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“Hey Cookie, you got a minute?”

Cookie looked up from her balancing act of holding a banana in one hand and a novel in the other. She briefly glanced at her brother’s girlfriend, Leila, before lowering her gaze back to the pages of the book. “What’s up?” She asked, her disinterested tone put on by instinct more than any actual lack of desire to talk to her.

It wasn’t unusual for Cookie to see Leila around. Ever since she started dating her other brother, Leila had seemingly made it a point to get more familiar with Cookie as well. Even so, she and Leila were worlds apart for several reasons. What made it particularly strange this time was that Cookie was alone. Her friend Percy had just left his seat, and Leila had chosen only to approach her then when she could have at any point before that.

Cookie briefly looked up again. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to look at Leila, or even that she didn’t look at her out of some weird respect for her brother. Quite the contrary, Leila was a looker, and staring at her came all too easy for most people. She was a charming young girl; long white hair shaved around her left ear, glimmering amethyst eyes, even blue eye-catching fur with an underbelly splash of white. If that wasn’t enough, she was built fit and toned like a jock, and between that beautiful runner’s form and a big, spread-out skunk tail she dragged an absolute wagon of an ass.

How all the running, weight-lifting, and training made her entire body into a track star’s dream, but gave her a rear-end that left “shelf” behind in favour of “end table,” was anyone’s guess. Good genes, Cookie supposed. All of that was paired with the lovely face of a kind girl. One who cared.

And her being her brother’s girlfriend didn’t mean that Cookie no longer felt she was hot. Looking up at her, it was hard not to trail her gaze slowly up her front just to take her all in. Doing so made Leila react. It made the blue skunk visibly tense up flex her jaw.

Cookie returned her attention to her book. It couldn’t be helped. Cookie’s hex couldn’t be switched off and no matter how much Leila wished otherwise, she wasn’t immune from it. Whenever Cookie looked at someone, they felt it. It sent chills through their body, and it was why Cookie avoided eye-contact with people. It had always been a habit of hers, but now it was something she did consciously.

Leila made a disappointed sound, somewhere between a sigh and a groan. She was frustrated that she couldn’t seem to get a handle on herself when Cookie looked directly at her. It made her feel strange in a way she couldn’t control, and she didn’t like that - because she knew that Cookie wasn’t strange. At least, not in a way that was bad.

Deciding to push past that, Leila continued. “Can I ask you a favour?”

Cookie wasn’t about to decline. She liked Leila, all awkwardness aside. “What do you need?” Cookie asked, curt and to the point as always.

“I need you to meet me after school,” Leila said, “At the old Rec Centre.”

Cookie furrowed her brow. “The... old Rec Centre? You mean that old YMCA over past the Dairy Queen and stuff?” She glanced at Leila again, now very curious and wanting an answer, but looked away from her quickly. “What for??”

“Just... come meet me there after school today.” Leila repeated, clamping tight on details for the moment. “Can you do that?”

“Uhh...” Cookie was less uncertain and more caught off guard by the sudden request. “Yeah, sure. I can do that I guess.”

“Great!” Leila breathed, exasperated, “Then... I’ll see you then! Don’t worry, it’s nothing weird, I promise.”

“Is it about Milkie?” Cookie asked.

Leila paused. “... Sure! I’ll see you then!”

Then, she turned and left in an awful hurry. Cookie finally looked up from her book, watching Leila walk away... and not entirely because of the view of her butt she got from doing so. Of course she didn’t stare for long, and soon put down her book to try to untangle her brain.

Leila wanted to meet her at some old, abandoned building? Why?? Cookie sure didn’t believe the excuse that it was about Milkie. Leila hadn’t sold that at all.

Cookie had hang-ups about old, abandoned places, mostly because she was getting used to trouncing around them at night and having to vanquish monsters - all part of her double-life as a Seer. That was immediately where her mind went, and she felt a pang of panic wash over her at that. Did Leila know she was a Seer? Did she know that she could use magic, and hunted monsters? How could she have known? When did she find out? Had Cookie messed up somehow and let it slip? She’d been as careful as she could...!

The idea that someone knew about her secret left Cookie feeling unsettled. It was even worse that it was Leila. She was such a sweet girl, and of course, her brother Milkie’s girlfriend. She may not have liked Milkie much, but Cookie knew they were happy together and was glad for that. She didn’t want to involve Leila in her mess. Being a Seer was dangerous. If Leila was in the wrong place at the wrong time, something terrible could have happened to her.

Cookie didn’t know any of that for sure, however. All she knew was that Leila wanted to talk to her. Alone. In private. After school. Cookie had to quickly rationalize that whatever was going to happen would happen regardless of how things came about... and she trusted Leila, so she had to be certain that she didn’t have anything malevolent in mind.

Maybe all this magic business had made Cookie paranoid...

All she could do was go through with it. When the school day ended, she texted her mom an excuse and went straight there.

The YMCA hadn’t been abandoned for long. It had only recently closed down due to budgetary concerns, and now that the space was free, the city council was having a difficult time deciding what would fill the void. In the meantime, everything had been taken out of the building and much of it had been boarded up. It was clear to any passers-by that the building was due for demolition, but until plans could be drawn up to move forward it was made to sit and wait.

Why Leila wanted to meet there in particular wasn’t entirely clear, but it was private at least. Cookie came prepared for the worst - literally, as she brought with her all her monster-hunting tools. She kept them in her bag just in case she was wrong in her assumption. It wouldn’t have been outside her luck to walk into a building that had been shut down because of a ghost or something. It wouldn’t have even been the first time that happened.

The doors were unlocked so Cookie was able to enter without a fuss. An empty recreation centre was was an eerie place. For one, there was no lighting,  Outdoor light only got into the highest windows, and it being late afternoon meant the place was showered in golden sunbeams. The air seemed damp despite the fact there was no pool anymore. The smell of chlorine and gym shoes still hung in the slightly stale air because the ventilation was turned off. Dust had settled into the building, to the point it was floating in the air. Cookie covered her face as she first entered and wished she could have left a door or window open.

She expected Leila to be waiting for her at the front, but she was nowhere to be found. Cookie called her name and got no response. It was possible Leila hadn’t arrived yet, or maybe she was further inside... in either case, Cookie felt compelled to explore. She’d been getting a real knack for exploring old buildings. And hey, she thought... may as well get used to creepy locales. Exposure therapy, and all that.

She walked around the corridors for a while. Entry to the old pool area had been boarded shut, meaning the only places she could go were the old auditorium, upstairs to the old offices, or into any of the studios where they used to hold things like yoga or spin classes. The studios’ windows were still uncovered and not so dusty that they couldn’t be seen through, so she actually stumbled across Leila in one such studio. They saw each other through the windows, and Leila waved Cookie inside.

