wet already and don’t know how much longer I can hold out.” 
 
    The truth was, the thought of sharing my husband with Melissa was getting me hotter than I could have expected.  This night promised to be something very special indeed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    All three of us trembled as I closed the bedroom door behind us.  A mixture of excitement and trepidation quivered within us – a heady concoction that sent a buzz through every one of my muscles. 
 
    This was it; there could be no going back from here. 
 
    I kissed my husband, pinning him up against the door I had just eased shut.  My hands on his strong cheekbones, my lips devouring his. 
 
    Taken by surprise, it was a moment or two before Brian responded – but once he did he made up for lost time. 
 
    Melissa had never seen us like this – not really.  It’s not that my husband and I were ever shy about kissing, but this stuff – the hot stuff – wasn’t exactly the kind of thing you really shared in public. 
 
    Standing a few feet off to our side, drenched in the shadows that already filled our bedroom and limned by the last vestiges of the setting sun outside the window, my sister just hugged herself and watched our lips smash against each other.  Watched our tongues dart from our mouths to wrestle hotly and wetly together. 
 
    Brian’s powerful hands flattened against my lower back, mere inches above the gentle curve of my ass, and pulled me tightly to him.  I could feel the press of his erection between us as I breathed his hot breath, bit his lower lip. 
 
    And as we lost ourselves in our love, I felt my own crotch dampen with excitement at his obvious stirring.  Judging by Melissa’s silent squirming, I was certain she was experiencing the exact same reaction. 
 
    She was in awe of the passion we acted out in front of her, desire and longing obvious on her face.  As she chewed on her lip in admiration, I saw one of her hands snake up her stomach to fondle one of those impressive breasts that strained at her dress. 
 
    It was time to set them free, I decided, and pulled back from Brian with a wickedly self-satisfied expression on my face.  I licked my lips, watching him pant for me as I backed up to stand beside my sister. 
 
    The beast had been awakened; he would not settle now without satisfaction.  And I intended him to have it. 
 
    Plenty of it. 
 
    “You’re pretty worked up, huh?” I asked him, giving him my best smoldering look through lowered eyelashes. 
 
    He managed to huskily eke out a response.  “Fuck yes.” 
 
    “Good.”  My smile was evil as I stepped behind Melissa, my hands slipping beneath her armpits to rest near her ample breasts. 
 
    My sister gasped in shock, though it was hardly the most intimate touch we had ever shared as siblings.  The scenario in which we took part simply elevated each innocent gesture to remarkably erotic proportions. 
 
    “You want to see these, don’t you?”  I knew he did, knew my husband must long to behold Melissa’s luscious breasts – and I wanted to see the desire in his eyes once they were bared. 
 
    Wanted her to see it, to appreciate it.  To know what true coupling was like. 
 
    All he could do was nod, which I saw from my vantage point peeking over Melissa’s shoulder.  I grinned, withdrew my hands from below her arms, and got to work on her zipper. 
 
    The zip at the back of her dress did not lower as easily as I had anticipated – slightly ruining the dramatic reveal I was going for.  With the way the fabric pulled so tightly at her chest and hips, the tab faced great pressure and stuck briefly at both locations, but in the end I got it down.  Pulled the burgundy dress down past my sister’s knees, pooling it at her feet. 
 
    She didn’t even step out of it, though one foot raised to its tiptoes in nervous reaction.  Melissa hugged her arms across her torso, face pointed to the right – away from both of us – embarrassed at her sudden disrobing. 
 
    But she made no protest, and on my knees this close to her pussy I could smell the rich aroma of her arousal and knew she was not truly unhappy about what took place. 
 
    I stood now, amazed at the sight of Melissa’s wide, round ass in the lacy pink panties she wore – not quite the way it had looked the last time I saw her this close to naked.  Back when we were in middle school together. 
 
    My husband had never complained about my small breasts but I knew (of course I knew) that he had an eye for posteriors that my own tiny but perky butt could never quite satisfy.  I had no regrets about my shape, and I maintained my figure well, but that didn’t mean that I was necessarily perfect in Brian’s eyes. 
 
    And that was just fine.  As fit as he was, my husband also knew that the shallow side of me preferred a more broad-chested, muscular form than he personally was willing to devote the time to develop. 
 
    We loved one another; there was no need to be each other’s physically ideal. 
 
    Melissa, though…  I strode slowly and deliberately around her, taking in the sight of her shy body in that sexy underwear.  If Brian had a type then my god was this ever it. 
 
    Slim but shapely, bust filling out that D-cup bra, hips exaggerated by the high cut of her panties, and legs that were toned from years of dance classes she had taken since childhood. 
 
    Hell, if I had a type then she would probably have been mine.  Fuck, when did my sister become this goddess? 
 
    And yes, Brian clearly thought the same way I did.  Did he even realize that his right hand was massaging his dick through his pants right now?  If so, he gave no hint of shame – only a hint of drool at the corner of his awestruck mouth. 
 
    I laughed, somehow amused at my husband’s lust for my own sister.  It was what I wanted – tonight, anyway.  Tomorrow might tell a different story. 
 
    For now, though, his response was perfect. 
 
    Hers, on the other hand, was less enthusiastic, and I needed to rectify that. 
 
    “Honey.”  I sauntered up to Brian, subconsciously swaying my hips as erotically as I could – no doubt feeling some deep need to try to match my sister in attractiveness.  “Melissa’s feeling a little… singled out.  Maybe we could even the score a bit?” 
 
