It was 4:50 on Friday afternoon.  Most of the office had already taken off, and I was starting to doze off at my desk when I heard the main office door bang open.  Sara came striding in with a scowl of intense anger and frustration.  I was going to ask her where she’d been, but that look on her face shut me up instantly.  She fixed me briefly with those cold blue eyes as she stormed past my desk.
“My office.  Now.”  I got up and hurried around my desk, banging my thigh on the corner in the process, and followed her behind the back row of cubicles.  She was making no moves to release the bun her luxurious blond hair was in; maybe this <i>was</i> going to be business.
She held the door open for me, and the instant I was through it, she slammed it shut.  I felt a hard shove from behind.  “Sit down.”  I had no idea if she was being playful, or if she was really pissed at me.  “My chair,” she barked when I moved toward the small chair in front of her desk.  That gave me a little hope.  Either way, I did as I was told.  “Keep your mouth shut.  I have a phone call to make.  Think you can handle that?”  I nodded.
She stepped in front of me and started dialing a phone number.  She was leaning over the desk a little bit, and that put her tight little ass right in front of me.  She was wearing those black, stretchy pants- I don’t know what they’re called, but they’re sexy as hell.  The phone started ringing – it was on speaker – and she turned around.  Leaning over brought her cleavage right in front of my face.  She had awesome tits, and her little white blouse showed them off beautifully – but I could have sworn she’d had more of the buttons fastened when she first came in the main office.  Not like I was complaining, though.
I almost yelped in surprise when she grabbed my belt, but I held it in.  Someone on the other line picked up, and she started her conversation as if she weren’t opening my pants.  I’d been growing a major hard-on as soon as she put that ass in front of me, and when she opened the barn doors, the rooster burst out.  
I had no idea what she was talking about, or who she was talking with; my mind was focused on her.  And not making a sound.

She took hold of my hungry cock and started stroking it.  That same frown and look of exasperation was still on her face- like she had too much shit to do, and not enough time.  Now, I’ve fucked Sara in her office dozens of times, but she’s never been in this kind of a mood.  And to be honest, it was making me even harder.  She suddenly dipped her head while the other person – it was a guy – was talking, and licked the bit of precum off the head of my cock;  like she was afraid it would fall on her leather chair and ruin it.
Then she started talking and stood up in front of me.  She was looking at me, but she wasn’t seeing me.  Know what I mean?  Anyway, my dick was standing at attention, waiting for her lips to come back.  She just stood there, probably concentrating on what she was saying.  She finally came back from wherever her mind was and started slowly easing her pants down over her hips.  She wasn’t wearing any panties – she never did.  Her pussy was totally shaved, which <i>was</i> new.  She usually had a little triangle above her pussy lips, but now that was gone, too.
When her pants were kicked aside, she turned half around and slid a drawer of her desk open.  When I saw the tube of KY, my heartbeat doubled.  She squeezed a little bit of it onto her fingers, still talking to whoever was on the phone, and started stroking me again.  That lube almost made me cum right then, but I held on with all my might.  To get my mind off my cock, I reached up and started unbuttoning her blouse.  When she gave no protest, I took it off and unclasped her bra; she always wore the ones that fastened in the front.  Her breasts were firm and soft at the same time, easily the hottest tits I’ve ever played with.  They were just a little more than a handful, but her nipples were nice and big- great for sucking and nibbling.
She climbed up into the chair, like I wasn’t fondling her breasts, and worked her way up onto my lap- my shirt was gone a second later.  I can tell you one thing; I’ve never had a boner that hard before in my life.  I swear it felt like the thing was going to explode.  She got herself over my steel pole, and grabbed it again.  There was no gentleness at all in her that day.  Everything was business.  She stroked me a couple more times, rubbed the smooth head on her already moist netherlips,  then lowered herself onto it.

Like I said, I’ve fucked Sara dozens of times.  But this time, I don’t know if it was the way she was acting or what, but her pussy felt incredibly tight.  It was smooth and warm, and I could feel my balls wanting to shoot already.  She took me all the way in, and when she shifted her hips a little bit, I hit bottom.
“Honey, I’m gonna have to call you back,” I heard her say over her shoulder as she ground her pussy further down my shaft.  My stomach nearly fell through the floor.  She’d been talking to her husband.

When the phone was hung up, I tried to lift her off of me, but she held tight.  “You were talking to your husband while you fucked me?!”

“Yeah.”  She looked at me like I was an idiot.  “He knows I fuck you at work, so what’s the problem?”

“Shit, I don’t know.  It’s just... weird.”

“Do you want to stop fucking me?  I’m sure there are plenty of other guys in the office that wouldn’t mind the extra duties.”  She had her hands on her hips like she was scolding a little kid.  For some reason, combined with her naked tits and my cock buried to the hilt in her pussy, it was incredibly hot.

“No... just nevermind.”

She gave me that smile of hers and leaned forward to kiss me.  Her tongue was smooth and strong; it never failed to give me a hard one.  Then, to my dismay, she started climbing off me.  I tried to keep her down, but she wouldn’t have it.

“No, it’s alright.  I know what you mean.  I just couldn’t wait to do either.” She smiled that smile of hers, and suddenly everything was kosher.  “Come on, I’ll let you fuck me doggystyle while I call my sister.”  She laughed softly when I let her up.  I’d caught a couple glimpses of her sister when she came to meet Sara after work, but I never got a chance to see her face.  I did make sure to check out her body as well as I could, though.  Both times she’d been wearing kinda baggy clothes, so it was hard to distinguish her curves.  Nonetheless, I deemed her fuckable.  The thought of screwing Sara while she talked to her sister was impossible to resist.

She leaned over the desk and started punching numbers on the phone.  Then she looked back at me and wiggled her ass.  Fuck, I love it when she did that.  Just as my dick slid into her again, her sister picked up the phone.  This time, I made sure to listen.  Maybe it would help me last a little longer.  Yeah, right.

“Hey Michelle, what’s going on?”  Sara was able to keep her voice calm as I started pumping into her pussy.
“Not much.  It’s funny you called.  I’m on my way to your office right now.”  When Sara looked back at me, I realized I’d stopped fucking her.  Her sister was coming over here?  Holy shit!  I started more slowly this time, trying to hold back as much as I could.  “Want to go to dinner tonight?”

“That’d be great,” Sara answered smoothly.  “But it might have to be a little later.  I’m pretty busy right now.”

“Oh that’s fine.  I’ll just hang out until you’re done.  Finishing up a proposal tonight?”

“Actually, you know that guy Scott I was telling you about?”

Shit, that’s me... what the fuck could she....

“Yeah,” her sister replied slowly.
“Well, he’s kinda fucking me right now.”

Holy Shit.

“Are you serious?!  Right now?”  I could hear disbelief in her sister’s voice, but she sounded excited, too.  
“Yeah, he’s got me bent over the desk right now.”

“Damn, Sis.  Do I get to meet him?”

“Sure, he’s right here.  Say hello to my sister, Scott.”  Sara turned around to look at me with a big smile on her face.
“Uh... Hello.”  God, what a dumbass.

“Hey there stud.  Are you giving my sister a good pounding?”
I... I couldn’t answer.  I was just speechless.

Sara laughed, her hips driving back to meet mine.  “Fuck yeah, hun.  He’s... ungh... got a nice, big dick.  I think you’ll like him.”
“Mmm, I bet I will.”  Michelle’s voice had gotten lower, sexier.  My mind suddenly created an image of a black-haired Sara standing in the elevator, cell phone held to her ear, and the other hand slipping under the waistband of her skirt.  Goddam, this was going to be fun.
Sara chuckled that silvery laugh of hers.  “Hurry your ass up, then.  I’ll introduce you, then we can go to Antonita’s for dinner?”

“Sounds good, Sis.  I’m getting in the elevator right now.  See you in a few.”

Sara made some smooching sounds, then hung the line up.  She looked back at me over her shoulder with a huge grin on her face.  “I hope you ate your Wheaties this morning.”  I have no idea how she could be so casual while my cock slid in and out of her pussy, but she did.  And it turned me on.  A lot.  She was pushing back as I thrust forward, sucking my dick deeper and deeper.
“Actually, I had Grape Nuts.”  Sara burst out laughing.  Under other circumstances, I would have found laughing to be a big turn off.  But for some reason, nothing could affect my huge hard-on at that moment.  I just kept pumping into her tight smoothness, playing with the firm flesh of her ass.

We fucked for a while longer in silence.  Well, not silence exactly; there was moaning and grunting and commands to ‘fuck me like you mean it’, but no worthwhile conversation.

Then, just as I could feel myself getting ready to blast off, there was a knock on the door.  “Who’s there?”  Sara rose to stand, my cock still buried to the hilt, and wrapped her arms around my neck behind her.  I don’t know how she did it and kept me so deep, but it felt damn good.  My hands automatically came up and cupped her breasts.  Her nipples felt the size of grapes.  I rolled them between my fingers, causing her to gasp and moan.
“It’s me,” came the voice from the other side.

“Come on in, hun.  Door’s open.”

Michelle came into the room and saw her sister standing naked behind the huge desk.  My hands were fondling her breasts, playing with the nipples, and my lips were kissing her neck.  I looked up at Sara’s sister and stopped everything I was doing.  I think my heart may have stopped too, I don’t know.  What I do know is that my fantasy had just stepped through the door.
Sara and Michelle were identical twins.

Michelle was wearing grey sweatpants that hung low on her hips and hugged the curve of her ass and hips before straightening.  The half-zipped warm up sweatjacket was a tiny thing, stretched over her chest, giving me a spectacular view of her cleavage and her muscular stomach.  Sara leaned forward a little bit as her sister crossed the room silently.  Michelle stepped around the desk, and the sisters took each other into their arms.  Their lips met, and I was witness to one of the hottest things I could ever hope to see.  These two twins, who looked exactly the same except for their hair and eye colors, were making out right in front of me – and I had my cock buried in one of them.
Michelle held her sister’s face as their tongues slid over each other’s and caressed their mouths.  It was an incredible kiss.  When they finally broke it, they looked at each other for a second with matching smiles.  I was still dumbstruck.  After a second, or maybe it was a year, Sara slowly pulled herself off me.  I was pretty surprised to see my cock still completely solid.  Okay, maybe I wasn’t.
Sara turned around so they were both facing me.  I saw Michelle’s eyes drop automatically to my member, then go wide.