Leila looked at home in a studio like that. She was a very active girl, and dressed like it. She was almost always wearing stretchy spandex to move around in, and that evening was no different. She was wearing some bright-yellow, high-waisted yoga pants, which clung to her and showed off the size of her strong thighs and legs - to say nothing of her butt, which was so enormous that it wasn’t - and couldn’t be - fully covered at the back. A bit of her underwear was peeking out, barely covering the upper swells of those cheeks. She was otherwise wearing some runners, bobby socks, and a fitness jacket. She always had some kind of wrapping at the base of her tail, too. It was green that day.

So there Leila was, looking like she had lured Cookie there to coach her on a cardio routine. Cookie was not dressed for that occasion. Her port-jeggings were flexible, but not that flexible. They were called “port” jeggings because the deep navy bottoms were designed specifically with a girl of her considerable shape in mind. Cookie’s legs had always been thick, making her particularly bottom-heavy, though her fat ass wasn’t nearly as big as Leila’s own. The “port” part came from the front, where the pants were tailored to include a gratuitously large pouch to house her gratuitously large male endowments.

Cookie is intersex - that is to say, all the plumbing of a boy with the body of a girl. She was particularly blessed in the dick department where she slung a horse-rivalling foot-long and a pair of nuts as big as her own face each. She identified as female, having chosen that through years of hormone therapy to reach a healthy balance. Because of this, her breasts were well-off too. While Leila was barely a 35B, Cookie sat at a 33D. This meant that while Cookie was shorter than Leila by about three inches and narrower by two, she was certainly bustier.

Cookie had gone for a cropped tee that day, so everything about her small-but-generous body just stuck out all the more. That wasn’t to suggest that Cookie was a show-off, as she was so often picked out for her strange appearance. Rather, it was getting warm out and she couldn’t bring herself to dress any heavier. She would have sweat like a pig! Besides, there was only so much downplaying she could reasonably do. She and Leila were much the same in that regard. It didn’t seem like Leila made much effort to hide her giant, fat ass, and Cookie didn’t bother much to hide her bulge... because there was just no use in even trying.

Cookie stepped in and looked around. It was an empty space where some of the carpeting had been pulled up at the corners, exposing floorboards beneath. The only decoration was the two-toned wall paint, and there was nothing else in the room at all aside from her and Leila.

“Hey,” Leila said, stuffing her hands into the pockets of her jacket. “Thanks for coming.”

“Uh, hey,” Cookie greeted the skunk, but was again looking around the room rather than at her. “What’s, uh... what’s going on? Why did you wanna meet here?”

“I told my parents I was stargazing tonight, so... yeah...” Leila said, bouncing on her toes and shrugging her shoulders. If Cookie didn’t know any better, she would have said the normally-confident Leila was nervous. That made Cookie nervous, like she was about to get punk’d or something.

“O... kay...?” Cookie blushed.

Leila suddenly got direct. “I know about you,” she said. That got Cookie’s attention immediately, and the mouse snapped her gaze to the other girl and kept it locked. Leila felt a wave of discomfort wash over her at the way Cookie looked at her. She couldn’t see anything strange or unsettling about Cookie’s gaze or expression, but something about it was off. When Leila met those eyes, there seemed to be something deep inside them that seemed... active. Something glimmering, swirling around in the cerulean blues. There was some power, some force to Cookie’s gaze that Leila didn’t understand or even expect from someone as much of a wallflower as her, but it was definitely there. She could feel it.

“What??” Cookie asked, “What do you mean?”

Leila felt flustered, and it came on in a rush she wasn’t ready for. Suddenly her heart was beating really erratically. She couldn’t have known that it was because of Cookie’s hex - the way being looked at by her made her feel like someone had just walked over her grave. “Uh...” She stumbled on her words, and had to stop to collect herself. This time she was the one to look away.

"You're... tough,” She said, “You're quiet, you keep everything deep inside, but I can tell you're keeping a big weight on your shoulders and you can't let anyone else carry it. And it's... uh, honestly, it's what drew me to you." She smiled nervously and ran a hand through her hair. The more she said, the more embarrassed she felt.

Cookie was stunned. She was taken aback by Leila’s words, and her first reaction was to take them as pity, or somehow disingenuous. “I, uh... um...” She stuttered, “... What?”

"Yeah!” Leila pressed, sensing Cookie’s distrust. “You're-...” She laughed nervously again, and seemed to struggle to put her words together. "At first I was like... kinda tempted to feel sorry for you, you know? Because... your situation and all. But it's not even like that. I don't feel sorry for you at all. I think..." She bit down on her lip again, feeling self-conscious. "The way you're always so stoic, and witty, and the way you bite back... I think you're really cool."

At first, Cookie thought ‘aha, I knew it’ when Leila brought up her “situation.” She was referring to the way the other kids at school avoided her like a plague. The ones who didn’t were less than kind to her, often openly berating her for their own amusements. Naturally Leila noticed that, as Leila had always been more popular than Cookie, and that was just the social hierarchy of high school.

But by the end of what Leila was saying, when she said that she thought Cookie was cool, the mouse’s jaw was agape. Her? Cool? Really?? She hadn’t expected that, least of all from Leila. They’d grown closer when Leila started dating her brother, but they weren’t best friends or anything. Just... acquaintances.

“C-Cool?” Cookie sputtered the word out, completely blindsided. “W-What do you mean I’m cool?”

It seemed Leila had to be direct. “I like you,” she said.

“I... like you too...?” Cookie responded.

Leila shook her head and stepped forward. She put her hands on Cookie’s shoulders and ignored the way the smaller girl instantly looked at the floor. “No, I mean... I like you, Cookie.”

“Oh.” Cookie spoke before she even registered what had been said. Once it set in, her face from neck to ears went red. “... Wait, what?!”

“I’m bi, Cookie,” Leila explained, “And... I know you look at me a lot. I can... I dunno, feel it? And it feels... weird, but also kinda good? It’s hard to explain, but... all that time you spent looking at me, I decided to start looking at you, and... well...”

She squeezed Cookie’s shoulders, and tried to lean down to catch her gaze. “... You know what I mean?”

Cookie’s glasses were about ready to fog up. She was suddenly feeling very warm, very nervous, and incredibly excited. Her breathing picked up and she felt like she was going to start shaking uncontrollably. “Oh, god...” She said, “B... But wait, you’re dating my brother!” She looked up and met Leila’s eyes again, both of them feeling strange when they looked at each other like that.

Leila flattened her jaw and nodded her head, having expected that reaction. “I am,” She said, “And my heart and soul belong to Milkie. You can’t have those.” She shook her head almost imperceptibly.