    When his eyes finally dragged themselves from her nearly naked body to my dancing gaze, it took him a moment to catch the meaning of my words.  In order to help Brian out, I reached forth with both hands to loosen his tie the rest of the way, peeling it from around his neck slowly and seductively. 
 
    He grinned then, getting my drift, and proceeded to strip for the two women in the room. 
 
    I headed back to Melissa, laying my hand on her bare shoulder which shivered at my unexpected touch. 
 
    “Look.” 
 
    All I needed was that one word, and my sister came back to life, forgetting her contemplation of the darkening world outside the window and returning her attention to the here and now. 
 
    To my sexy husband who was already stripped down to his blue boxers. 
 
    “Oh my god.”  Melissa swallowed hard, her eyes raking down his washboard stomach to the pleasingly large lump in his shorts. 
 
    I rubbed her upper arms in encouragement, letting her know it was okay to stare.  God knows I loved taking in that view as well. 
 
    And then I unhooked her bra. 
 
    Melissa’s only reaction was a slight sharp inhale, but she did not resist as I pulled the cloth from her body, revealing her beautiful breasts to the world. 
 
    Brian, however, gave a decidedly primal grunt of approval – almost pained – as he beheld those perfectly round and juicy tits topped with areolas so dark they were nearly brown.  Her nipples instantly hardened to tiny diamonds, and I threw the useless bra underneath our bed. 
 
    We’d have no need of that again for tonight. 
 
    Squatting, I tucked my fingers into the waistband of Melissa’s lacy panties and began to slide them incredibly slowly down her very long and very shapely legs.  My face was very nearly in her ass crack when I got them to the bottom, and I was jealous of her utter lack of cellulite.  As she stepped out of the underwear, I couldn’t help but notice how ridiculously damp they were already. 
 
    Shit, she was ready for this!  I couldn’t believe how ready. 
 
    “Now, now.”  I got to my feet again, holding onto Melissa’s shoulders for balance as I rose.  “Turnabout is fair play.” 
 
    Brian gave me the sauciest wink I had ever seen him deliver, causing my vaginal muscles to spasm in response, as he told me: “You want my boxers?  Come and get ’em.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m gonna come,” I assured him, smirking as I made my way across the room.  “Just a little bit later.” 
 
    “You’d better.” 
 
    And I squatted beside him, looking back at my sister to gauge her reaction. 
 
    Fuck she was beautiful, the last of the light draining from the room and leaving only blue and black shadows to pattern her perfect body.  Unlike me, it seemed Melissa liked to keep things bare down low, and the tiny indentation of her pussy was barely visible between those tightly-pressed thighs. 
 
    “Ready?”  I bared my teeth in a grin as I looked at Melissa’s face.  She licked her lips again, eyes focused on the prize I was about to reveal: so obviously desperate for the big unveiling. 
 
    And yes, it was big. 
 
    Unlike the dramatic way I had removed her panties, I jerked my husband’s boxers down in a swift gesture that caused his erect member to bounce comically – and Melissa gasped. 
 
    Her hand at her gorgeous mouth, my sister ogled my husband’s engorged penis, taking it all in. 
 
    Metaphorically, I mean.  She’d be taking it all in soon enough, but for now she was content to look. 
 
    I tossed his boxers under the bed along with my sister’s panties.  Out of sight, out of mind, I always said.  And I watched as Melissa drank in every detail of that throbbing cock. 
 
    She even took a step closer, apparently on instinct, leaning over slightly to peer at it. 
 
    We’d measured it one night for fun, and when fully excited he appeared to be just a smidge over nine inches.  Not the biggest I’ve ever had (I don’t think) but by far the prettiest.  Thick and smooth and with just the slightest hint of an upward curve. 
 
    Brian also kept his pubes shaved close to the skin – enough to decorate the area but not to swamp his magnificence with unwanted jungle. 
 
    I reached one hand up to begin stroking that glorious cock, and a drop of pre-cum oozed out to glisten at the smooth tip.  His balls swung hypnotically under him as I stroked, gently and glacially, while keeping my eyes locked on Melissa’s shocked face. 
 
    “You like what you see?”  I could not wipe the proud smile off my face.  This was all mine, though I was content to share it with her tonight. 
 
    I mean, what else was family for? 
 
    “Fuck yeah.”  A breathy laugh escaped from her right lips, and she knelt down beside me – one hand tentatively reaching out, fingers curled, toward that fleshy rod.  “Can I…” 
 
    “Of course.”  I stopped stroking, and maneuvered myself from a squat to a kneel, keeping my face close to his junk to see the show in every detail.  “I’d be disappointed if you didn’t.” 
 
    And she reached out… and grabbed it. 
 
    “Oh wow.”  I didn’t know if Melissa had ever had a cock this big in her hand, or maybe her reaction was just about it being Brian’s cock.  I didn’t ask.  But whatever the case, she was delighted to be holding it, treating it with a laughable reverence. 
 
    “It’s okay to stroke it,” I assured her.  “It won’t bite.” 
 
    Side-eyeing me with a smile, Melissa began to rub her hand slowly up and down my husband’s dick, and he groaned in pleasure.  One of Brian’s own hands dug within my dark waves of hair to massage my scalp in response, while the other went awkwardly behind his back – unsure what he was allowed to do with it. 
 