“Sis, this is Scott.  Scott, this is my twin sister Michelle.”  Sara was grinning ear to ear.

“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” I was able to spit out.  I extended my hand, and it took Michelle a moment to take her eyes off my shaft.  She shook my hand, but her eyes went back down to my dick.

“Do I get some of that, or are you going to hog it all?”  She smiled at Sara.

“I don’t know.  I think that’s up to Scott.”  Sara turned to me, her nipples standing as erect as my cock.  “Do you want to play with my sister?”

I nodded, probably grinning like a fucking moron.  The girls looked at each other, and I’m sure they were sending telepathic messages back and forth.  They just had that look in their eyes.  Sara put her hand on my chest and pushed me backwards, making me sit back down in the chair.  

“How about we both play with him,” Michelle said as she pulled the zipper of her jacket down.  “Would you like that, Scott?”  She took the jacket off and tossed it onto the floor.  She was wearing a sexy black bra underneath it; I think it was one of those <i>Angels</i> bras from Victoria’s Secret.  From where I sat, her breasts  looked a little bit bigger than her sister’s.  I made a mental note to investigate further.
I nodded again, still probably grinning like a fucking moron.  They both giggled.  Sara stepped up to her sister and helped take her bra off.  Now that they were standing closer, I could see that Michelle’s tits were, in fact, larger than Sara’s.  She had little tiny nipples, too.  Their lips came together again, as well as their breasts.  I could see their tongues struggling back and forth better than I’d been able to from behind Sara.  It was fucking amazing.  I hadn’t even known I was jerking myself until the twins looked down and started giggling again.

“Now, now,” Sara said as she took my hand off my shaft.

“There’s no need for that,” Michelle finished, sliding the waistband of her sweats over her hips.  She kicked the pants into the corner, and I got a good view of her shaved pussy.  Damn fucking tasty, it looked.  She smiled at her sister, then they both knelt down in front of me.  Sara took my throbbing cock in her hand and started stroking it slowly, using the whole length.

“What do you think, sis?”

“It looks delicious,” Michelle said, licking her lips.  She bent forward and let Sara guide the head of my cock to her lips.  She played with it a little bit, teasing the hell out of me.  I kept trying to lift my hips and push my member into her mouth, but Sara held me down.  She seemed to be good at that.  Sara stroked my hard shaft slowly while her twin sister nibbled on the head.  Finally, when I didn’t think I could take anymore, she plunged her head down, and deepthroated me.  She held me in her throat as her tongue moved all around the underside of my cock.  It was brutally amazing.  Then she slid me out a little bit and went to town.  I don’t know what exactly she was doing, but I’ve never felt that kind of shit done to my cock before in my life.
I opened my eyes enough to look down at them.  All I could see of Michelle was her raven haired head bobbing up and down on my cock.  Sara was massaging my balls with one hand, while the other was down between her legs.

“She’s a good dick sucker, isn’t she Scott?”  I could only moan in answer.  “She always has been.  Ever since we were freshmen in high school, she loved to take shots of cum in her throat.  You’re a fucking cum-fiend, aren’t you sis?”  Sara’s free hand left her own body and was now exploring her sister’s.  She squeezed her ass while Michelle attended to my member.  Sara was rubbing her body along her sister’s like a cat seeking attention.
Michelle moaned her agreement with my shaft still in her mouth.  The vibrations shook me to the spine.  Sara had let go of my balls, and was stroking my shaft again while her sister continued to fuck my brains out with her mouth.  I couldn’t take it anymore.  I had a huge load, and it was ready to break out.  My body tensed up, and Sara’s strokes started coming faster and faster.  Michelle’s mouth somehow kept up with the pace, and a second later I let out a huge grunt as the first of my cum shot into Michelle’s mouth.  They didn’t slow down at all while I came.  I just kept shooting rope after rope of cum down her throat, and they kept stroking and sucking as it came.  My orgasm must have lasted five fucking minutes, but Michelle took every last bit.

When I was finally done I collapsed back in the chair, panting heavily.  Michelle took me out of her mouth and turned to her sister.  They embraced each other and locked lips.  I watched them for a second, trying to catch my breath, and realized what they were doing.  Michelle had kept a mouthful of my cum, and was sharing it with her sister.  If I hadn’t just had the most blissful orgasm of my life, I would have had a monster boner.
Sara took all the cum that Michelle fed her, and when she’d swallowed it, they licked their lips in unison.  They gave each other another quick kiss, then Michelle came up onto the chair with me.  She straddled my waist, putting her pussy just above my spent cock and her tits right in front of me.  She bent her head down and I lifted mine to meet her lips.  I moaned into her mouth as I felt her tongue slip between my lips, and Sara’s tongue on my dick.  Michelle was moaning too, so Sara must have been playing with her sister as well.

Michelle broke the kiss and propped herself up with her elbows on the top of the chair to either side of my head.  She studied my face with a content smile as Sara finished cleaning off my member.

“I was right; that <i>was</i> delicious.  Does he always have that much cum, sis?”  She repeatedly dipped her head to give me soft, sensual kisses.

“Not quite that much, but he always has a good supply.”  Sara had my cock in her hand now, and was rubbing the stiffening shaft against her sisters cleft.  Had I been left alone, I probably would have been asleep by then, but they were making me hard again already.

Michelle squirmed on my lap as her sister teased her.  “Stop it,” she said giggling.  “I thought we were going to go to Antonita’s.”

As much as I wanted to fuck both of these ladies, I did need a break.  The last thirty minutes had been intense, and I was still panting from my orgasm.  And with my mind now able to focus on something besides sex, I realized my stomach was rumbling.
“Don’t you want to stay and play with Scott?”

“Shit yeah, but I’m also starving.”  Michelle climbed off me and started gathering her clothes.
“Alright.  How about we go back to your place after?” 

“That’ll work for me.  What about you, Scott?”
“I suppose,” I replied as I shifted in the chair.  My muscles were starting to get stiff already.  “Although I doubt I really have much say in the matter, do I?”
The girls just giggled as we got dressed.  Sara and I put on the clothes we’d been wearing for work, but Michelle didn’t have anything nice to wear to dinner.  Sara lent her an extra outfit she had in the office; a long black skirt and a little blue blouse.  The skirt fit her nicely, accentuating the curve of her hips and the fullness of her ass.  The dress shirt fit well, albeit a tad snug in the breast region.  I think she forgot to fasten the top three buttons, but I didn’t feel like bringing it to her attention, given the lovely view it left me.
We got to Antonita’s without much excitement.  Sara drove us in her Mercedes; Michelle sat in front with her while I had the whole backseat.  I’d kinda been hoping Michelle would sit in back with me, but I don’t know if I would have been ready for another round.  Oh well; it sounded like there would be plenty of fun later on.

The conversation was mostly Michelle asking about me.  Having the distance between our sexual organs helped me come out of my shock-induced stupor.  I was more my goofy self, and I think we hit it off pretty well.
We got to the restaurant, and were immediately shown to a booth.  It happened to be tucked in the dark corner, away from everyone else.  Why wasn’t I surprised?  We sat down – one sister to either side of me – and had some wine.  We talked some more, mostly innocent stuff.  As we talked, and as I looked at the two indentical twins, I couldn’t stop thinking about them... being intimate with each other.  On the surface, it was hot as hell.  But then I remembered that they’re sisters – <i>identical twins</i>.  You can’t get any more related than that.  Finally, I couldn’t contain my curiosity any longer.
“I hope you ladies don’t mind me asking, but don’t you think it’s... I don’t know... a little weird that you two...” I couldn’t find the words, and for some ridiculous reason, I thought hand gestures would convey my thoughts.  “I mean... you’re twin sisters....”

They obviously knew what I was trying to say, but wanted to watch me squirm.  The waitress came just then – not too bad looking either, if you don’t mind me saying – and took our order.  Angela introduced herself, and suggested the Mostaccoli.  I agreed, and the girls each ordered chicken parmigiana.  When the waitress turned to leave, I caught a glimpse of a somewhat small ass; it had a nice shape, but not as much padding as I tend to prefer.
“Our whole lives,” Michelle began once the waitress had left, “we were very close.  We’ve always been close.  Our mother died when we were 6, so when puberty hit us, we only had each other.”  
“We had to help each other... discover our bodies.”  Sara looked over at her sister then, her eyes warm and loving.  “We first masturbated together, saw our first penis together...”
“We even lost our virginity together,” Michelle cut in.  “That would have been... what?  Beginning of our freshman year?”  Sara nodded.  “We’d gotten invited to a party that was thrown by a senior.  I still don’t know how we managed that.”  The girls laughed.  “To make a long story short, we hooked up with a couple of cute guys, went upstairs, and got our cherries popped.”  I couldn’t help being surprised by the rather vulgar description.  The sisters laughed again.

“But to answer your question,” Sara resumed, “we don’t feel weird about it.  It feels more like masturbating when I’m with Michelle.  Like having a living mirror.”

”Yeah... one that will lick your pussy in return.”  We all laughted at that one.  After a moment, Michelle’s expression grew more serious.  “You don’t have a problem with that, do you?”

“Oh, no.  No, not at all.”  I could feel Sara’s matching expression, and I started to squirm again.  Damn, those girls knew how to team up on a guy.

Michelle’s smile turned into a mischievous smirk as she leaned closer to me.  “I didn’t think so, by the size of that erection you had in my mouth.”  Just at that moment, Angela decided to come around the corner with a basket of bread.  She tried to act like she hadn’t heard, but I saw the flash in her eyes and the slight hitch in her step.  Sara and Michelle saw it too; they started giggling together.  When the waitress caught my eye, I could see her blush fiercely, despite the low light.  When she scurried away, the twins burst into laughter.
“Looks like someone’s got an admirer,” Michelle said through her giggles.  
Sara leaned closer, sliding her hand down my chest.  I gasped when she grabbed my crotch – none too gently, either.  “Maybe we should give her a show.”  Jesus Christ, these women were going to kill me.  They whispered to each other, and a plan was hatched.  Apparently, I was to have no say in the matter.
Sara unbuckled my belt while Michelle pushed the table out a few inches.  Next came my zipper.  Then Sara dipped her hand into my pants and brought out my half-rigid cock.  She gripped the base and started pumping it slowly and gently, while Michelle reached over and took the top half.  Her thumb circled the head a few times and was soon lubricated with precum.  I put my arms behind them, and tried to keep as calm as I could – which wasn’t easy.  The twins had me completely erect in a matter of seconds.