"...... But."

The skunk leaned in, her hot breath blowing on Cookie's lips. "If you can overlook me taking you to a dusty abandoned building that smells like old towels..." She breathed a little laugh. "My body wants you, a lot."

Cookie was shocked into silence. Her lips moved but nothing was coming out.

“Don’t worry about Milkie and me,” Leila said, “It’s fine. I love him, and I love him more every day. He knows that. And it’s not like I stop him from flirting with other people, especially considering his job. So we have an... arrangement.”

“A-Arrangement?” Cookie repeated.

Leila nodded. “Mhm. We’re open.”

That brought a whole new wave of anxiety and knee-clenching arousal to Cookie. Her thighs tensed suddenly, and her dick practically jumped up. “Oh god...” She said, “If... this is one of those... getting you out of my system things, uh... like one-and-done, you know. I dunno if...”

Leila shook her head. She looked Cookie in the eyes and saw something in them that shined, something so... alien. It was fascinating.

“If it’s okay with you, it’s okay with me.” Leila said. She smiled, unable to fight it. She’d never seen Cookie so worked up, and it was so cute. By now, Leila’s arms had encircled Cookie’s shoulders, and her hands were gingerly teasing the fur on the back of the little mouse’s neck. It was supposed to be encouraging, but it just made Cookie tremble.

“... I... If it’s okay with you...” Cookie said. She wasn’t used to this sort of treatment, let alone from someone she knew personally, and admired tremendously. She was totally out of her element. All her stoicism had melted away, revealing a shy, scared, and very gentle girl.

Still, Cookie anxiously placed one of her hands on one of Leila’s hips. Her fingers tenderly pinched. To Leila, that was an invitation; one she took with great enthusiasm. “It’s very okay with me...” She said, but barely got the words out before she locked lips with Cookie. She had pushed in, imposing her bigger, stronger self on the little mouse girl in a wave of motion that swept Cookie off her feet... almost literally. Leila had swiftly reached around her to keep her from just falling backwards, instead leaving her to awkwardly stumble before Leila pushed her hands up under the back of Cookie’s top and grabbing wide palms of her skin.

Bad kisses in the past brought bad memories to the forefront of Cookie’s mind that made her hesitant to simply lock lips with just anyone. When Leila swept in, Cookie had instinctively tried to withdraw, but Leila was too insistent and too intoxicating, not to mention too strong. It was likely she didn’t even notice Cookie try to pull away, and when the kiss landed, that hesitance was vaporized. Cookie felt herself light up. Her mind was blown by how soft and warm Leila’s lips were, and further pummelled into mind-mush when the skunk’s tongue got involved with hers. The excitement she felt in that moment was somewhere between hyperventilation and body-quaking arousal.

She dropped her bag and grabbed back, and went straight for the kill. Her hands found Leila’s ass and grabbed on tight. They practically sunk into those blue moon cheeks to the wrist, and she squeezed firm handfuls of it and used that as an anchor point to get her posture back. She pulled herself against Leila’s body, the two of them knocking together harshly. They didn’t stop their kiss for a second, now moaning for one another with muffled voices as their tongues tangled. Smacking lips and slick sounds were music to their ears, and Leila got more handsy when Cookie started grabbing her.

Leila’s excitement came from Cookie’s body. It was so unlike hers in so many beautiful ways, downright exotic and oh-so-desirable. Cookie’s bulge mashed against her crotch and thighs, while Cookie’s breasts flattened against her smaller, broader, flatter chest. Oh, how she coveted those big, jiggling boobs. They contrasted so well on Cookie’s smaller body, and they squished and rubbed so wondrously against her. Leila grabbed onto the straps of Cookie’s bra and tugged on them, raking her nails through Cookie’s fur in doing so. She practically used that as a handle to keep her in place while they kissed.

Cookie didn’t have much room to back off, but she managed to pry her lips from Leila’s. “Hold on,” She said, stopping things in their tracks. Leila looked worried, afraid that she may have crossed over some boundary despite Cookie’s body reacting positively. In retrospect, she’d already crossed over more than a few boundaries. Cookie could see that worry, and tried to assuage her concerns, continuing a back-and-forth where the girls were catching each other on the back foot. “Let’s... start slow?” Cookie suggested. She really reached for that suggestion, her body wanting more but her mind forcing caution.

Cookie was just so naturally cautious, she wasn’t prepared to just go whole ham on this. For her part, Leila understood. It seemed a reasonable response. “Okay,” The skunk agreed, “Then... what do you want me to do?”

Cookie flustered at being put on the spot. “I, uh, I don’t know...! This is kinda nuts...”

Leila understood that too. “Well, speaking of nuts...” She said, not even having to finish her thought to express what she was implying. “May I?”

“... Please.” Cookie nodded.

Leila wasted no time squatting down and setting to work undoing Cookie’s pants. It was a familiar act, as her boyfriend wore the same style of pants that Cookie was wearing that day. They weren’t complicated, just instead of a button at the waist, there was a hook clasp, and all she needed to do after opening that was yank down the spandex-elastic under-layer that made up the front pouch. It was stitched in along the thighs, but loose enough to stretch. So, she opened it up without hesitation, and she stared at Cookie’s cock as it sprung out into the open with a sense of majesty.

“Woooow,” Leila said, “God... that all of this is attached to a girl... it’s so amazing.” She gripped Cookie’s cock with one hand and held it up so it stuck straight out. It swelled fast, because Cookie was never known for restraint in situations like these. Its full size was nothing short of awe-inspiring.

After marvelling at the length and girth of Cookie’s foot-long monster, Leila yanked down on the front of the mouse’s pants some more, having to roll out one of Cookie’s massive testicles one at a time. They weren’t as big as Milkie’s, but Leila was still impressed.

“Ah, the family jewels,” Leila said, “... Literally, in this case. Do all of you have nuts like these?”

“... Y-Yeah, mostly,” Cookie said, “It’s... genetic.”

Leila weighed them in her hands, which they easily filled. They were like little weights! Not incredibly heavy weights, but they had some bulk to them that made them as heavy as a small snow globe or something like that - minus the base, of course. Just, instead of being filled with water, these were meaty. Big, hot, meaty nuts.

“Mmf, I love them,” Leila confessed, “Maybe a few years ago I’d have thought they were, uh, nuts... but like, these days I go crazy for them. I always did like it when you wore pants. It’s harder to see them when you’re wearing a skirt...”

Cookie’s face couldn’t have been more red.

“And look, they’re practically two different colours!” Leila went on, giggling as she rolled the two massive orbs about in her palms. Due to Cookie’s spotted fur pattern, it appeared as if one was white and the other was brown. “Your cow-spots are so cute.”