    These boundaries needed to be erased for tonight to work.  Time to set about destroying them. 
 
    “Come on.”  I moved closer.  “I want you to see how he tastes.  Like this.” 
 
    She politely removed her hand as I leaned in, kissing and nibbling the length of his cock almost like corn on the cob.  Melissa didn’t seem to know whether to gasp or to giggle, and settled for just watching open-mouthed as I slobbered all over my husband’s penis. 
 
    Briefly, I slipped it all the way into my mouth, enjoying the moan of pleasure he gave and the tight grip he made in my hair, but I quickly slipped it back out and kissed down the length of the shaft once more. 
 
    I aimed a silent look of invitation to Melissa over his penis, and she swallowed hard before taking my duties over for me. 
 
    Copying my approach, my sister kissed up and down the other side of Brian’s manhood, touching her lips to him lightly and sweetly.  Savoring the experience as though it were a meal at a fancy restaurant.  She popped her mouth over the head of his cock eventually, sucked at it lightly, then went back to licking and kissing the side. 
 
    She was nervous, I realized.  Still.  Both of them unsure how far they could take this. 
 
    Repressing a sigh, I leaned back in toward the cock, but as Melissa pulled back I used my hand to keep her there.  One of us on each side of the dick we kissed and nibbled at it, our movements synced, and I saw Melissa smile through her ministrations as our eyes met – only an inch or two apart. 
 
    And I knew she was ready. 
 
    Our lips touched briefly when we slid to the tip of Brian’s penis, and I withdrew at last, guiding her onto his cock with one hand, while my other sought out my husband’s firm ass and rubbed it in soft circles. 
 
    Her mouth encompassed his girth now, and a soft “Fuck” emerged from Brian’s mouth.  I looked up to see his head thrown back, resting against the bedroom door as my sister accepted his length into her throat. 
 
    Yes, Melissa clearly had some experience at this part, as she swallowed every inch of him far easier than I had ever been able to do.  I could get there eventually, relaxing my throat and fighting the gag reflex, but my sister went right to it with no sign of discomfort. 
 
    She leaned her weight forward on her hands, ass stuck out behind her as she really got into it, bobbing her head back and forth on his cock and drooling all over the dark carpet beneath us.  I was astounded at her skills, and from the gentle moans of pleasure Brian made constantly, I could see that he was too. 
 
    It might have been jealousy that caused me to cut this session short, but I hope not.  I just didn’t want Brian to come – not yet.  Sure, he had remarkably short recovery times, but I needed him to do it at least twice this evening, and didn’t want him to (forgive me) “blow it” on this. 
 
    “All right,” I interjected as I eased Melissa off of his enormity.  “Let’s cool it for a minute.” 
 
    She appeared disappointed – but only for a moment – and she wiped the drool from her swollen lips with the back of one hand. 
 
    “Brian.”  I got to my feet and planted a hard but brief kiss on his lips.  “Let’s show my sister what a man who loves a woman can do.” 
 
    He got my meaning right away, as we had enjoyed many long discussions about the way he made me feel when eating me out – that I could sense his love and his devotion in the way he licked and sucked at my pussy.  That his concern for my own enjoyment was evident – just as much as his pleasure at giving it to me. 
 
    I didn’t even unbutton my blouse; it was loose enough in the neck to just pull over my head, and I wasn’t wearing a bra.  Walking back to the bed, I saw Melissa’s eyes linger on my small breasts, the fat nipples there hardening quickly. 
 
    By the time I sat down on the edge of the bed, I already had my slacks off and Brian was on his knees before me ready to remove my panties. 
 
    If I’d known we’d be taking part in anything like this (and how could I!) I might have worn something a little sexier than the plain cotton undies I sported, but Brian for one didn’t seem to mind.  His concern seemed to be how quickly he could remove them rather than what they looked like, and as soon as they were gone he dived right in. 
 
    My legs were steepled and spread wide, and his hands supported my thighs as he slipped between them.  Some light kisses tickled the inner flesh of those thighs, soft like a butterfly settling momentarily there, before they moved to the sensitive skin by my outer labia. 
 
    “Oh… god…” I groaned softly as he teased me, laying loving pecks of pleasure everywhere but my actual pussy and I was crying out for direct stimulation.  “Please.” 
 
    I weaved my fingers into his hair damp with sweat, urging him closer to my cunt and at last he gave me the relief I so desired. 
 
    My clit was already poking out from under its little hood and Brian flopped it side to side with his tongue before licking it from bottom to top.  I spasmed, ass jerking off the bed in a sudden jolt of pleasure.  Melissa gasped in sympathetic response at my movements, and I realized I had forgotten all about her. 
 
    “Hon, come here.”  I gasped through my panting breath, Brian really working my pussy now, and I curled a finger at her to invite her up onto the bed to watch.  “You should see—unnnhhhh!” 
 
    My back arched as Brian clamped his mouth onto my clit then, sucking insistently at it and I was overcome with pleasure. 
 
    Fuck, but this guy knew how to work a pussy.  Goddamn. 
 
    The bed rocked up and down like a boat at sea as Melissa clambered up to get a better view, hesitant still as to how much she ought to intrude.  Despite everything, there were still some barriers keeping my sister from enjoying this intimate experience, from truly beholding what a loving relationship could look and feel like. 
 