I looked down at the hands wrapped around my member.  They were working it expertly, with finesse and confidence.  A good length of my shaft would be easily visible from the other side of the table.  I’d never really been into exhibitionism before, but this was turning me on.  I was trying to keep as cool as I could, but the girls were doing a much better job.
My heartbeat tripled when the waitress came around the corner again, bearing the tray with our food on it.  She got to our table and set out one of those stands to set the tray on.  The twins’ hands didn’t miss a beat.  Angela was concentrating on the tray, but when she looked down to set my plate before me, she froze.  Sara’s hand had descended to cup my balls while Michelle’s slid down to pump the base, exactly how her sister had been doing it.  That left a perfect view of the first three inches of my throbbing cock.  The waitress was openly staring at it.  Her breathing had stopped, and I watched as her hand drifted up between her small breasts.  She was licking her lips when she finally regained her senses.  She shook her head to try to clear the thoughts away, and served Sara and Michelle their plates.  The twins continued to stroke me as Angela finished setting up our meal.
As she refilled the last of our waterglasses, she fixed me with a look that said she was trying her fucking hardest not to look at my dick.  “The bathroom is just down that hall to the left.”  She flicked her eyes in that direction, then back to me.  I got the message loud and clear.  Angela licked her lips slowly, then returned quickly to the kitchen.
The twins must have read the message too, because they started giggling as soon as the waitress was gone.  They stroked my shaft a little longer, then managed to get it back in my pants.

“You better get in there before she loses her nerve,” Michelle said as she slid out of the booth.  Sara pulled my head roughly to her and kissed me quickly and passionately.  When I stood up, Michelle pressed her body into mine and gave me a hard kiss.  She slid back into the booth and into Sara’s waiting arms.  Their lips were locked together before I even started walking to the bathroom.

The restaurant was kind of small, and so it only had one bathroom.  It was just a clean little room with a urinal, a regular bowl, and a countertop sink; about what you’d find in a regular house.  I closed the door softly behind me.  Before the surreality of the situation could wear off and reality come crashing in, the door opened.  Angela squeezed into the small bathroom and locked the door behind her.  She threw herself into me, and our mouths automatically found each other.  She had a soft, delicate tongue that liked to do what it was told.  My hands flew over her lean body and found well-toned muscles.
Without warning, she broke off the kiss and dropped to her knees.  Her fingers unbuckled my belt and opened my pants with amazing precision.  When she’d freed my half-erect cock, she gasped and immediately took it all in her mouth.  I grew solid almost immediately.  She stroked the base of my shaft as she sucked my dick.  She wasn’t quite as good as Michelle, but she had skills.  And she was starving for it.  That made up for any lack of skill.
After a short while, she took a final lick and stood up, still giving my throbbing member long, slow strokes.  She backed up a few steps, pulling me by the cock, and sat up on the sink.  She lifted one leg, put her foot on the sink, and showed me her pussy.  She had a little racing stripe above thin, delicate folds.  She guided my aching organ to her cleft and let go of me.  I pushed forward just a little bit, to test her tightness.  I’m glad I did too, because if I had tried to drive all the way into her, it would have felt like hitting a brick wall.  I had to lift her other leg up onto my shoulder and spread her open as much as I could.
She was already dripping wet, and that made it a little bit easier.  I leaned into her and managed to penetrate her a quarter inch at a time.  She was whimpering and moaning and gasping the whole time; she even seemed to be on the edge of tears.  When I finally hit bottom, she cried out.  “Holy shit, you’re huge!”  Her voice was just a whisper through ragged breaths.  She put her arms around my neck and tried to pull herself up to me, but the position we were in wouldn’t allow it.
I drew my shaft out slowly, then slid it back in.  Just that little motion had me ready to cum.  Her pussy was the tightest I’ve ever had the pleasure of fucking.  It made Sara’s feel like a goddamn subway tunnel.  She felt tight enough to have been a virgin, but I doubt it.  She knew how to take a dick as deep as possible.  She gripped my shaft like it was the only thing keeping her alive, pulling it further and further into her.
I realized that I wasn’t going to be able to last very long in this pressing warmth, so I decided to just go for it.  I started pounding into her furiously, using my entire length, with hard, fast strokes.  She simply exploded after a couple thrusts.  She screamed a huge “Fuck!” and started convulsing as the orgasm tore through her body.  That was more than enough for me; my pounding quickened even more and a second later, I grunted as my orgasm came.  I shoved myself into her, trying to reach the back of her teeth, and let my cock shoot it’s cum as far into her as possible.  She continued to moan and whimper, and her eyes rolled back in her head.  This time I didn’t have as big a load as Michelle swallowed, but I pumped a damn lot of cum into her.

Finally, my cock started to relax.  I stayed inside of her as I pulled her into my arms.  Her breaths were short and ragged; they nearly matched mine.  She wrapped her long legs around my waist and nuzzled my neck.  We stayed like that for quite some time, trying to get our breathing back to normal.
Finally, I peeled her off of me.  She was smiling up at me with a look of pure adoration.  Tears had left glistening tracks on her cheeks.  As I started to pull my exhausted cock out of her, she flexed her pussy around me, squeezing my shaft.  It made me moan and shudder.  I looked down as I finally emerged, and saw a puddle of our juices on the counter, dripping over the edge onto the floor.
“Thank you,” she said quietly, tiredly.  She wore a satisfied smile as she hopped down off the sink and straightened her skirt and apron.  “I’m so glad Lori called in sick today.”  She gave me a wink.  I smiled back as I tried to tuck my equipment back in my pants.

“You better get back to work, huh?”  I found myself kind of eager to get back to Sara and Michelle.  Something about Angela bothered me, though I couldn’t put a finger on it.  I guess it was just some little mannerism or the way she spoke or something.  Or maybe it was the hungry look in her eyes.  She’d been a good fuck, but like I said before, she was a little bonier than I prefer my partners to be.
“Yeah, I better.”  That made the glint in her eye dull a bit.  She fished a scrap of paper and a pen out of a pocket in her apron.  “Here,” she said as she started scribbling on the paper.
Normally, I’m not good at telling people ‘no’.  But this time, it came out easily enough.  I put my hand over hers to stop her writing.  “Let’s just leave it at this.”  The brightness in her eyes was gone when she looked up at me.  No sign of her smile, either.  “We don’t know jack shit about each other.”  I tried to smile comfortingly, but it didn’t seem like it was working.  “A relationship founded on a bathroom quickie won’t last.  Believe me, I know.” 
Her shoulders were slouched as she fidgeted with the paper in her hand.  She looked up at me and nodded, but the disappointment was obvious on her face.  “You’re right.”  She smiled at me again before reaching up to place a soft kiss on my lips.  “I better get back to work.”  And with no more than that, she slipped back out the door.

When I got back to the table, Sara and Michelle wore grins that would have made the Cheshire Cat envious.  When Michelle stood up to let me back into the booth, I noticed that another button on her blouse had worked itself free.  Her warm, smooth breasts looked to be in severe danger of falling out.
The girls watched me silently for a while as I dug into my food; my mostaccoli was cold, but I was too hungry to care.  They’d already finished their meals, so they focused the full weight of their attention on me.
“Did you let her down easily?” Michelle asked, breaking the silence.  I looked up at her with a raised eyebrow and a mouthful of noodles.  She giggled.  “That girl had one of the most dejected looks I’ve ever seen.”

Sara laughed and wiped a bit of sauce from the corner of my lip.  “Was she worth it at least?”  She’d leaned forward, her lips no more than an inch from mine, and sucked the bit of marinara from the tip of her finger.  I gave a small nod.  Sara smiled and leaned back.  “Good.  Now hurry up so we can get out of here.”
I hurried, and we left without seeing Angela.  It put me in a slightly better mood, not having to go through the awkwardness such a bumping-into would have caused.
As we walked out to the car, the girls tried to prod me into telling them the details of my rendezvous with our waitress.  I told them there wasn’t really much to tell – and there wasn’t.  I gave them a quick rundown of the events, but they were unsatisfied.  This time, however, they were considerate enough to drop the subject.

When we got back to Sara’s car, Michelle slipped into the backseat with me.  She sat looking at me with one tanned leg crossed over the other.  “It’s about ten minutes to my house from here,” she said as she began slowly unbuttoning the blue blouse her sister had loaned her.  “Think that’s enough time?”  She gave me a lazy smile as more and more of her breasts came into view.
“Enough time for what?” I asked, although I knew exactly what she had in mind.  I just wanted to watch her strip.

When the last button was unfastened and her blouse hung open, she leaned over and softly kissed my neck, just below the ear.  A second later her hand closed on the growing bulge in my pants.  “To fuck me,” she breathed into my ear.  My member flexed in answer.  She immediately climbed onto my lap, her warm lips never left my neck.  She started grinding her hips onto my cock, making it throb painfully in my restricting pants.  Christ, I couldn’t believe I was ready to go so quickly.  A moment later, her lips came away from my neck, and she leaned back a little to look me in the eyes.  Everything else left my mind at that moment, except the need to be inside this woman.  She must have seen this, because she planted her lips firmly on mine and kissed me with passion and lust I’ve never felt before.
Our hands flew over each other’s bodies.  I don’t know how it happened, but the next thing I knew her blouse and bra were gone and she was pulling my stiff member out of my pants.  I wanted her to ride me, and I think she did too.  But there wasn’t enough head room in Sara’s car; Michelle was already having to crane her head down in order to sit in my lap.  So, she slid off me and pulled her skirt up in one fluid motion.  She leaned forward on her elbows, and with her back arched, gave me full access to her.
I got up onto my knees and my cock knew exactly where to go.  She was tight, but I slid halfway in with one firm thrust.  I had to lean over her back in order to get all the way in, but it wasn’t much of a problem; her smaller body fit perfectly under mine.  A moan that was very nearly a scream issued from her as I hit bottom.  I had to stop, buried to the hilt, because she just felt too god damned fucking good.
Angela had actually been a little uncomfortable to fuck, because she was so tight.  It hadn’t been so bad while I was pumping in and out, but I wouldn’t have been able to hold myself inside her like this.  She probably would have cut off my circulation.  