Cookie nervously chuckled, “Really? Well, uh... just... be careful when you milk that thing...”

“Milk it?” Leila laughed, “Seriously?”

“Well...! You said I looked like a cow!” Cookie squeaked.

Leila looked up at Cookie and couldn’t help but smile at this side of her. At first it was alarming to see her being so awkward and shy, but the more she was exposed to it, the more it seemed like that was the only thing that made sense. Leila was starting to like it. It was just so endearing. She already couldn’t wait to inflict it upon her in the future.

In the present, though, she wanted other things. She gripped Cookie’s dick in one hand and started to rub it. She passed her hand over its length, tugging on the skin, and making sure to be gentle about it. She didn’t need to be particularly rough, as the slightest brush of her fingertips made Cookie’s body quiver with excitement. Her abdomen in particular would shudder a lot, and Cookie nearly hunched over when Leila applied her other hand to wrap completely around that thick meat and properly start to jerk her off. She was just so sensitive, more than Leila ever imagined she would be.

It warmed her heart to see Cookie so excited. She’d never seen the mouse so worked up over anything before. It felt... powerful, in a way, to be the source of that excitement and anxiety. It could have probably been anyone touching Cookie and she probably would have reacted just the same, but Leila preferred to think it was her in particular that made it happen. It was a magical power all her own. Her touch, her presence, aroused Cookie... and she was loving it. Cookie’s excitement became her own. As the little mouse began to pant, Leila’s heart raced. She felt that warmth down inside her igniting into full-blown arousal, all from giving her friend a handjob.

She adored it. She adored Cookie. She needed to share that adoration with the girl and make her feel the same way. She had to be closer to her. She needed it.

Pumping that thick, dense meat in her hands, she pressed it up flat against Cookie’s body and then met the underbelly of it with her lips. Cookie made such a shocked sound, one that encouraged Leila to continue. Leila rubbed her lips over the turgid flesh, grazing it with soft kisses and little swipes of her tongue. She left streaks of saliva over Cookie’s skin, and used that to slick up her pumping palms. “Mmn...” Leila hummed and murmured sweet nothings, vocalizing her own enamour while Cookie let out barely audible moans.

Cookie’s hands found Leila’s head and took up handfuls of her hair. She leaned on the other girl a bit too hard, but she needed the support. It felt like her knees were going to simply give out and have her collapse onto the floor. Leila didn’t seem bothered. Her strong legs gave her a steady base, and honestly... Cookie wasn’t so heavy or so strong that her imposition was much of am bother. Leila just grinned at the unspoken compliment. She kept kissing, licking, and jerking off that big, beautiful cock. It felt so hot in her hands and she felt it pounding all pumped up with blood.

Leila’s warm breath cooled over the spit-soaked shaft as she grazed her lips up, up, and up to the tip. There, she stuck out her tongue and looked up at Cookie, making sure to catch the other girl’s attention before pushing her tongue out just a bit further. A big, neon green heart stud popped out from Leila’s open mouth, pierced into her tongue. She used it to tickle Cookie’s cock, right along the crown, knowing just where to tease the glans. She smiled at Cookie’s pleasured and shocked expression, but then the little mouse bellowed out a loud moan in that normally quiet, deeper voice of hers.

Cookie came, so suddenly and so powerfully that she nearly stumbled backward. Leila stopped teasing her with her tongue, but set out in earnest to milk that cock as it sprayed out thick ropes of jizz. She was bewildered watching Cookie’s cum fly, seeing it shoot out again and again, jetting out right over her and splattering onto the floor. Leila could hear it hitting the carpet heavily, splattering onto the ground over and over again.

The big balls weren’t just for show - and given the hereditary nature of them, Leila wasn’t surprised. She wasn’t surprised, but she was still impressed, and she found watching that excessive shower of white, sticky nut shooting everywhere to be very, very hot. She couldn’t resist stuffing a hand between her own legs and playing with herself as she witnessed Cookie’s climax.

Cookie had locked up. She closed her eyes real tight but couldn’t shut her mouth. She panted and gasped as she came, giving Leila such sweet audible feedback to just how good she felt. The orgasm just took her whole body, leaving her tensed up and statue-still as he cock bounced and bucked and spewed its torrents. It lasted for several seconds, long enough that Leila knew if she had a single orgasm last so long, she would have passed out. Cookie seemed just one step above that. She didn’t pass out, but she seemed downright delirious, like her head was swimming in it.

“H-Hhah... Haa...” When Cookie’s orgasm began to subside, she finally made these pleasured whining sounds. Her eyes were all teary and she was drooling. Leila looked back to see that Cookie had turned much of the carpet behind her into a Jackson Pollock painting... or maybe a Picasso, or... she wasn’t good with these analogies, but the point was there were sticky white streaks plastered and pooling across the floor.

So, even though all evidence pointed toward an affirmative answer, Leila looked up at Cookie and asked, “So...? Was that good?”

Cookie stared at her, or through her perhaps. For several seconds, she said nothing and just continued to catch her breath. Finally, she said, “Oh god... yes...!”

Leila slowly withdrew her hand from her leggings, holding it up to examine the sticky strands of girl-cum that connected her fingers. She even showed them off to the little mouse standing over her. “I thought so too,” She said with a little laugh, “God... you’re so hot.”

Something about being called “hot” was too much for Cookie. She collapsed, falling right onto her butt on the floor all of a sudden, legs stuck straight out, the toes of her bulky hiking boots sticking up toward the ceiling. She barely caught herself with her hands, saving herself from falling straight out onto her back. She sat there, breathing heavy and staring star-struck at a spot on the floor. She seemed to space out.

As much as Leila wanted more, it was clear by the look on Cookie’s face that pushing her would have maybe been too much too quickly. Instead, she crawled over to sprawl out next to her, taking Cookie into her arms and holding her close in a fond, affectionate hug. She cradled Cookie’s head against her collar, and rested her chin on top of it. Then, she just sat there with her, giving her time to recover and settle down. If Leila were being honest with herself, she would have confessed she needed that time as well. No doubt with Cookie’s ear pressed against her, she could hear Leila’s heart pounding like a jackhammer.

Cookie gripped Leila’s arm with her fingers and squeezed it. Together, they sat in silence for several minutes.

“... Shit...” Cookie breathed, realizing what she had just done and with whom.

“... That was amazing,” Leila said, “Mmf... you’re so amazing.”

Cookie breathed a barely audible laugh and tucked her face in close to Leila’s neck. It wasn’t just sweat rubbing into the skunk’s fur. Cookie was drying little, happy tears on her.