    “Watch,” I ordered as I bit my lip, hands returning to the back of my husband’s head – unsure whether to yank him from me to stop the agonizing ecstasy or to press him deeper into my sodden snatch. 
 
    Laying on her side, Melissa’s left arm snaked above where my head lay, one knee covering her own pussy shyly.  She peered closer, her heavy breast flopping onto my right shoulder as Brian continued to attack my cunt with relish. 
 
    His tongue was inside me now, dipping in and out, drinking my copious fluids, humming with his own pleasure.  It hammered in and out of me, fucking me as deeply as a tongue could feasibly go, and my breathing became ragged and shallow. 
 
    Fuck, I was close. 
 
    “God,” I mumbled.  “Don’t stop, fuck.” 
 
    I could feel a hot breath of laughter as Brian thrust his tongue within me three more times before bringing it back to my clit.  I yelped as soon as it touched my sensitive nub, ass jerking in quick pleasure. 
 
    “Please,” I begged.  “Oh fuck, please.  Keep…  Oh fuck.” 
 
    My hips ground against him, rubbing his nose into my pubis as I smashed myself against his mouth.  Goddamn this felt good, and I didn’t want it to end but I was desperate for the climax. 
 
    Melissa’s hand patted my head in encouragement before she leant forward in curiosity, her head above my stomach now, blonde hair tickling my skin.  I could no longer see Brian’s face in my crotch, but it didn’t matter ’cause I could feel it.  Could feel every caress of his tongue, every waft of his hot breath on my skin. 
 
    Then a finger was inside me and I tensed up, moaning.  “Fuuuuuck.” 
 
    He didn’t stop, kept licking, kept thrusting.  A second finger joined it, then a third.  Curling up, finding that patch of coarse tissue that drove me wild. 
 
    My pace increased, slamming my ass up off the bed in a violent rhythm, pushing his head against me with all that I had. 
 
    “Fuck, I’m almost there.  Keep going.  Fuck.  Fuuuuck!” 
 
    Then another hand joined mine on Brian’s head: Melissa’s.  I stopped grinding, stopped hammering away.  Together we pressed him tightly against me, and he sucked desperately at my nubbin of pleasure. 
 
    I couldn’t take it; the sensation was too great.  And as Melissa shifted her weight, her left hand bouncing closer to me on the covers, fingertips grazing the skin of my side, I came with force of a thousand supernovae. 
 
    “Jesus.  Mother.  Fuuuuuuuuckkkkk!” 
 
    I screamed.  Loud enough almost to deafen me; I don’t know how the other two dealt with it.  One of my hands stayed on my husband’s head, but the other rose to knead my right tit as I writhed through the almost painful pleasure. 
 
    The orgasm shook me, tore at me.  Ripped me open from the inside like a hook, bathing me with sensations of glory I had only imagined before tonight. 
 
    Fucking Christ, is that what other women felt when they orgasmed?  Had I only ever felt a shadow of it before now, or was this something special? 
 
    Was it possible to come like this again?  And how, when? 
 
    Eventually my eyes opened and I saw Melissa staring into my eyes with wonder.  Leaning on her left elbow now, right hand resting on my stomach to feel my breath go in and out.  Gradually returning to a normal rate. 
 
    Between my legs, Brian watched me with equal fascination, and I knew he had never seen me react quite like this before.  His chin glistened with my juices and I longed to lick them from his handsome face. 
 
    “Wow,” Melissa breathed, watching my flushed face.  “Chrissy, is it always like that with you two?” 
 
    Reluctantly, I had to admit, “No.”  After I finished panting, a tremor still shaking my right hand uncontrollably, I added, “I mean, it’s always good, but no.  That was… special.” 
 
    My sister sat up, taking her hand from my belly, leaving it to feel suddenly cold.  She brushed back a wave of blonde hair, showing it to be matted from sweat already even though she hadn’t come close to fucking yet. 
 
    “It was incredible.” 
 
    “You’re telling me.”  I laughed, scooting back to sit cross-legged on the bed.  The covers were wet with what seemed like buckets of my come.  Shit.  “I wanted to show you love, Melissa, and I think that’s what happened to me.  Sharing this with someone else that I love.  It made it so much more…”  I looked into my husband’s still-goggling eyes.  “Intense.” 
 
    We shared a smile, a slow one.  Neither of us had anticipated what this could be like when I suggested it a mere (what?) half-hour ago?  Hour?  I had no idea by now. 
 
    Seeing my smile, Melissa grew emboldened and leaned forward to kiss my husband. 
 
    Surprised, Brian didn’t reciprocate right away, but as my sister licked my fluids from around his mouth he threw himself into it (my having given him a permissive nod) and his hands were in her hair as they made out like teenagers in the back of a movie theater. 
 
    Despite having just come – and harder than any I’ve ever experienced – I found my opening growing wetter again already as I watched the two people I loved most in the world paw at each other in animal passion.  Surreptitiously, I slipped a hand down to rub at my clitoris, feeling myself tingle and shiver as I massaged it while enjoying the hot spectacle before me. 
 
    Eventually my husband noticed my movement and broke the kiss to turn to me with a wry expression.  “Ready to go again, are we?” 
 
    Yes, I was, but now was not the time. 
 
    “Not my turn,” I explained, and indicated Melissa. 
 
    Blushing furiously, she stammered and waved her hands uncertainly in the air.  For god’s sakes, woman, you were just making out with my husband naked while I watched and masturbated.  Now was not the time to get coy. 
 