But Michelle... oh, my dear sweet Michelle.  I could stay inside her forever.  There’s no way I could describe it, except to say that it was the most amazing pussy I’ve ever had – or probably ever would have.
She started pumping her hips back against me, but I needed a second to catch my breath.  I could feel her fingers circling and rubbing her clit, pressing against the underside of my shaft.  That got me moving.  I started fucking her furiously right way, and was rewarded with a piercing scream.  There’s something about that position that makes you feel like you can fuck all day long; and damn, was I feeling it.  Michelle was shouting things that sounded  like “Oh God!”, “Fuck yeah!”, and “Harder!”, but the collisions of our bodies were making it hard to understand her.   She turned her head around as much as she could, and I saw all the lust and need and hunger that was in her body.

I kept driving and driving into her, and it felt absolutely amazing.  But it was kind of weird, too.  I could feel every square inch of her perfect pussy - it pulled me and stroked me, sucking me deeper and deeper – but there was no feeling of imminent orgasm.  I kept fucking her and fucking her, giving her everything I had, but I didn’t feel like I was going to cum even if I’d wanted to.  Maybe it was because I’d already had two incredible orgasms in the last hour.  Who knows. And I certainly didn’t care.
Her screams turned to gasps as I continued my rapid-fire thrusts.  After a moment, her gasps stopped, and then her breathing.  She had her head pressed into the carseat, holding on for dear life.  Her mouth was open in a silent scream, her face locked in a look of painful ecstacy.

Then she came.  Her body shuddered violently once, followed by a huge scream that seemed to echo in the little car.  I kept pumping as hard and as fast as I could while her pussy convulsed around my shaft.  I think she had started to cry, but I couldn’t be sure.  Her orgasm must have been the trigger for mine, because I could feel it coming like a rabid bull.  I could feel it building in me, and goddamn, it was going to be big.  I uttered a hushed “shit,” just before a huge grunt tore from my throat.

I shoved myself as deep as I could, and my cock exploded, blasting point-blank against the wall of her pussy.  I barely noticed that I had pushed her up against the door of the car, but I didn’t dare try to move.  I kept pouring my seed into her as she moaned and writhed underneath me.  Her pussy was still convulsing around me, clenching and milking my organ like it was dying of thirst.
When I was finally spent, I collapsed on top of her.  She managed to roll onto her back, so that we were face to face.  I’d had to pull out of her while she did it, but she wrapped her legs around my waist, reached down, and guided my half-erect cock back inside her warm, dripping cleft.  I couldn’t help giving her a couple weak thrusts, but my exhaustion quickly overcame me.  She curled her arms around my neck and lifted her head to kiss me deeply.  I was too tired to do much, but I was able to return her kiss.

She wiggled her ass a little bit as she broke the kiss, and I moaned at the sensation on my cock.  I nuzzled her neck, taking comfort from the feeling of her firm, muscular body wrapped around mine.

“That was spectacular,” she said.  Her voice was hoarse and tired.

“Nice job, stud,” Sara chimed in from the driver’s seat.  “How come you never fuck me like that?”

I had to laugh.  “I fuck you like that every other day.”
“Not that hard or for that long, you don’t.”

“Well I’m sorry.  I’ll have to rectify that on Monday.”

“Or as soon as you can get your prick to stand up again.”  Sara laughed, and I felt Michelle giggle underneath me, but I couldn’t hear her.

I pushed myself up and looked down at Michelle.  Her eyes were half lidded, and she wore a rather mischievious grin.  “Well, that won’t be very long if your sister keeps wiggling her ass like that.”  I scowled down at the raven-haired vixen beneath me, but I couldn’t stop the stirrings in my groin.

“Michelle, knock it off,” Sara scolded from the front seat.  “I’m turning down your street right now.  Get your asses dressed.”

I leaned down and gave Michelle a kiss before climbing off her.  My dick was almost solid again when I slid out of her, shuddering as my sensitive head emerged from her clenching cleft.  I sat back and stuffed my half erect organ back into my boxers – which were soaked in a huge circle around the piss-hole – and pulled my pants up from where they were bunched around my knees.  We handed each other our shirts.  As I put mine on, I watched her slip into hers.  The bra lay neglected in her lap.  Even without the thing, she had awesome tits.  But I guess that’s what makes them so great, huh?  She adjusted her skirt just as we pulled into her garage.
When I got out, I had to hold onto the roof when my legs threatened to collapse underneath me.  They felt like they hadn’t been used in months.  I managed to get inside the house without trouble, though.  Michelle offered Sara and I a seat at her huge kitchen table.  I accepted gladly.
“Want a beer, Scott?”  Michelle opened the refrigerator door, and I caught a glimpse of a few bottles of Smirnoff Ice in the door.  I also got a good view of her ass.  The natives started getting restless again.

“Actually, a Smirnoff Ice would taste better.”

“Sure,” she said, taking one of the bottles from the door.  “Sis?”

“Same.”
I twisted the cap off my Ice as Michelle took two more out of the door.  Sara then grabbed me by the hand and dragged me into the living room.  My legs protested loudly; they felt like they were filled with sand.  I made it to the couch alright, but nearly collapsed when my legs started to bend.  Michelle dropped onto the couch next to me, and Sara took an overstuffed easy chair on the other side of me.

Michelle twisted the cap off her bottle and held it out toward us.  “To us... and what will hopefully be a very long night.”  She giggled, a nasty grin curling her lips.  We clinked our bottles.  I hadn’t realized how thirsty I was, but when I put the bottle down half empty, the evidence was right there.  My head swam a little bit from the sudden rush of alcohol, but settled down quickly.
“So, what should we do?” Sara asked, watching me from her chair.
“I have plenty of ideas,” Michelle answered.  She was turned toward me, the leg farther from me crossed over mine.  “But it depends on how energetic Scott is feeling.”  She was smiling, and she had that glitter in her eyes as she looked over at her sister.  I <i>swear</i> they could read each other’s thoughts.

“You could probably get me up again, no problem,” I replied with a grin of my own.  “But I don’t know if you’ll get much movement out of me.”

“That’s alright,” Michelle said.  With one leg already over mine, it only took a twist of her body to climb into my lap.  The serpentine movement of her body made my cock stir, much to the chagrin of the rest of my body.  Her hands splayed over my chest as she ground her ass down against my rising shaft.  Her skirt was gathered around her hips so she could straddle me, and it showed off her luxurious legs.  “I don’t mind.  Do you, sis?”
“Not at all,” the blond sister answered as she set the bottle of Ice on a nearby table and rose from her chair.  I was a little surprised when she sat in my lap directly behind her sister.  It was kind of a lot of weight on my tired legs, but I had the couch for support.  Besides, any thoughts of discomfort vanished when Sara’s hands slid around Michelle’s sides and immediately began unbuttoning her blue blouse.  Michelle moaned softly, biting her bottom lip.  
Seeing this in front of me was incredibly hot, and my organ began to stiffen again.  I know Michelle felt it, because she started grinding on me back and forth, like my dick was already inside her.  When her blouse was gone, I was again faced with Michelle’s gorgeous tits.  I couldn’t help but reach up and take those smooth globes in my hands.  They were soft, but perky and her nipples were already erect.  I rolled them under my thumb as I squeezed her breasts together.  I leaned forward and kissed the smooth, supple skin and licked circles around her cute little nipples.  Her moans were louder, but she’d stopped moving her hips.  When I looked down, I saw why.
Sara had Michelle’s long black hair pulled to one side so she could trace kisses all up and down her neck.  She reached her hands around her sister and was unfastening my pants.  She already had the button free, and was pulling down the zipper.  When she had my pants as open as possible, she reached in.  With nowhere else to go, my cock had extended down the right leg of my pants.  It took Sara a little coaxing and me a few grunts to get it out.  When it was free, Michelle leaned forward and shoved her tongue in my mouth.  Her kiss was hard and passionate; it was more than enough to solidify me.
When Michelle broke the kiss, she climbed off of me onto the couch.  I was disappointed for exactly one-eighth of a second.  Sara leaned forward, taking my erection in her hand, and pressed her lips to mine.  Sara’s kiss was just as hot as her sister’s.  Coupled with the long, slow strokes on my shaft, she had me moaning into her mouth.  I tried to pull her closer to me, but she remained where she was.

When Sara broke the kiss this time, I wasn’t as disappointed, because her hand remained where it was.  Michelle had climbed off to remove her skirt, and now she was climbing back aboard, totally naked.  She faced away from me this time, positioning herself above my throbbing dick.  Her sister held me steady.  Michelle slowly descened my shaft, clenching her inner muscles as she went.  I guided her down with my hands on her hips until I hit bottom.  We both let out huge sighs of contentment.
After the briefest pause, Michelle’s hips started moving like they had a few moments ago.  I could do nothing but stare at her round, shapely ass while it moved, playing my cock like an old Atari joystick.  She and her sister were wrapped in each other’s arms.  I only wish I could see their kisses, too.

The twins broke their kiss, and Michelle leaned back against me, curling an arm behind my neck.  One of my hands immediately cupped a breast while the other descended to the juncture of our bodies.  My fingers massaged the folds stretched around my shaft as we watched Sara strip slowly in front of us.  It was one of most sensual strip teases I’ve ever seen.  It somehow made me grow harder inside her sister.  Michelle whistled and cat-called as the clothes were discarded.
When Sara was as nude as her sister, she dropped to her knees before us and coaxed my legs open.  I obeyed eagerly.  Her hands slid up her sister’s thighs as she moved closer to us.  Sara grinned up at me, then looked down at where I penetrated her twin.  She leaned down, and I almost screamed when I felt her mouth close over both of my balls.  I had to hold onto Michelle’s waist with both hands as Sara’s strong tongue massaged my sack.   She began to hum and my body started shuddering.   Michelle’s moans grew louder and louder as I writhed beneath her.