Leila gave her more time to relax. Finally, after more minutes of silence, she said, “I can’t wait to do that again.” And she felt Cookie’s body shiver immediately after the statement.

“Next time we can get together after school, let’s do more,” Leila said, “Okay?”

“Yeah,” Cookie said, “Okay.”

It was some time before they moved from that spot, but they couldn’t stay there all day. Almost begrudgingly, they separated, got dressed, and left. For the rest of the day, the realization of what they’d done and how it would change their relationship going forward wouldn’t leave their minds. It filled them with giddy anxiety, both excited to continue and worrisome of what the future held. Feelings had to be broken down and put back together logically, because after all, Leila was in a relationship. Detaching the notion of romance from the societal structure of inter-personal relationships was no easy task - especially when both of their parents were old-fashioned and conservative by most accounts.

Being friends with benefits was something both Cookie and Leila had to explore. It challenged what was normal, but at the same time didn’t seem so bad. As they days went on, Leila and Cookie found themselves drawn to one another, unable to resist the occasional flirtation between them that would then lead into sex. They spent far more time together, and got to know one another better, and grew ever-closer as friends. For all intents and purposes, they were in a relationship, in every sense of standard except for public commitment. Any romantic inclination, any passion or lust, or any desire to be together was almost immediately fulfilled.

They kissed, cuddled, and fucked for weeks. They went out for lunches, dinners, and saw movies together. They opened up to one another, sharing insecurities, thoughts, feelings... it was liberating. It didn’t matter that they weren’t officially dating - it didn’t stop them from acting like it.

There was only one small concern nibbling at the back of Cookie’s mind.

Leila was dating her brother, and she’d made it plenty apparent that she and Milkie were in an open relationship. That stuck with Cookie, and as she and Leila spent more time together, she coincidentally started spending more time with Milkie as well. Leila wasn’t often apart from him for long. She was always at his house spending time with him, and Cookie had been hesitant to go over and be with both of them because she felt somewhat... ashamed. Even if Leila insisted she shouldn’t, it felt as if something was locked off.

When Leila was with Milkie, Cookie closed herself off. She couldn’t be physically intimate with Leila while her boyfriend was around! Something about it just didn’t feel right. It didn’t take long for it to feel obstructive, putting Cookie at odds with her own feelings. She wasn’t entitled to Leila’s affections, and she knew as much, and yet... sometimes she really wanted them.

When Cookie expressed this concern in private, Leila continued to insist that it was fine. Even she had to acknowledge, however, that there was a bad case of “third wheel” going on. She didn’t want Cookie to feel that way, but she rejected the idea of calling it off.

“I’ll think of something,” Leila said, “Just let me take care of it.”

That was the last thing Leila said about it, and Cookie never brought it up again.

It was days later where Cookie found herself alone in her room on a Saturday night. Wrapped up in a blanket in a little cocoon, she browsed websites and watched YouTube videos on her laptop with no rhyme or reason. Occasionally she’d check her social media feeds - mostly her Twitter full of not-safe-for-work artists - as she coasted on auto-pilot. Her homework was done, she had no chores she wasn’t willing to put off, and had nothing better to do.

There she was, a hermit on her bed, when she received a message from Leila. When she checked, the only thing sent was a video file. The preview was simply a black square, the big play button overlapped on top. It wasn’t unusual for Leila to send her things unprompted like that, so she thought nothing of simply playing the file.

The video began with Leila herself dropping down onto her bed after beginning the recording from what was probably her computer. The video quality and framing were on the poor side, so Cookie figured it was coming from a webcam set up awkwardly in her bedroom. Leila plopped down onto her bed looking into the camera. She sat back, then leaned forward, and then pulled her legs up onto the bed, obviously trying to find a way to be centre-frame that she was happy with. She looked like she had just gotten done working out, because she was wearing some tight, black compression clothing. Between her small, clingy shorts and an equally scant tank top, there wasn’t much of her being kept modest.

Cookie wasn’t big on exercise herself, but she was getting better. She smiled as she admired Leila’s body. That skunk just had a way of making it look really good. Her tight tank top was stretched across her chest in such a way that showed off how her lats and pectoral muscles flattened out the hourglass dip of her body at the top. While her waist wasn’t particularly narrow because of her core muscles, the dramatic flare of her bottom seemed all the more stark in those little shorts. She was one of the few people Cookie had ever met whose ass could get shown off from the front that way.

“Hiiii Cookie,” Leila said in a sing-song voice, “It’s me, Leila. I just got done working out at Milkie’s place.”

It clicked in Cookie’s mind just then as to why that bedroom looked so familiar. It wasn’t Leila’s bedroom at all. The black comforter on the bed should have given it away, since Leila had a liking for colour in her room’s decor. Had Cookie been paying more attention, she would have noticed Milkie sitting in the background, but she’d mistaken his leg for a pillow or something instead. He leaned into frame when Leila said his name and offered a wave. He seemed to be sitting in bed playing video games or something. Cookie had barely noticed the glow of the TV in the poor lighting, or the sounds coming from it that the camera’s microphone was barely picking up.

Leila regarded him for just a second before returning to the camera. She plucked at her clothing, giving it slight, clearly suggestive adjustments. She was always moving somehow, wiggling onto her spot on the bed, practically bouncing on the mattress as she struggled to get comfortable. She was antsy.

Hooking her thumb under the shoulder strap of her top, she tugged the stretchy fabric out before hooking it over her bicep, showing off her shoulder. Watching that, Cookie squinted as the gears in her head started turning. She quickly pieced together that Leila was showing off for her, while inside Milkie’s bedroom, on Milkie’s bed, with Milkie being less than two feet away from her. Other pieces fell into place gradually, like their open relationship and Cookie’s earlier concerns about it.

The realization about what she was watching hit Cookie with a flash of shameful heat that burned in her face and made her heart swell up in her chest.

“Milkie was saying I looked hot in my little tank top... my little shorts...” Leila seemed to absentmindedly stretch her Lycra shorts at the hip and snapped them back before flattening her hand over her hip and stroking the contours of her body to bring attention to them. Cookie’s eyes were glued to it, following the motions intently.

That’s when Milkie moved. He got in behind Leila, his actions causing the bed to jostle and bounce until he settled in. He wrapped his arms around Leila and pulled her to sit up. When she did, he moved to stretch his legs out over the side of the bed with her, giving her a spot between his legs to sit. He hugged her from behind and rested his chin on her shoulder, looking into the camera as well. Cookie felt a nervous pang shoot through her body, and she felt a sweat break out over her.