    “Get over here.”  And I tugged playfully at her arm until she was laid out underneath me on her back, legs spread, waiting for Brian’s hungry cock.  I cradled her head in my hands, soothing her nerves, and looked over to my husband. 
 
    He was… less uncertain than Melissa was, let’s say.  His tongue running over his lips to taste the remnants of my juices, his eyes fixated on my sister’s spread pussy – right at the edge of the bed.  His cock bouncing noticeably up and down with every rapid beat of his heart. 
 
    The wait seemed to be taking forever. 
 
    “You guys gonna do this, or what?” I almost snapped. 
 
    Brian eagerly stepped up to the plate, hands on Melissa’s knees to pry them open wider.  The pulsating purple head of his cock hesitating at her soaking wet entrance. 
 
    Looking deep into her eyes, Brian asked, “You sure about this?” 
 
    Melissa turned her gaze up to me, and I continued to brush her hair comfortingly with the flat of my hand.  My smile was one of motherly approval, and at last she lifted her head just enough to look past her mountainous breasts and say: 
 
    “I’ve never been more sure about anything in my life.” 
 
    And then he was inside her. 
 
    “Oh!”  Her gasp of pleasure was stunning, and I could see deep satisfaction in my sister’s glowing eyes before she screwed them shut.  I still held her head protectively in my hands as it sat there between my knees, watching her face change as my husband withdrew his cock and then slam it back into her once more. 
 
    He was standing at the foot of the bed, but with every hard thrust Melissa slid farther back on the covers and I knew this position would not be tenable for much longer. 
 
    “Here.”  I let go my sister’s face, spinning to get off the bed.  I ran around to where my husband stood, and grabbed at his ass from below, hoisting him up onto the bed. 
 
    He took my meaning quickly and set his knees on the bedclothes, lowering himself down atop Melissa in the missionary position. 
 
    Let’s keep it simple, I thought to myself.  Make love the old-fashioned way.  Just show my sister what it meant to really connect with a man you loved, and who loved you back. 
 
    We could get fancy later.  For now, closeness was what was needed. 
 
    From here all I could see was my husband’s muscular ass, his dangling balls which flopped around as he thrust, and both their legs tangling together and sliding sweatily against one another. 
 
    I had to admit, it was sexy as fuck.  Watching the animal parts of my sister and my husband slam against each other, into each other.  A stream of fluid trickled down my leg, and I couldn’t help but reach down and put three fingers between the puffy folds of my flesh and begin to rub. 
 
    The rhythm slowed, Brian and Melissa finding a pace that worked for them.  Matching their breaths, their heart rates.  It was gentler than usual, I realized, smoother.  My sister must like it a little more tender than I prefer. 
 
    Huh. 
 
    “Oh, Brian.”  Her words were muffled where she lay beneath my husband, but I saw her fingers snake into the hair on the back of his head, pull his face to hers.  The wet sounds of their kissing followed, and his right hand moved out of my view to play with her huge breasts. 
 
    Fuck this was amazingly horny.  I had never imagined getting off on seeing my husband fuck another woman – let alone my own sister! – but something about all of this just felt right. 
 
    I loved these two people.  Wanted them both to enjoy that affection, to be satisfied.  And here they were, finding some of that satisfaction with each other.  And I couldn’t be happier. 
 
    Or hornier. 
 
    I rubbed my pussy harder, fingers splayed on either side of my clit as my meat jiggled around beneath my furiously working hand.  In front of my face, Brian’s balls tapped against Melissa’s butt-cleft, and I moved in closer to get a better look. 
 
    The sex smell was overwhelming, driving me to the brink of delirium.  My husband’s muscular ass clenched every time it thrust – oh so slowly now – and if I pressed my face against his thigh I could see around his scrotum to watch that huge meaty cock slide wetly in and out of my sister’s bright red cunt. 
 
    Somewhere out of my view – everywhere I looked being ass, balls and pussy – I heard both partners panting, their kiss having broken at long last.  Melissa’s ass lifted off the bed, her feet pressing hard into my bed to press herself up against Brian’s hips. 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    It was Melissa’s voice, soft and breathy, but I could just make out her words.  They shocked me, but didn’t upset me.  We were family, after all, and should love one another. 
 
    But hearing her admit it, profess it, was a pleasant surprise.  She added the bucking of her hips to their cooperative motion, increasing the pace, and Brian followed her lead.  Hammering into her faster and faster. 
 
    So turned on now, I rubbed my pussy harder, using my free hand to pry at my husband’s buttocks, feeling the writhing of the strong muscles within them.  To my surprise, as he pounded into her I could hear him answer her: 
 
    “I… I love you, too.” 
 
    I couldn’t take it any more, so inflamed with desire, and I leaned forward to kiss my husband’s swinging balls.  Licking along them, and up, making my way to his ass. 
 
    And then I let go of my throbbing pussy, held onto his butt cheeks with both hands, spread them wide, and shoved my tongue into his anus. 
 
    It was not something we had ever done before – or even talked about – and Brian yelped in surprise as the tip of my tongue invaded his asshole.  He squirmed, but it seemed with pleasure, and I moaned as I circled the puckered hole, licking its every crease. 
 