Sara ended that sweet torture what seemed like hours later, and I felt her tongue lap at my balls once more before climbing the short length of my shaft that wasn’t buried in her sister.  A half second later, it was Michelle’s turn to scream.  Sara’s probing tongue had found her sister’s clit.  I could feel her tongue circling the bud while I helped to hold Michelle down.  As she licked the pussy that was stretched around my cock, Sara took my balls in her hand and fondled them like Chinese health balls.
With every flex of my member inside Michelle’s warm, quivering passage, I could feel the head press more firmly against her limits.  Her breathing was getting quicker, and her moans were getting longer and lower.  I could feel her orgasm building up around me, so I started moving her hips slowly back and forth.  Sara kept pace, her tongue never laxing in its ministrations, so I sped it up a little bit.  Michelle’s moaning stopped.  Her entire body felt like a rubberband stretched to its limits.  

I bucked my hips, giving Michelle a sharp, quick thrust of my cock, and that shoved her over the edge.  Her scream filled the house as she came.  Her body started convulsing and her pussy clenched and unclenched my cock as her sister continued circling the swollen clit.  It was all I could do to keep myself from cumming.
When Michelle’s body finally started to relax, Sara closed my legs again and sat up on my lap.  Michelle lifted one leg over Sara’s, and Sara lifted one leg over Michelle’s.  The blond twin moved closer, and I felt her warm pussy press against Michelle’s.  She ground the base of my shaft while she let her sister taste her own sweetness.
“Is it my turn now?”  Sara asked.  Michelle nodded and gave her twin one last kiss before climbing off my cock.  Sara leaned forward, my stiff member pressing against her belly, and kissed me fiercely.  She climbed off my lap and knelt down between my legs.  A few short strokes almost made me cum, but she stopped just in time.  She kept her eyes on mine and grinned as her tongue came out to lick the underside of my shaft.  When her tongue reached the head of my cock, she circled it once, making me shudder.
“Christ, Sara,” I gasped.

“What?”  She looked up at me with this cute, curious look as she slowly jerked my rod.  “My sister isn’t the only one that likes to suck dick.”  And with that, she plunged down the length of my member.  I felt the head hit the back of her throat, and she just kept going.

I grunted a loud “Fuck!” and exploded.  When Sara felt it, she pulled me out of her mouth and aimed my shooting gun at her face and chest.  My balls must have been working overtime, because I kept spewing rope after rope of cum all over her.  She moaned as the warm seed landed on her breasts, neck, and face.  She caught some of it in her mouth and swallowed it hungrily.  I was almost whimpering as she pumped my cock with her hand, drawing more and more jizz out of my poor balls.
When the flow finally tapered off, Michelle hopped down off the couch and went right to work cleaning her twin sister off.  Sara kept stroking my now soft organ as Michelle cupped her sister’s breasts, her tongue darting in and out to lick all the cum Sara hadn’t swallowed herself.

As erotic as the scene between my legs was, my cock was absolutely exhausted.  Sara must have noticed this too, because she gave up trying to stroke it back to life.  So, I just sat back and watched Michelle clean my seed off her sister.

“Need a break, stud?” Sara asked as Michelle kissed the semen off her sister’s face.

“Yeah,” I managed.  Sara smiled and turned her attention to her twin.  Their lips came together in an erotic kiss.  Tongues wrestled back and forth, and a moment later, Sara was lying Michelle back onto the floor.  Without any kind of preamble whatsoever, she dove right into Michelle’s mound.  

I couldn’t see exactly what Sara was doing, but the result was obvious on her sister’s face.  Michelle was moaning and panting, her body quivering whenever her sister hit a sweet spot.  The raven-haired sister was squeezing her breasts, tweaking the nipples as she writhed under the blond girl.  Sara had her ass up in the air and was wiggling it back and forth while she worked.  
Her pussy lips were red and swollen, and that must have woken some animal instinct in me.  My cock started to stir, and before too long, I had another raging hard-on.  I stroked it a few times as I watched Sara’s glistening pussy sway back and forth, but my shaft was so sensitive, it felt like a few layers of skin had been worn off with all the friction between bodies.  But of course, the sensation just made it throb even more.  The wet folds in front of me looked more and more inviting; that smooth, warm passage would be the perfect thing to wrap around my hyper-sensitive member.
I got down off the couch, and took Sara by the hips.  My cock went straight to salvation.  It felt like her pussy sucked me in; as soon as the head penetrated her, I slid all the way in.  Sara screamed against her sister’s pussy when I hit bottom.  I swear it felt like I could feel every vein in my dick throbbing and pulsing against her clenching walls.  I slammed her as hard and as fast as I could.  If I hadn’t just shot my load a minute ago, I wouldn’t have lasted three strokes inside Sara’s warmth.  Michelle squirmed as her bouncing sister moaned into her cleft.  
More quickly than I would have liked, the sensation began to eclipse my exhaustion.  Colors started dancing in my mind just before the mother of all orgasms ripped through me.  I think I heard Sara and Michelle scream in their own orgasms, but I couldn’t be sure.  My body exploded, draining all of my energy as my spewing cock sent another big load into Sara.  I could feel each rope of cum escape me, along with very ounce of strength in my body.  Blackness came rushing in behind the orgasm and claimed me before I could even fall to the floor.
-----

After I don’t know how long, I started to hear voices floating up through the blackness.  They sounded faint and far away, like I had cotton wrapped around my head.  After a short time I recognized them as the twins, though I couldn’t tell them apart.  The cotton seemed to grow thinner, and before too long I could understand what they were saying.
“...still think this will be too much for him.”

“Don’t worry, he’ll be fine.  He’s much better equipped than the previous-“

“I know, I know... I just don’t want him to get fried....”

“Oh my god!  You’re in love with him!”

“No-”

“Yes you are!  I can see it in your eyes.”

“No!  I’m not... I mean.  Fuck, I don’t know.  I don’t want to talk about it.”

“Too bad.  It’ll have to be later, though.  We’ve got to finish setting up these parameters.”

“Alright.  What profile are we going to run?”

“I think JRX-124 will do wonderfully.”
“124?”

“Yeah,” the voice chuckled.  “The wallpaper on his computer is always some anime girl.”

“Okay.”  I could hear a few light beeps; it almost sounded like a cell phone.  “Setting?”
“Let’s go with 12-YV-6.”

For a little while, all they said was technical jargon.  My garbled mind couldn’t make sense of any of it, so I was lost quickly.  After a little while I was lulled into sleep, and the conversation I’d just heard drifted away like smoke on the water.

Another timeless patch of emptiness passed, and I began to hear the girls’ voices again.  Very slowly they cleared and grew louder.  The feeling in my body gradually returned as the voices drifted closer.
“Sara!”  The voice tore through the rest of the cotton stuffing between my ears, leaving bolts of pain that throbbed like lightning.  I felt a vibration in my throat that must have been a moan.  “Sara, come quick!  He’s waking up!”

I felt a warm washcloth on my forehead as I slowly opened my eyes.  The light was intense after having nothing but blackness.  As my eyes adjusted, the ceiling came into view above me.  It was steel, or some metal like it, with I-beam rafters criss-crossing at thirty degree angles.  As my eyesight returned, a feeling of... weirdness... grew.  I looked up at the ceiling, now able to see the electrical conduits branching off and joining again in the junction boxes attached to the rafter with hidden bolts.  I tried to focus on what was wrong with what I was seeing, but it kept slipping between the fingers of my fog-shrouded mind.
“Where am I?”  My voice sounded weak and far away.  I tried to remember what happened to me, but the stretch of time just before the blackness was hidden from me.
“You’re alright, hun.  Sara and I are here.”  Memories of twins came flooding into my brain at the sound of her voice.  Two gorgeous women stood out in my mind; one with hair the color of a bright summer sun, one with hair the color of the blackest midnight.  They embraced each other in a kiss, all four of their arms searching for something to squeeze and caress.  There was no romance in their kiss; pure lust and desire fueled their dancing tongues.  I began to feel a familiar sensation somewhere below me.  It felt like it was miles away, but when the twins broke their kiss and fixed their eyes on me, I knew exactly what it was.
The voice above me giggled, and I caught movement at the fuzzy edge of my vision.  More motion flashed on the other side of my sight, but was gone before I could see it.
“Oh my... It looks like he’s going to make a strong, <i>solid</i> recovery.”  There were two voices giggling now.  Michelle and Sara.  The names seemed to explode in my mind.  My vision was continuing to clear, but it only grew brighter.  Light flushed everything away as I lifted my head, turning slowly into dull shafts of pain piercing my eyes.  They must have had me on an exam table of some kind, with a lamp above my head flooding the table with light.
With my eyes screwed shut against the painful light, I became aware of the sounds around me.  I could hear soft beeps of a cell phone that tickled my memory.  Behind that, I could hear the electric hum of the lamp above me.  It sounded like those orange arc-sodium lights that sing their buzzing songs in empty parking lots.  I could hear soft but heavy footsteps as the twins moved around me, as well as the faint rustle of clothing.  Underneath everything was a low, throbbing bass that reminded me of the sound the warp engines made on <i>Star Trek: The Next Generation</i>.

“Oh shit, I’m sorry.”  That was Michelle.  Her voice was a little higher-pitched than her sister’s.  Wheels squeeked as she moved the lamp down the table.  I opened my eyes again to the metal ceiling above me.  I blinked a few times, trying to clear my vision.  But my vision <i>was</i> clear, wasn’t it?  Then why was I seeing faint black outlines around everything?
“I’m going to bring you around now, Scott.  Okay?”  Sara was still next to my head, but there was enough fog in my vision to keep her out of sight.  A sharp, aching pain blossomed slowly in my right shoulder; Sara was injecting me with something.  A faint, cold sheet spread through my body.  It filled all my limbs and fingers, flooded my mind and senses. Then suddenly it was gone, taking with it the stiffness and weakness from my muscles and the hazy fugue from my mind.
A few deep breaths filled my lungs as I stared up at the ceiling.  I was slightly dismayed to see the thin outlines of the rafters and conduits were still there.  I mentally shrugged it off, though; I had a few more important questions for my hosts.  I started to lift my upper body and realized I was wearing nothing but a small cloth over my crotch.  I rose to a sitting position slowly so I didn’t displace the only privacy I had.  My head was still a little swimmy, but not nearly as bad as I was just a minute ago.