Cookie’s older brother Milkie was... well, she hated to admit it, but he was hot. That wasn’t just her being a perv, either - her relationship with him was as platonic as a brother and sister could be. Milkie just went out of his way to look good, and she couldn’t deny him that. He had long, soft, shiny brown hair that he washed, conditioned, and brushed a lot to keep it looking as good as it did. His features were sharp, but soft, and he always seemed to wear mascara to show off his blue eyes as well as lip gloss to make his plump lips look even better.

His feminine persuasion touched almost every aspect of him. He had big golden helix hoop earrings in his big ears, he would giggle when he laughed, and he was no stranger to painting his nails and wearing jewellery. She once heard him talking about wanting to get a navel piercing, and the smell of fruits, vanilla, or cookies wafted from him all the time due to perfumes and body sprays he used generously. He’d started to shop exclusively in the women’s section for his clothing at some point too. All his tops had a feminine pinch at the waist and girlish cut. Of course, he wasn’t wearing much clothing at all in the video. He was in nothing but his underwear.

With his chocolate brown fur and lighter underbelly the colour of creamed coffee, his brown hair and typical appearance, most people weren’t able to tell that he and Cookie were siblings at a glance. There were a few similarities between them thought that the discerning eye could pick out, however. Their eyes were almost the exact same shade of blue and looked alike, slightly narrowed and almond-shaped due to their ancestry. The spots on Cookie’s white fur were almost the same shade of brown as Milkie’s fur at large was too. Perhaps the biggest give-away they shared, though, was what Leila had affectionately referred to as their “family jewels.” Well, those and a number of other similarities in their bodies.

To say Milkie was simply bottom-heavy didn’t offer the proper gravitas to him. Cookie was bottom-heavy too, but Milkie had considerable levels of bulk to him, almost double on everything Cookie had. That meant that the width of his hips, the fat heft of his huge ass, and even the enormity of his dick and balls surpassed Cookie in every sense... even though he was exactly her height. He made up for his runty size with sheer voluptuous splendour, coming close to matching his girlfriend shot-for-shot when it came to their butts.
That curvaceous form was the greatest indication of Milkie’s vanity, because Cookie knew most of it wasn’t real. He’d gotten something called Nanotech Implants a couple years back that blessed him with the fat-assed, thick-thighed, wide-hipped look he had always craved. He was more slender than Leila though, at least above his hips. The contrast of his upper and lower body was almost crazy, but the implants made it look kind of natural in a “too perfect” kind of way. Together, Milkie and Leila were a contrast of presence that somehow fit together like two pieces of a jigsaw.

Milkie kissed Leila’s neck, making the girl sigh happily and sink into his embrace. Slowly she shifted, lifting her hips and bumping back against him until he got in beneath her and she sat her fat ass on squarely on the gigantic bulge in his boxer-briefs. It looked like she was sitting on a cushion, but the huge bulging shapes of Cookie’s brother’s cock and nuts were undeniable. Now Leila’s stellar body was being directly contrasted by Milkie’s as he held her back against him. He continued to affectionately kiss and nibble on her neck and shoulder, tickling her and making her laugh.

It was cute to see, but Cookie felt her stomach drop when both of Leila’s hands moved to start petting and rubbing Milkie’s dick through his underwear. She turned her head and they kissed - a couple affectionate pecks at first, then a deeper lip-lock where their tongues clearly got involved. While they kissed, they fondled each other. Milkie pushed his hands up under Leila’s top and was kneading her breasts, while Leila was all but jerking him off as she fondled his bulge... which was growing and erecting, much like how Leila’s plump pussy seemed to get more pronounced against her shorts.

Cookie was reeling from the spectacle. She would never have said that she got along with her brother. He was always so conceited and acted like a know-it-all, a real smart-ass with a big mouth. he always seemed to talk down to Cookie, pointing out her naivety whenever it arose and generally just treating her like she was a dumb kid. Their mother always told her that it was just because Milkie was nine years older than she was, and that kind of divide was natural between two people of such different age groups. Even so, Cookie didn’t care for it. She preferred to deal with Milkie in small bursts. Anything more would have driven her crazy.

But there he was feeling up his girlfriend on camera for Cookie to see... and he knew that Cookie was meant to be watching. It was hot as hell to see, debased in a way that felt so incredibly taboo, and yet he didn’t seem to be bothered. Cookie looked at his face now and then almost out of habit, unaware of how subconsciously she avoided looking at his body. She thought she expected him to look put out or begrudging his participation, but in reality she was just hoping he felt that way. He clearly didn’t, as he seemed to take making out with Leila in front of an audience like a fish to water.

They were swingers through and through. Swingers with a significant age-gap, showing off for his sister. The taboos just piled up, and Cookie was so blown away by this that she couldn’t look away. She couldn’t stop her arousal either, tinged with shock and awe. As she watched Leila jerk off her brother’s massive bulging cock-tent, she was doing the same in her loosened blankets, rubbing herself off through her own underwear as if to play along. She squeezed, stroked, and fondled her dick and balls without really meaning to. It just happened, and it couldn’t be stopped.

Leila broke away from the kiss, her tongue lingering with Milkie’s in the open air for a bit. Milkie’s was longer than hers by a fair margin, so much so that the only way it could have been so fully extended into the kiss was if he’d stuffed it down Leila’s throat. That explained some of her head movements. She addressed the camera again, but not before admiring the enormous erection that was threatening to snap the waistband of Milkie’s underwear.

“We thought we’d give you a show,” Leila said, “Because I told you, it’s fine. It’s more than fine. I want you to watch me suck Milkie’s cock. I’ve already done it twice today, but... he won’t mind one more.”

Cookie tumbled off her bed, falling out of her blanket burrito and scrambling for her dresser to throw open her top drawer and start digging through her socks. She threw a few sock bundles across the room in her frantic search for a box of condoms she kept hidden there with a couple of loose condom packets she grabbed from her school counsellor’s office the last time they were on a sexual-awareness and safe-sex kick. She grabbed one and tore at the package with her teeth as she stripped from her underwear as if they were on fire. She had to take an awkward several moments of forced clarity to roll the condom on and fit it to her dick properly, sheathing it in latex before returning to her bed.

The video hadn’t been paused, so Leila had already pulled Milkie’s cock into the open. It was huge. Cookie may have been slinging a foot-long dick between her legs, but Milkie’s was way bigger. It had to be twice as long, but only a little bit thicker. Leila was holding out and stroking all along it with her snow white fingers, and it made her look tiny. She was fixated on it though, staring at it like it was a breathtaking vista or priceless work of art. Every now and then she’d open her palms as wide as she could over his huge nuts - also over twice the size of Cookie’s own - and fondle as much of them as she could.

“I love your huge fucking cock...” Leila praised him as she bumped and rubbed her fat pussy on the base of it, “I wanna suck it so bad.”