    The taste was musky and dark – with more than a hint of the sweat that trickled from every pore on his thrusting body.  But I liked it, thrived on it, and I began to subtly hump the side of the bed as I tasted his ass while it continued to pound up and down, nailing my sister with every thrust. 
 
    “I love you,” my sister moaned again, louder this time.  Sounding agonized, but in the best possible way.  “Fuck, I love you.  Christ.  Goddammit it, ahhhhhh!” 
 
    And a shiver possessed her body, wracking it with palsy as she exploded into orgasm.  Keeping my lips puckered on my husband’s ass, I rubbed my sister’s shins soothingly to calm them but she continued to spasm for what seemed like five long minutes. 
 
    Meanwhile Brian continued to hump her, obviously close to his own release, and I heard the wet smacks of deep kisses as Melissa’s convulsions finally began to settle. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm.”  Brian hummed against my sister’s lips, enjoying her taste, and I couldn’t help myself.  I wetted one finger in my mouth, and shoved it into his asshole wet with my saliva. 
 
    He jerked, gasped, and immediately withdrew from Melissa’s cunt, and I backed off – certain I had gone too far and ruined everything.  However as he sat up – knees under her thighs and torso straight – he rubbed his giant cock furiously and I realized he was ready to come. 
 
    On my knees, I hurried to the side of the bed just in time to see a giant spurt of semen cannon forth from the quivering tip of his cock to land just under Melissa’s chin where it splattered wetly across her throat. 
 
    Wow.  Had he ever shot that far before?  I couldn’t remember, but it was fucking impressive. 
 
    The next stream went even farther, landing across Melissa’s gaping mouth and she sputtered at the surprise invasion.  Clearly she didn’t dislike the taste, as he tongue eagerly gathered it up from her lips, but its unexpectedness took us all unawares. 
 
    He came again, and again.  And a-fucking-gain.  More come than I had ever witnessed spew forth from a human being – except maybe on a couple of porn videos.  I had always thought that stuff was faked somehow, but judging by tonight’s performance, perhaps it really wasn’t. 
 
    Goddamn.  Just… goddamn. 
 
    Eventually Brian was done, shaking a few last drops from his penis onto the smoothness of her snatch, and then Melissa collapsed fully back onto the bed – throwing her arms wide with a flop – and laughed uproariously with what little energy she had remaining. 
 
    I smiled, loving this unanticipated reaction, and I leaned forward to kiss my husband, who responded eagerly, hand still clutching his softening cock.  I gave him several smacking pecks of the lips before rising to retrieve a clean towel which I tossed onto Melissa’s white-spattered stomach. 
 
    “Here.  Clean yourself up a little.” 
 
    Once her mirth had passed, my sister grunted herself up to a sitting position and wiped some of the ocean of semen away from her chest. 
 
    “Thank you.”  She stopped in her clean-up to look me in the eyes, her soul shining in heartfelt gratitude from those bright blue orbs.  “Seriously, Chrissy, my god.  Thank you.  I’ve never…” 
 
    And she started to cry. 
 
    I couldn’t tell if they were joyful tears, or ones of loss at the love she had never experienced before tonight, but I hushed her, kissing the tracks of moisture from her cheeks and drawing her close for a hug.  Scrambling up onto the bed for better leverage, I rocked her back and forth as we embraced, celebrating the love we had leant her as well as mourning that which she had never had. 
 
    “I never imagined…”  Her breath was warm in my ear, and I shuddered. 
 
    We pulled back then, hands still on one another’s shoulders as we locked eyes. 
 
    “That was incredible,” she said.  “Something I’ll never forget.” 
 
    Squirming at the pulsing of my unsatisfied pussy, I told her, “We’re not quite done yet.  Or I’m not.” 
 
    She smiled at my obvious need, and I turned back to Brian. 
 
    “Say, that thing done or you still got a little left in you?” 
 
    He shook his head, blowing air from his pursed lips skeptically.  Brian was usually good to go at least twice a night, but this close after such a mind-blowing orgasm?  I knew I was pushing it. 
 
    “You’re not gonna leave a lady unsatisfied are you?” I asked coyly, and put my arm around Melissa’s shoulders, drawing us together side by side.  “What kind of an example does that give my poor innocent sister here?” 
 
    To add to the effect, Melissa gave a pout with puppy-dog eyes, tears still shining on her lower lids.  On top of that, she used both hands to smoosh her huge tits together, lifting them as a showcase.  When I tapped my own small boob against hers, that finally set my husband off and I saw his cock spring back into action fast enough for me to imagine a cartoon boing! sound effect on top of it. 
 
    Melissa smiled devilishly.  “That’s more like it.”  And she backed up to the headboard to give us space. 
 
    As Brian crawled forward, I tossed him down on his back like a wrestler, swinging myself over his crotch before he could protest. 
 
    “I’m really close to the edge here, darling,” I explained, grabbing his dick and easing myself down onto it.  “No time for pussyfooting.”  I spread my toes demonstratively as I crouched down, the tip of his hard cock already sneaking into my entrance. 
 
    He sighed, resting his hands underneath his head.  “You know what?  I’m spent anyway.  You do your thing, babe, I’ll be right here.” 
 
    I knew he was joking, of course, as we’d had more than enough sex over the years for me to know what he looked like when he was truly done, but as I was plenty willing to take the reins on this one I didn’t mind one bit. 
 
    His dick slipped into me easily, as sopping wet as I was by now, and I shifted my weight onto my knees instead of crouching and quickly began to raise and lower myself on his amazing meat. 
 