What I saw drove all thought from my mind and the breath from my lungs.  The twins stood at the foot of the table; Sara had her arms crossed beneath her breasts and wore a faintly stern smile, while Michelle virtually beamed with happiness, her hands clasped before her as if in prayer.  But it wasn’t their presence that nearly gave me a heart attack.  Nor was it their ridiculously skimpy uniforms.  Reality had started spiralling downward because Sara and Michelle were cartoons.  They looked like they had just jumped out of an anime movie.  Or I had been sucked into one.
I’m still not exactly sure how I recognized the twins; they didn’t look enough like their real selves to be immediately recognizeable.  The biggest difference was their hair.  Sara’s hair, while still in a bun, was a gorgeous shade of navy blue that seemed to shine cyan and white.  Michelle’s locks, flowing down her back and over her shoulders to her waist, were an equally brilliant violet that shimmered blue and red in the light, making it look as though unearthly flames danced over her body.
They wore coordinating uniforms of different colors.  Actually, they wore the colors of their sister’s hair; Sara’s uniform was violet, while Michelle’s was blue.  These uniforms consisted of a tight white sports-bra-like thing underneath small sleeveless jackets that shone like only latex can.  I guessed that if the sisters managed to get those tiny vests closed, they would barely cover their breasts and leave their bellies bare.  They wore miniscule miniskirts of the same material as their coats.  The waists hung low and clung to their curvy hips.  The skirts barely covered the areas they were meant to cover.  Nothing was showing from where they stood, but I didn’t think it would take much to reveal the white of their panties.  How did I know they were wearing panties?  I have no idea, but I had no doubt they were thongs, either.  I couldn’t see their asses, but judging from the shape of their hips and very narrow waists, they promised to be round and full.  Completing their uniforms were big, industrial knee-high boots criss-crossed with uniform-color buckles and straps.  The thick soles must have added six inches to their heights.
Sara tapped her foot impatiently, but the tiny grin on her small mouth belied her annoyance.  Even half-lidded, her big anime eyes were enormous pools of blue that matched her hair.  Michelle’s violet eyes were opened wide in a look of blatant happiness and relief and shone with unshed tears of happiness.  Her little mouth hung open in a silent triangular gasp.

“Oh Scott, I’m so glad you’re okay!”  Michelle bounced just the tiniest bit in her excitement, and my eyes were drawn immediately to her chest.  Now, I should get something straight before I go on-- I’m not really that big of an anime fan.  Mostly it’s just the girls and their big tits.  I know, I know.  But I’m not really sure what it is about them.  Anyway...  Michelle’s breasts were not only big, round, and animated, but they were also in three dimensions!  They were perfectly round, about the size of a honeydew melon.  Sara’s were so close in size as to make no difference.  I’ve seen a few anime porn videos – I guess they’re called hentai – and of course they’re full of big, bouncing breasts, but not like this; not in so many dimensions.  Even that tiny little jiggle was more than enough to get my manhood stirring.

Which leads me to another rather interesting discovery in this strange alternate anime universe.  I felt my member throb once, causing the small cloth to abandon its concealment duties.  At this, Sara’s eyes widened, but she didn’t look surprised.  She looked rather proud.   Both of their gazes were fixed on my crotch.  My head started swimming again when my eyes dropped to the source of their surprise.  No, not surprise... they looked more... hungry than surprised.  My cock was standing fully erect – all twelve thick, animated inches of it.
Everything started spinning in my head suddenly, blackness threatening to claim it all.  The fact that all this could have been a dream never even entered my mind.  Everything was too clear and too... well, too real to be a dream.  But then it was impossible at the same time.
The next thing I knew, I was looking up at the ceiling again.  The twins were bent over me, their eyes wide with concern.

“Scott?”  That was Sara.  Locks of her cerulean hair framed her cute, innocent face.  “Are you alright?”

“What is this?”  My voice was weak and thin.  It felt like I hadn’t used it in years.  “Am I dreaming?”

“Sort of,” Michelle said from the other side of her sister.  Her violet hair swayed as she glanced down at my half-solid erection.  “It’s kind of hard to explain....”  She looked up at me, her cheeks reddening in soft, criss-crossing lines just as if someone had drawn her blush on.

“You’re in a virtual reality,” Sara explained with a touch of annoyance in her voice.  She reached for something on the other side of the table, and brought her spherical breasts directly in front of my face.  The side of her vest opened slightly as she stretched, and I caught sight of a large, plump nipple erect under the thin fabric of her undershirt.  I heard a moan from behind Sara and guessed it to have come from Michelle.  I realized a half-second later that my manhood was stirring again.  They hadn’t bothered to cover me.  Not that the square foot of cloth would have done much good.
“What do you mean?”  I was glad to hear strength returning to my voice.

“Well, it <i>is</i> hard to explain,” Sara said as she straightened again.  That allowed me a view of my full mast.  Michelle had a hand on her chest, one of her tits cradled in the crook of her elbow.  I found that the desire to know what kind of reality I was in began to grow weaker in favor of the need to feel these three-dimensional anime girls.

“Oh Sara...” Michelle was now openly staring at my massive organ, whimpering.  Her violet eyes glistened with tears that would surely be spilled if she wasn’t allowed to touch my arousal.
“Where did that come from?”  I asked Sara.

“That was my design,” she replied with a grin.

“Your design?”

“Do you like it?”  Sara was preparing another injection while her sister stared hungrily at the topic of our discussion.  Sara didn’t wait for me to answer, though.  “I designed your whole body, actually.  Michelle designed our bodies.”  She jabbed the syringe in my shoulder and I felt the same sheet of cold wash through me again, though not as potent.

“I don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” I said as I rubbed the sore shoulder.  My voice was stronger now, and my vision had cleared again.  I was able to sit up without getting dizzy.
“I know.”  She reached under the table and brought up an armful of clothes.  “Put these on before Michelle’s eyes fall out of her head, and we’ll go have ourselves a palaver.”  Sara dumped the clothes in my lap with a wink and a grin.  She gathered her protesting sister and led her out of the room.  I tried not to look at their perfect, firm asses but I just couldn’t help it.
When the heavy steel door clanged shut behind them, I stood carefully and began to put on the clothes they’d given me.  The wide-legged black pants fit me perfectly.  I slipped into a red dress shirt, buttoned it up except for the top one, and left it untucked.  The black coat looked to be a cross between a suit jacket and an over coat.  I shrugged into it and wasn’t surprised that it felt tailored to my body.  The boots they left sitting on the floor looked like the sisters’ but were all black and clearly meant to be worn by a man.  The soles weren’t as thick, but they looked at least as intimidating.  And guess what?  They fit perfectly.
I adjusted my new clothes until they felt like they were where they should be, and turned for the door.  I caught sight of a full-length mirror I didn’t remember seeing in the room before.  Maybe I just hadn’t noticed it.  Either way, I walked over to get a glance at myself.  I don’t know what I was expecting to see, or if I was expecting to see anything.  What I saw was a muscular but lean man with angular features and brown, shaggy hair.  I was animated, but not in the anime style.  My body and facial features were more proportional than the twins’ – I looked more like a comic book character.  Even the shadows on my body were dark and defined.  I straightened the floor-length coat and left the small room.  
The hallway outside the infirmary, or whatever room I was just in, was dimly lit.  Bare lightbulbs hanging by their wires cast weak light on the steel walls.  Thin black lines outlined everything here, too.  My mind was still trying to grasp the fact that everything was <i>drawn</i>, but I suppose I’d get used to it in time.
Warm yellow light and giggles spilled into the hallway from an open door further down the right side of the corridor.  I stepped through the doorway and stopped.  The room was almost identical to Sara’s office back at work – except this one was more industrial.  The desk was a large piece of glass supported by a metal framework with many different sized drawers.  A black flat-panel monitor stood on one side of the desk, but there was no CPU in sight.  Book shelves covered all the walls, but none of the books had titles on their spines.
Sara and Michelle both turned to watch me from their chairs in front of the desk.  They both wore pleased smiles, though Michelle’s was just a little wider.  “My my, don’t you look delicious,” Sara said as she gestured to the empty chair between them.  “Come sit down.”
“Feeling better?” Michelle asked as I took the chair.

“Yeah, but I still don’t know what’s going on.”

“Well, if Michelle can manage to keep her hands to herself, we will be happy to explain.”  Sara had donned a pair of glasses, which weren’t much more than a couple circles drawn in front of her eyes. They made her look like a teacher.  If only she were still wearing her work clothes....
Michelle scowled at her sister and stuck her tongue out, then leaned back in her chair, sulking.  Her arms were crossed defiantly under her breasts.  Apparently she hadn’t noticed the small jacket had fallen open, displaying her tight nipples tenting the thin white fabric of her shirt.  Goddamn they looked good.

“Like I said, this is a kind of virtual reality.  Our little genius here,” Sara looked at her sister and smiled proudly.  Michelle beamed, her eyes closing into inverted U shapes, and sat up in her chair.  I couldn’t help laughing at her expression.  “She created all of this.”  She gestured to our surroundings without taking her eyes from mine.
“Right now, Scott, you’re sitting comfortably in Michelle’s living room.  You’re wearing one of her XR-82479 headsets, and that’s what’s making this virtual reality.  Are you familiar with Star Trek: The Next Generation?”  I nodded.  “Well, Michelle’s helmet is similar to a holodeck.”
“A holodeck?”  I leaned forward slightly.  “You mean I can put myself in any surroundings I want?  Meet any person I want?”

“Fuck any person you want,” Sara added with a nod.  “You can do anything.  What’s special about Michelle’s invention is that it’s not limited to the physics of our world.  Hence,” she gestured to her sister and herself, “our ability to be in a living, breathing, three-dimensional anime world.”  She sat back smiling, crossing her arms beneath her breasts.
“So my mind thinks this is all real?”

“As real as the world you were in yesterday.”  Grinning, she turned to her sister.  “Why don’t you give him a demonstration, Sis?”