“Heheh... don’t keep Cookie waiting, baby,” Milkie murmured into her ear, “Let her see it.”

Leila got this wild look in her eyes and she jumped off Milkie’s lap. She hurried over to the camera and covered it up as she moved it, angling it so that when she removed her thumb from the lens, the camera focused again on her now on her knees on the floor. While she worked on getting it in the right position, Milkie got up off the bed and stood at her side. He stopped her for a moment by taking his cock and plopping it down across the bridge of her nose, covering her eyes with it.

“Hater-blocker!” Milkie giggled. Leila was so startled she dropped her butt onto her ankles and was brought truly to her knees. A smile lit up her face and she scooped her hands up under Milkie’s cock to hold it up. “I caught one thiiiiiiis big!” She said, making them both laugh. They were a silly pair.

“Mmm, so big...” Leila droned, suddenly starting to rub her nose and lips along Milkie’s length, pushing her tongue out to lick along the underbelly, wiggling her bright green tongue piercing for Cookie’s benefit as she did. Cookie was familiar with the feeling and imagined it was Leila slurping on her cock instead of her brother’s... but the fact that it was Milkie’s cock was stuck in her mind. Her brother’s cock! On camera! For her! These facts were barraging her mind, a constant, pervasive, nagging reminder that had the teenage mouse blowing up her condom like a water balloon full of jizz as she jacked herself off.

Even though she’d struck a climax so early, Cookie dared not look away as Leila continue to pepper Milkie’s cock with kisses and licks all up and down his length, until she finally got down in front of him on her knees and opened her mouth to take it in. She had to open wide, and the way she scrunched up her eyes made it clear that it was a bit of a struggle to work that massive meat into her mouth, but she did it. She’d clearly done it many times, fitting it in surprisingly fast before sucking and slurping on it, bobbing her head.

Cookie was panting, on her hands and knees on her bed, staring at her laptop’s screen and jacking off even as the reservoir tip of her condom drooped onto her bed as big cum-filled globe. She watched Leila throat Milkie’s cock hands-free. Her hands were instead fondling his nuts, while he took control by grabbing a fistful of her hair and guiding her along. It wasn’t clear if he was pulling her hair or what, but the act seemed to excite Leila. She moaned around his cock and took it down her throat with all the enthusiasm she could muster.

She was clearly playing it up for the video, for her audience of one... but then again, her nipples were poking out in her top rock-hard. Soon one of her hands disappeared out of frame, stuffed down between her legs to rub herself as she gave her boyfriend a blowjob on camera. It was a level of arousal that Cookie had never seen from Leila before. Something about it was different from the norm, and it seemed to excite the horny blue skunk that much more.

For a while, Cookie watched as Leila made that cock disappear into her bulging throat like she was a sword-swallower at a carnival. She watched Leila’s face, loving that she was able to watch Leila suck someone else’s cock. Cookie never knew how badly she wanted to see it, not that she preferred it over Leila sucking her cock instead. Occasionally hearing Milkie’s moans gave the whole thing an incestuous lean that wormed its way into Cookie’s lust-addled mind and took root, spurring her on to keep watching and touching herself.

Eventually Milkie grabbed Leila’s head, which seemed to surprise her. That surprised expression disappeared as Milkie’s thighs and bouncing, fat ass got into the scene when he suddenly started fucking Leila’s face. His enormous balls smacked into her chin and chest over and over again, which she scooped up in her arms and held onto for dear life, her muffled squeals and moans just getting louder as she was used like that. Soon her moans turned to squeaky whimpers as she came, her whole body seeming to get drunk on the ecstatic euphoria that made her shiver like crazy.

“I’m gonna cum, hun.” Milkie announced his coming orgasm, and Cookie found herself wanting it to happen. Mindlessly pumping her own cock she settled uncomfortably close to her screen to watch it happen. Milkie and Leila carried on for a few more moments before Milkie’s cock visibly lurched and throbbed, and Leila gargled a squeal of delight as he clearly began cumming. She gulped him down for a second, but Milkie pulled out before Leila could get too much of a filling, and apparently for good reason! When his cock popped out of her mouth, she panted slack-jawed as it hosed her down in cum.

“Hosing” was the only way to explain it. Milkie was downright pressure-washing his girlfriend with cum, painting her with white gunk. It started with her face, but quickly overtook her shoulders and chest, matted down her hair, and got sticky strands stuck on her tail. Leila could do little more than sit there and take it, aside from stuffing both her hands between her legs and fingering herself as she was washed down in an almost full-body facial. It was remarkable to see Milkie just pump it out by the bucket over and over again, until Leila’s moans were bubbling up from a veritable blanket of the stuff.

Cookie unloaded right alongside them, testing the limits of her condom by blowing it up bigger and bigger. It got so loaded with her cum that it almost slipped off, forcing her her grip the latex sleeve’s base to keep it from snapping off and going flying. Milkie was going strong even after Cookie had wrung the last drop out of herself, and only tapered off after several more seconds. Cookie watched as Milkie squeezed out the last little bit, then slapped his cock down against Leila’s face with a big, meaty SPLAT. Leila didn’t seem bothered - perhaps too overwhelmed to do much more than laugh.

The sweaty Cookie finally peeled off her condom. She tied it off at the end so nothing would spill, having managed to avoid making any mess at all aside from some of the pre-applied lubricant rubbing off on her hands and sweat getting into her mattress. She was much better off than Leila at any rate, who rose from her puddle on the floor a distinctly skunk-shaped jizz-monster. Absolutely caked and dripping, she waited for Milkie to find her a towel. He left and returned with multiple.

Things were finally able to calm down as Leila cleaned herself off. She wiped off as much as she could, three whole towels made a mess of in the process. With her face clear, she looked into the camera and said, “I was going to have to take a shower anyways.”

“I think I’ll join her for this one,” Milkie mused, “I’m far from finished.”

“Ooooh!” Leila grinned up at him, “Fine, fine. As long as I actually get clean at some point, I don’t care.” She looked to the camera again and smiled. She looked flustered and maybe even a little embarrassed, but shame had left the building a long time ago. “Hopefully next time, you can join us, Cookie.”

Cookie was quickly reminded of what was happening, and for a brief moment felt a hint of hesitation since Milkie was her brother and all. The more she looked at Leila, and stole glances at Milkie’s amazing curves and endowments, the less she minded. There was something to be said about double-teaming your brother’s girlfriend with your brother and having it all be above-board. The idea was so exciting that Cookie felt like she’d throw up, she was practically queasy with anticipation. Even as she straddled a several-gallon jizz-balloon, the idea made her stiff all over again.