    Melissa, however, seemed to appreciate Brian’s flippancy a little less than I, and with a wicked smile she shuffled on her knees over to his head and told him: 
 
    “Oh no, you don’t get off that easily.  Not without helping me get off, anyway.”  And she swung her left leg over to straddle his face, pussy grinding instantly against his protesting mouth. 
 
    I laughed, watching my sister’s incredible ass pound back and forth against my husband’s face and all the while I leaned back on my hands and lifted myself off and onto his stiff cock over and over again. 
 
    Seeing them together had gotten me to the brink of orgasm, and now as I was faced with the smooth rounded lines of her butt grinding away right in front of me I knew I would not be long in reaching it. 
 
    Surprisingly, however, Melissa got there first. 
 
    Grasping at Brian’s head with one hand, she almost crushed him with her pussy in pressing it into his frantic mouth and within moments she was screaming in furious orgasm. 
 
    I was amazed at its suddenness and its ferocity, almost wanting to reach out and touch her ass to somehow absorb some of that intensity for myself, but she soon stilled and arched backward, her head resting now against my chest. 
 
    Continuing to thrust myself on Brian’s cock, feeling climax so close, I kissed my sister’s forehead (the nearest part of her to my mouth) and she smiled in blissful delirium up at me. 
 
    As I began to moan harder, Melissa at last clambered off of my husband, giving me a view of his soaking-wet face now.  Its cross-eyed expression of pleasure made me giggle, and I watched him while Melissa leaned back against the headboard again, one hand softly caressing her swollen pussy. 
 
    “Oh god,” I cried, closing my eyes as I felt the pressure build.  “I’m almost there.  Oh fuck.” 
 
    To my surprise, Brian stopped our motion, pulling me off of him before I could protest.  My disappointment only lasted a moment, as he was immediately behind me, pushing my torso down with a hand on the middle of my back. 
 
    And he entered me again. 
 
    I was even fuller from this position, his cock seeming to take up every inch of space within my yearning cunt, and I felt him bottom out against my cervix.  Yelping in pleasure I thrust my ass back against him, encouraging him to move – and move he did. 
 
    Fast and hard he pounded my pussy, hips slapping against the flat curves of my tiny ass, balls swinging forward just enough to tease my clit with every thrust.  I closed my eyes, moaned, and moved a hand down to stimulate my clit properly as my husband gripped my waist and gave me everything he had. 
 
    This was it: this was what I had been needing.  Had been waiting for.  I was here. 
 
    “Oh fuck.  I’m gonna come now, sweetie.  Oh fuck, it’s coming.  It’s here baby.  Here I come, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuuuuuucccck!” 
 
    I shook and shivered as he continued to pound in and out of me, fluid spraying everywhere from my over-excited pussy, coating an already-drenched bed with what seemed like a gallon of the stuff.  It wasn’t the earth-shattering climax I had had earlier tonight, but in some ways it felt deeper, more satisfying. 
 
    More… I don’t know.  Intimate?  More emotional anyway. 
 
    Fuck, it was good.  Holy fuck.  Holy fucking fuck. 
 
    I slowed down finally, no longer adding my motion to his – though he kept at it, obviously on a path to his own release.  All I could do was chew on one knuckle in ecstasy as I rode out the final waves of an amazingly satisfying orgasm. 
 
    When at last I opened my eyes, I saw Melissa in front of me, back up against the headboard, a longing in her soulful eyes.  Somehow she had sensed the difference in my orgasm too, saw that it was something she needed in her life.  A pleasure that came from truly knowing someone, loving them, fucking them with all of your heart and soul. 
 
    My face drove in and out of the covers as Brian pounded me from behind. 
 
    “Chrissy, I’m almost there,” he grunted with full masculine heat.  “I’m gonna come in you.  So hard.” 
 
    “No.”  My firmness startled him, and he paused in his motion.  “Come here.” 
 
    Melissa saw my waggling fingers extended her way and she cautiously grabbed at them, allowing me to pull her toward me.  Exhausted, I ripped myself off my husband’s long dick and turned my sister around so that her ass was right at Brian’s edge of the bed. 
 
    “Come in her.” 
 
    Both of them at once gasped: “What?” 
 
    “You heard me.”  I sat cross-legged again, folding my arms beneath my still-erect nipples.  “She needs to feel it, Brian.  To feel your love.  I want to give this to her.” 
 
    “But…”  His cock bounced in temptation, though he was clearly worried about practical concerns.  “What if she—” 
 
    “I’m on the pill.”  Having at first seemed just as reluctant as my husband, Melissa had quickly come round to the idea, and waggled her ass at him in agitation.  “I won’t get pregnant.  I want to feel your come inside me.  Please, Brian, give me this.  I need to have this with you.  To know what it’s like.” 
 
    She couldn’t quite see his face, but I could and I gave him a nod and a firm smile.  He had to follow through on this, and frankly I knew that deep down he wanted to. 
 
    Sure enough, once his mind was made up, Brian pounced on the opportunity and slipped his rod all the way inside her to the hilt – and Melissa gasped at the full feeling once more.  Seeing what the reaction to my husband’s mighty cock looked like from this angle, I became horny all over again, feeling that dick piston in and out as though he really were doing it to me. 
 