“Gladly!”  Michelle’s eyes lit up at the idea.  She slid out of her chair and kneeled before me.  I felt my groin stir as I considered what she might do in that position.  Sara sat in her chair, chin propped on her fist, watching us.  Her violet-haired sister nudged my legs open and scooted closer to me.  Her delicate hands were splayed on my thighs, rubbing them higher as she moved closer.  My breath quickened when her left hand discovered the thick ridge extending down the right leg of my pants.  Her eyes widened and she must have lost all patience she may have had.  Her hands went immediately to the front of my pants and nearly ripped them open.  I wore no underwear, so it took little effort for Michelle to find my stiff member.  It did take a little work for her to get the half-erect cock from my pants, but when it was freed, I shuddered.
Michelle’s hand looked tiny wrapped around the massive organ.  She was gripping it tightly, but there was still at least two inches between the tip of her middle finger and her thumb.  I have to be honest; just the sight of my own giant cock was making me horny.  It looked even more amazing in her hand.  She began stroking it slowly, wrapping her other hand around it just above the other.   I don’t think both of her hands even covered half my length.
The way she was gawking at my organ was nearly enough to make me cum.  I’d grown solid in her hands, and I could feel the pressure of her strokes in every nerve.  It felt incredibly vivid, like the first time I’d learned to stroke myself.  “That feels amazing.”

“That’s another feature of the XR-82479,” Sara said as she continued to watch.  “It can amplify sensations.”  With a grin, her sister leaned forward and drew her tongue along the thick vein on the underside of my shaft.  I shuddered violently as I felt the wet, fine rasp of her tongue tickle the taut skin.  Everything else ceased to exist.  My entire mind and body was focused on that delicate tongue.   When she pulled it away, the room faded back into my awareness.  “Like it so far?”
I could only nod dumbly.  My breath was short and ragged as Michelle continued to stroke my painful, throbbing shaft.

“Michelle?”  Sara’s voice held a clear note of amusement.  Her sister rose from her knees, closing my legs as she did, and turned around.  A strong wave of disappointment washed through me, and I had to fight myself from beating off just to relieve the unbelievable arousal Michelle had invoked in me.  But I didn’t have to fight for long.  She backed up, straddling my legs, until the underside of my purple head rested against the tight skirt stretched over her perfect ass.  She bent forward and rose up onto her tip-toes.  I could see the swollen lips of her pussy hovering over my cock for a brief moment before she lowered her ass.  I swear her cunt opened up like a mouth and swallowed the entire head of my dick.  It may have been creepy but for the incredible sensation it caused.
Michelle screamed when she impaled herself fully on me.  I could feel every square millimeter of her warm, wet cleft as it descended, stroking and sucking on my member.  When I finally hit bottom, the tight clenching of her pussy coupled with the feeling of her tight ass pressed down on me was too much.  I felt the climax race up through me, but I didn’t want to cum yet.  I wanted Michelle to experience it, too.  To my surprise, just when I thought I was going to explode, nothing happened.  I could feel the climax there, I was riding the crest of its wave, but my body wasn’t responding.
“There’s another feature, Scott.”  Sara’s voice was eager, excited.  “You can control when you cum.  Although you can’t stop the orgasm from claiming you, you can control the discharge of your semen.  Michelle, get off of him.”  I watched in slight disappointment as the warm pussy slid up and off my quivering erection.  She turned around again and knelt next to her sister who had slipped out of her chair to kneel before me.  “Hold onto it, Scott.  Don’t cum yet.”  She was watching me as she pulled her small jacket off and pulled the tight shirt over her head.  Michelle did the same, and I was presented with two pairs of the most gorgeous breasts I’ve ever seen – real or animated.  That whole time, I stood on the edge of a cliff, teetering between heaven and hell, needing to jump off the edge into perfect oblivian.  I found it rather easy to hold it back; it was kind of like keeping yourself from pissing.  Although I imagine, like pissing, it could get hard to hold if it really wanted to come out.

“Now, Scott.  Cum for us!”  I stood up and took hold of my raging hard-on and gave it a quick, short stroke.  I let go, just as I would if I were going to piss.  I nearly screamed as the orgasm finally claimed me.  I watched through squinted eyes as white ropes of cum thicker than my pinky finger erupted from my massive member, covering both girls with my hot seed.  They held their tits up to the spray, and I coated them.  They opened their mouths to catch the higher squirts, as if they knew when and where each rope was going.  They turned to kiss, sharing with each other a mouthful of my cum as I continued to pelt their faces with my fluid.  I kept cumming and cumming, feeling every ounce of semen erupt from my balls and race through my cock to cover these divine women kneeling before me.
When the crashing waves finally began to recede, I opened eyes I hadn’t known I’d closed and looked down at the girls before me.  They were absolutely soaked in my cum.  It was running in rivulets over their breasts, down their stomachs, it was all over their faces like some cleansing mask, and it was even in their hair, weighing it down as though they’d forgotten to rinse the conditioner out.  I couldn’t believe that much jizz had been in my balls.

“Damn, Scott that was amazing!”  Michelle sounded like she was in heaven.  Her cum-covered breasts slipped and slid over her sisters as they licked each other clean.  I stood in a half daze, watching them.  After a moment, Sara turned to me while her sister took one of her breasts in her hand and went to work cleaning it up.  The blue-haired sister took my half-flaccid cock in her hand and caressed it lovingly.  I was surprised to learn that my cock was still just as sensitive as it was before, and just as eager to serve these ladies.
“Fatigue also works differently here,” Sara said, grinning up into my eyes.  She stroked me back to life, and with each heartbeat that stiffened my dick, I felt energy seep back into my muscles.  The desire to fuck Sara filled my mind, blocking out all else.

“You better stand up,” I told her as I began removing my coat.  She stood, still stroking my member.  Michelle rose with her, her mouth never leaving her sister’s nipple.  “Turn around and bend over that chair.”  I unbuttoned my dress shirt and tossed it onto the floor, then slid my pants down and stepped out of them.

“Oh Scott,” Sara breathed.  Her breasts swayed with each of her ragged breaths as she arched her back, displaying her tight ass.  She still wore her tight miniskirt, but it remained only a moment longer.  My cock was solid again and eager to dive into her warmth.  “Please,” she begged.  Her normally confident, authoritative voice was gone, replaced my a hungry need to be filled by my organ.  My cock stood straight out behind her, and she kept trying to push herself back onto it.  Whenever she did, her pussy <i>did</i> open, trying to suck me into her.
Michelle was kneeling next to us, staring hungrily at my throbbing shaft.  Her hand slid up the inside of her sister’s closer leg and found the moist folds of her pussy.  She slipped two fingers into her as she stared at my cock, elliciting a gasp and a moan from Sara.  After a long moment, Michelle pulled her eyes from my member and looked up at me.
“Fuck her, Scott.  I want to see you stretch her cunt with that massive cock of yours.”  She pulled her fingers from her sister and took hold of my shaft.  It was only then that I saw where her other hand was.  She was gasping quickly as her fingers worked furiously at her clit.  She guided me to Sara’s entrance, kissing the length of my shaft as she did.  When the head slipped in, Sara and Michelle both screamed.

“Fuck!” Both of their voices rang through the room as they came together.  Bodies quivered as their shared climax tore through them.  Gripping Sara tightly by the hips, I drove into her, filling her quaking body with my manhood.  She screamed even louder and her convulsions intensified as what I guess was another orgasm ripped her body.  Her pussy clenched and sucked at me, but I didn’t pay any attention.  I started fucking her with all the power and savagery that was in me.  I slammed the entire length of my cock into her tight body until I felt my own climax nearing.  When I reached the edge of that cliff, I pulled out of her and turned her around to kneel again on the floor.  I held my cock up to her, poised to burst at any moment, and shoved it into her hungry mouth.  Her hand went immediately to the base of my shaft and began pumping furiously.
She couldn’t fit much more than the head into her mouth, but she sucked almost painfully on what she could.  Her hand jerked me off, but it was wasted effort since I could shoot whenever I chose.  Nonetheless, it was incredibly erotic to see her tiny hand pumping my massive cock as she sucked the head like a lollipop.  I watched her for a long moment, riding the razor thin line between pain and ecstacy.  She was looking up at me as she worked my dick, pleading silently with her eyes for me to feed her my hot seed.  I met her stare almost indifferently; it was a great effort to keep the warring feelings out of my expression.
Finally, I let myself cum.  Sara’s eyes widened when her mouth suddenly filled with my semen.  Her scream was muffled by my giant pulsing cock as she fought to swallow the flood of cum erupting from my member.  I heard myself moaning loudly, but it sounded distant.  All my attention was focused on the orgasm ravaging my body.
When I finally felt the last drops of seed spill into her, I pulled my spent organ out of her mouth.  Before the head emerged fully, Sara sucked hard on it, making my knees buckle.  She stood and pressed her lips to mine, slipping her tongue into my mouth.  She kissed me passionately, and I could feel my groin begin to stir again.  Her breasts were still slippery from my first orgasm, and they slid over my chest. 
After a moment, Sara pulled away from the kiss and sat back in her chair, crossing her smooth, naked legs.  Michelle had taken her seat, and they both sat there looking at me with huge grins on their faces.  My cum still stuck in their hair, and I noticed that it had splattered on Sara’s glasses as well.  She leaned over, her breasts swinging deliciously, and picked up the nearest article of clothing.
“Well, how do you like Michelle’s invention so far?” she asked as she began wiping her glasses clean.

I had to laugh as I lowered myself into the empty chair.  “Not bad.  What else can it do?”

“Anything you want,” Michelle answered.  She was still beaming proudly, though I couldn’t say whether it was because of her invention or the sexual episode we just had.  Probably a little of both.
“Anything?”  They both nodded.  I tapped a finger to my lips as I thought of something to request.  A grin spread across my face as an idea bloomed.  “How about a Pepsi?”

Michelle’s smile clouded over as she looked over at her sister in confusion.  “A Pepsi?”

“Yeah, a Pepsi.”

“I suppose,” Michelle replied.  She held out her hand just as a small flat rectangular object appeared in it.  It looked like a remote control.  Her brow furrowed as she began pushing buttons.  After what seemed a rather long time, she glanced up at me.  “Hold out your hand.”  I did as commanded, holding my hand open, palm up before me.  Michelle pushed a couple more buttons and before my eyes a blue cylinder began to fade into view.  It took a few seconds for the can to solidify, but when it did it looked just like the real thing – only animated like the rest of us.  I looked up at Michelle, impressed.  Her lips were curled in a smug smile.

“Well, only one way to find out if you got it right.”  I cracked the top and heard the familiar <i>pop</i> and <i>fizz</i>.  I took a wary sip and smiled broadly when the familiar taste bubbled on my tongue.  I took a longer drink and when I put the can down on the arm of the chair, I burped loudly.  The girls giggled, causing their breasts to quiver slightly.  “Perfect!”
“Good,” Michelle exclaimed, causing her eyes to make those upside-down U shapes again.  Her eyes popped open a second later, sparkling with an idea.  “Oh, Sara, watch this!”  She started pushing more buttons, leaning back in her chair as she did.  Her legs opened further, displaying her glistening cleft to Sara and me.  My cock responded immediately to her new position, solidifying almost instantly as she continued to push more buttons.
When the small remote control in her hand made a more elaborate beep, Michelle shuddered violently and dropped the remote to the floor.  “Oh god,” she whimpered, her body still shaking.  I watched her twitch for a few seconds, but could not figure out what was happening to her.  She was obviously in intense pleasure.  I glanced over at her sister, hoping she might know what was going on.
“What the fuck...?”  Sara was leaning forward in her chair, eyes wide open.  I looked back at Michelle and finally saw what was happening.  A small, pink bulb of flesh had peeked out from beneath the delicate hood of her pussy and was growing before our eyes.  Michelle’s hands were locked on the arms of the chair to keep them from releasing the tension in her center as her clit – at least I think it was her clit – continued to grow. “Michelle, you’re... you’re growing a cock!”  I must have had the same shocked look on my face that Sara had on hers.  It was up to about three inches now, and still growing.

“No,” Michelle squeeked out between gasps.  It had been a simple correction of her sister’s comment, not a rejection of what was happening to her.  Whatever was going on, she welcomed it.  Sara and I continued to watch as her... member... continued to lengthen and thicken.  Finally it began to slow, along with Michelle’s breathing until she was able to sit straighter in her chair.  “It’s my clit,” she explained finally, taking the rigid length in her hand.  It looked surprisingly similar to a penis – more specifically my original, non-virtual penis.
“My god,” Sara exclaimed as she slid out of her chair and knelt before her sister.  I was leaning forward in my chair, fascinated by the smooth pink clit standing at least eight inches tall.  It was fairly thick, and I had a feeling that if I were to touch it, I would find it familiar in my hand.  My own twelve inch cock was standing tall and eager.  It was then that I realized the sight of her clit erect above her glistening cleft really turned me on.  A lot.  More than a couple images flashed through my head, all of them quite kinky.

“Do you like it?”  Michelle was smiling at me while her sister gingerly stroked her new phallus.

I looked silently at the scene in front of me for a moment before joining Sara at Michelle’s feet.  “Yeah I do,” I answered.  I was close enough now to see that this enormous clit was just a smaller version of my cock, right down to the oversized hole at the very tip.
Michelle looked down at her sister, love shining in her eyes, and stood up.  Sara’s strokes never missed a beat.  “Scott, sit down,” Michelle said, pointing to the chair behind her.  As I climbed into the seat, Michelle turned back to her sister.  “Sit back and enjoy the show, hun.”
“What are you going to...” Sara fell silent when she saw what her sister had in mind.  “Oh,” she said with a grin.  Michelle was leaning forward and a moment later I felt her hand close around my shaft.  She positioned her ass over me and lowered herself carefully.

Her pussy was just as tight and warm as it was before.  She supported herself with hands on my knees as she descended my thick cock.  When her ass was seated in my lap, she leaned back to lay against me.  I could see her breasts rising and falling with her labored breath, and below them rose her pink clit.  Without thinking, I reached down and took hold of the throbbing member.  “Oh Scott,” she whispered thickly in my ear.  My hand started moving slowly up and down her shaft, causing her to moan with each movement.  “Oh god, faster please! Faster!”  She was moving her hips in circles on my cock as I jerked her clit.  I stroked faster and faster, Michelle’s screams rising in pitch.  Sara was leaning forward, watching me stroke her sister with the skill of a practiced expert.  “Oh fuck, I’m cumming!  Yes!”
Michelle’s body shuddered violently, and a half second later I felt her clit thicken briefly as a string of white fluid shot out of it onto Sara’s surprised face.  Michelle was quivering and whimpering as she came, ropes of cum spraying onto her sister’s face and chest.  The surprise melted from Sara’s face as her instinct overpowered her.  She basked in the spray of her sister’s orgasm, rubbing the slippery cum all over her breasts, swallowing whatever made it into her mouth.  After a few seconds, Michelle began to relax and I tapered off my strokes, eventually releasing the softened organ.
“That was amazing,” Sara said.  Her eyes were bright with excitement as she leaned forward to take her sister’s spent clit in her mouth.  Michelle shuddered again and whimpered as her sister tasted her still enormous center.

“I didn’t think anything could feel that good,” Michelle said between deep breaths.  She leaned forward to meet her rising sister with a kiss and yelped when my cock slid deeper into her pussy.  I pumped into her a few times, causing her to moan in Sara’s mouth.  I began to wonder where the cum had come from, but pushed the thought away immediately.  It didn’t matter.  It was strangely erotic, seeing a gorgeous woman cream all over her twin sister’s face.
“I want you to fuck me while Scott fucks you,” Sara said, her voice heavy with lust.  Michelle lifted herself off my still throbbing cock, and climbed up on the glass top of the desk.  Her legs dangled off the desk, but her clit was still hard and rigid.  Sara turned and ground her ass against me, squeezing my shaft between her dripping cleft and my stomach.  I would have grabbed her hips and fucked her right then, but the promise of this new position with Michelle stayed my hands.  Sara used one of the chairs to climb up onto her sister.  I had to stroke my cock while I watched this, otherwise I would have gone insane.

Sara crouched on the desk, feet to either side of her sister, and reached down to guide the smooth, pink clit to her dripping pussy.  I couldn’t remember my dick ever being that hard.  The twins moaned loudly in chorus as the head of Michelle’s clit slipped into her sister’s cleft.  Sara lowered herself slowly, taking her sister in one inch at a time.  Michelle was whimpering now, tears coursing down her cheeks.

“God, Scott!  How can you stand this torture?!” 

Before I could even think of a response, Sara dropped herself the rest of the way.  An ear-splitting double scream tore through the room as the sisters writhed and gasped in sudden orgasm.  Sara moved her ass in small circles, milking her sister as she came.
“Fuck, Michelle!  That feels so good!  Oh yes!”  I couldn’t take it anymore.  I stepped up and Sara’s hand closed around the head of my cock.  I shuddered, then felt it penetrate the warm slit beneath the giant clit of her sister.  My lips met Sara’s in a deep, passionate kiss as my raging hard-on slid into her twin.  I began fucking Michelle savagely as Sara’s tongue danced with mine.  I pulled them both toward me with hands on Sara’s waist, moaning into her mouth.  A few seconds later, I broke the kiss and growled as my cum shot into Michelle’s clenching pussy.  She screamed through another orgasm, bucking her hips up into Sara.  I watched in bliss as her tits bounced in front of me.
Before the last of my seed had released, Sara lifted herself off her sister’s clit.  “I want you both inside me,” she said as she pushed me back and out of Michelle’s dripping cunt.  Sara climbed back on Michelle, facing her this time, and guided the softened clit back into her cleft.  She forced Michelle onto her back, giving me full access to her ass.  “Come on, Scott.  You get the honors,” she said with a grin.  She looked back down at her sister and pumped her hips a few times.  “And we need you nice and hard, Sis.”  I heard a whimper beneath the entanglement of flesh as the woman on top stopped her hips.
I stepped up, tempted to slide my cock back into Michelle’s warm passage, but my member must have understood what Sara wanted.  It was rock-hard again, arching up, seeming to sniff at the tight, puckered hole above her pussy.  I leaned my hips forward, pressing the head to her anus and moaned.  Goddamn, this was going to be tight.

“Haven’t you ever had it in the ass?” I asked as I took the thick shaft in my hand to give it even more rigidity.

“No,” she said simply, reaching back behind her.  She had a tube of KY Jelly in her hand.  Grinning, I took it and squeezed a bit of it directly onto my shaft.  I had to look away from the sight of Michelle’s eight-inch clit buried in her sister’s pussy as I stroked the KY onto my shaft.  I shuddered when I rubbed it over the head, bolts of pleasure coursing through me.

When I pressed the tip of my cock against her asshole this time, I penetrated her virgin ass easily.  There was little resistance keeping me from pushing in, but it squeezed around me tighter than anything I’ve ever felt.  It was almost painful.  Sara’s screams filled the room as I drove into her.  Her sphincter tried to resist me, clenching repeatedly, but it only made my cock throb harder.  If I angled my shaft just right, I could feel Michelle’s thick clit buried inside Sara’s pussy.

When I finally had my entire length in the tight ass, I paused to let out the breath I didn’t know I’d held in.  Sara was whimpering now, while Michelle moaned beneath her.  I remembered the KY then, and slid all but my head out of her body.
“Fuck me, damnit, now!” When Sara looked back at me to growl the command, I saw intense lust and need in her eyes.  I think right then she would have killed me if I’d pulled all the way out.  But I didn’t.  I don’t think I could have.  Her asshole was too damned tight and I was too damned horny.  So I drove into her again and fucked her ass raw.  Everything else was lost to me once I started thrusting into her.  The animal instincts that live in us all came rising out of me and I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation of her anus stretched around my huge cock, feeling every square inch of my organ push into her and pull out again.

Finally, after was seemed hours, I was allowed to cum.  I held off the explosion for a few seconds as I pulled out of Sara’s ass and slid my cock in between the girls’ bodies.  Only about half of Michelle’s clit was inside her sister, but when Sara lifted herself perpendicular to Michelle, the rest slid in easily.  I could see over Sara’s shoulder, her tits in my hands, and looked down at my cock peeking out from the junction of their bodies.  I let the orgasm complete then, spraying warm cum up onto Michelle’s stomach and tits.  
Sara rode her sister as I came, the bouncing of her body in rhythm with the spurts of my cock between them.  My thick seed covered Michelle’s tits and stomach, and a few shots even made it to her chin.  