    I wanted to look in Melissa’s eyes when it happened, feel her emotions as my husband gave her all of his love.  Leaning forward onto my elbows, I took her hands in mine and stared at her from inches away until she had to look at me. 
 
    Amazement was in her eyes then, awe and wonder and the truest, deepest love.  I could see it, could feel it through her.  Melissa’s hands tightened, crushing mine in her grasp as my husband filled her with his cock, driving it in and out of her in a relentless, thrilling rhythm. 
 
    The edges of her mouth curved upward in a smile, and she projected that happiness, that fulfillment, directly into my soul.  I was so satisfied at that moment, so overjoyed.  Surely this was bliss, this was heaven? 
 
    Her breath grew ragged, a low growl sounded in her throat, and my god she was close to another orgasm already.  Seeing that, seeing the pressure build up inside her, made me heat up myself.  Although I was lying flat on my stomach – shins knocking against the headboard – I managed to slide a hand under my pelvis and massage my throbbing cunt once again. 
 
    Melissa gasped, feeling a particularly forceful thrust that Brian delivered, and with our eyes still connected – two inches away from each other – I felt it too, and my pussy spasmed.  Wet as I was, I could easily shove three fingers up inside myself while my palm rubbed against my clit, all of my weight pressed down on it. 
 
    Fuck, I couldn’t believe I was close to coming again.  Speaking of: 
 
    “I’m gonna do it,” Brian announced, his teeth gritted, sweat dripping from the bangs that hung down in front of his eyes.  His pecs trembled in excitement, his fingers curling in their grip around my sister’s waist, and he started to grunt. 
 
    Fear seemed to haunt Melissa’s eyes, but I saw quickly that it was actually anticipation.  They widened, glistening, and her breath panted out into mine so close were our faces now, and we breathed the same gust of air back and forth between us.  I tightened my grip on her two hands which I held in one of mine, while the other worked my cunt faster and faster.  The covers beneath me got wetter and wetter, adding more of my smell to the heady mix of sex already filling the room. 
 
    “Fuck.”  Brian practically snarled.  “Here it, nggg.  Goes.  Fuck!” 
 
    And he gave one last huge thrust. 
 
    Melissa gasped in shock then, the warm breath splashing across my face.  Her eyebrows rose to join her hairline and she arched her back in pleasure. 
 
    The expression in my sister’s eyes; I had never seen anything like it.  It was like looking into the face of god.  As my husband spurted deep inside her again – and again – pounding against her curvy ass every single time, love exploded in Melissa’s gaze and I felt myself gush as I came all over my hand in a sudden seizure. 
 
    Seeing me shake in orgasm, feeling Brian shoot his fluid up into her womb, Melissa could no longer hold it back either, and she screamed her own pleasure out into the night. 
 
    I’m honestly not sure quite what happened next.  I may have fallen asleep – we all may have – but the next thing I was definitely aware of was that I still lay flat on the bed.  Melissa in front of me had her head on my shoulder, face buried in the crook of my neck, and my husband Brian was spread face down across her back. 
 
    “Mmmmnnnh.”  I groaned as I extricated myself from my sister’s exhausted slump, my muscles protesting every move.  With great difficulty, I found myself able to lay on my back with my head on the pillows, and before long the bed bounced as the other two joined me. 
 
    Brian snuggled against me, arms around my waist, and Melissa took the far side, leaning her head back on her hands.  We lay there in silence, the three of us, for the longest time.  Soaking it all up. 
 
    Just like the bed had soaked up an ocean of fluids.  I should probably put these sheets in the laundry.  But I was sooooo tired. 
 
    “That,” Brian broke the silence, “was… something.” 
 
    I snorted a light laugh.  “That it was.”  And I found the energy somehow to lean over and kiss his handsome mouth. 
 
    “You can say that again.”  And Melissa lifted herself up on one elbow to similarly kiss my husband, lingering a bit longer perhaps than I did.  “Thank you.” 
 
    I saw then that she was looking at me, and I too propped myself up on an elbow to face her across my husband’s manly chest. 
 
    “You’re, uh, welcome.”  It sounded lame, but what else was I supposed to say. 
 
    Melissa laughed, crooked a finger at me.  “Come here.”  And when I leaned forward, she planted a sloppy kiss on my left cheek.  “You showed me something incredible tonight, something I had no idea existed.  So thank you.” 
 
    Her awakening touched me on a deep level, and I was overcome with emotion, a tear landing with a sparkle on Brian’s stomach. 
 
    “So…” my husband said slowly, gauging us both with his eyes, “you need us to show you again any time soon, or…?” 
 
    We both hit him with our pillows, and erupted into the most satisfying fit of giggles we had let out since we were little girls. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
    



  
 


 
 
    AFTERWORD 
 
      
 
    Thank you for joining me on this little adventure! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked it.  If you did, consider rating it on Amazon or Goodreads! 
 
      
 
    In addition, you can check out my most recent book on the following page.  And I hope you come again real soon! 
 
    



  
 


 
 
    TAKEN BY THE BILLIONAIRE PRESIDENT 
 
    CJ Douglass 
 
      
 
    Kimmy Evans is nervous.

President Adelson is rich, handsome - but has a quick temper! So when she has to be the bearer of some bad news, she knows she's going to bear the brunt of that famous fury.

But little does she know that passion is going to be given to her in a whole different way before the night is over!

A quick, sexy read, this story will leave you never being able to look at the Oval Office in the same way again. 
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