“Byeeee!” Leila and Milkie waved into the camera before fumbling to end the video. Cookie checked Discord to see a message from Leila asking her if she liked it. Nervously, Cookie answered to the affirmative in all lower-case letters and without punctuation. She was too stunned for proper grammar.

“Next weekend?” Leila typed.

“Yes.” Cookie answered before falling back onto her bed, erection flagging in the air. She thought about what was happening. It was crazy that something like this was happening to her, the butt-monkey of the school. She was in a casual sex relationship with Leila fucking Stevens. She knew guys who would have cut off an arm for that kind of chance.

She was excited all over again. She couldn’t wait for Leila to gush all over her. In the meantime, she pulled her laptop up close and decided to start the video over again.

The next weekend couldn’t come soon enough, and throughout the week both Cookie and Leila teased one another in anticipation of the event. When they were together in private, it was all they could do to keep their hands off one another - a struggle they willingly lost to. They were more eager to fool around than ever before.

For anyone else, a week-long binge of horny desires would have left them feeling worn out. The benefit to their youth was that even if they did work themselves into a hot, sweaty lather, they didn’t stay down for long. That was why when the next Saturday finally did come, Cookie was still as excited as ever and raring to go. She could hardly take her mind off it, to a painfully distracting degree.

Fortunately, Cookie’s mother didn’t think much of her wanting to spend time at Milkie’s place. For almost a month she had been using it as an excuse to hang our with Leila, so when Cookie once again asked her mom to give her a ride there, she was met with no resistance. She packed enough clothes to last her a couple of nights just in case she got what she was wearing dirty, and took what was left of her condoms, and of course grabbed her toiletries before heading out on what promised to be a most enlightening sleepover.

Milkie’s home was not what one would have called “large.” When his twin sister moved out of their shared apartment, he had moved into a single-story home that wasn’t much larger then a single-bedroom apartment. It was enough for a couple to live in comfortably, granted they didn’t mind sharing a bed, so it wasn’t unusual for Leila to leave her parents’ house for days at a time and spend that time instead at her boyfriend’s house. This had been going on for so long by that point, that the house was beginning to look like Leila actually lived there.

All in all, the house was a large living room area with a kitchenette, and enough space between the two to fit a four-seat dining table. The bedroom was spacious and fit a full XL sized bed, which led into a walk-in closet, which led to the bathroom, which connected back to the main area. He essentially lived in a big loop with a very small patio and back yard. A small house for a small mouse. Whenever Cookie stayed over, she had to sleep on the fold-out couch.

Not that she often stayed there. Before she and Leila got close, she would have hated being there. Now she was there anticipating her brother’s company for a change. That the whole thing was Leila’s idea didn’t escape her, and she knew she could blame Leila for her newfound interest in her brother. That skunk had broken Cookie somehow, even though the idea seemed... backwards.

Cookie didn’t knock, she just stepped inside unannounced. It wasn’t like she could be subtle, as the front door was in clear view of the kitchen and living room. Leila and Milkie were sitting on the couch together all cuddled up, Milkie playing some video game on the TV while Leila watched. Leila’s attention was drawn to Cookie right away when she entered, and the girl was up off the couch and on her way to greet her in an instant. Milkie seemed to acknowledge his sister’s arrival, but didn’t move a muscle to welcome her in.

“Cookieeeee~!” Leila practically bounced to the front door. She was wearing loose pants and a loose tank top, looking so bum-casual that Cookie wasn’t sure those weren’t her pyjamas. She did an excited little twirl before she swept Cookie up in her arms, easily picking her up off the floor and hugging her.

Cookie squirmed awkwardly, trapped in the embrace. Leila kissed her once, then twice, before carrying her into the kitchen and nearly throwing her up against the refrigerator to give her another longer, more meaningful kiss. This was all rather startling to Cookie, as it was a brand new, more open attitude toward their casual sex relationship - while Milkie sat not ten feet away. Try as she might to rein it in, Cookie wasn’t strong enough to rebuff Leila’s advances. She was pulled into a short make-out session right there in the kitchen, and she hadn’t even taken off her boots.

The slight panic was a good spice to blend into the moment. Cookie found comfort in surrendering to Leila’s whims and strong arms, and getting into the kiss. Milkie didn’t say a word about it, so Cookie was free to just let her excitement go. It was kind of scary, in a way. This was a whole new world of freedom no teenager should have ever been made responsible for.

“Take your bag?” Milkie was just all of a sudden there, practically right in their faces to break them apart. It scared the hell out of Cookie, who gasped and recoiled like she’d been caught red-handed in a robbery. Leila just laughed at her fright. When she got her wits about her, Cookie looked into the smug, dumb face of her brother with an embarrassed shade of red burned into her own expression from ears to collar. He was holding out his hand to take her backpack from her, which she handed off to him nervously.

“And take off your stilts,” Milkie added as he walked away to put Cookie’s things aside, “You track mud into my house, I’ll make you clean it.”

The “stilts” that Milkie was referring to were Cookie’s favourite boots, ones he called stilts because of their inch-high platform soles. That made her taller than her older brother until she took them off, which brought her to his height. The whole time she was removing her footwear, she felt like she was in the Twilight Zone. Reality seemed off somehow, like what she was experiencing was too good to be true. She kept looking at Leila hoping she would take control of the situation, but the other girl just looked excited. She had this big, goofy smile on like she’d just won the lottery.

Meanwhile Milkie’s attitude was trying to tear the veil off the whole thing. She hadn’t been in his house for two minutes and he was already ordering her around. Sure, his demands were reasonable and he was kind of being polite by taking her bag, but Cookie never liked his tone. He always sounded like he thought he was better than her - which she knew was an accurate assessment, because the last time she asked if he thought he was better, his response was that he didn’t think so.

He said he knew so.

He was such a smug asshole, and Cookie loathed it. At the same time, though, he hadn’t bat an eye at her kissing his girlfriend. In fact, when Cookie thought back on his expression, it seemed he was the opposite of bothered. He seemed proud that Cookie was so into Leila. That made sense, in a strange sort of way. Leave it to Milkie to make it all an opportunity to show off.

“Threesome dayyyy!” Leila bubbled with excitement as she stepped in and spoke in hushed tones, even though they were in private and it was hardly a secret. She had her fists all balled up, and she was raring to go.

“T... Threesome day...” Cookie repeated, with unconvincing excitement of her own. She stared bewildered at Leila. “... I’m kind of freaking out.”

“Well, don’t,” Milkie butt back in. He’d dropped Cookie’s bag in the living room rather unsparingly and simply returned. “I’ll be totally honest, me and Leila do this... Well, I was going to say ‘all the time,’ but uh...” He rubbed his chin, thinking back on their previous sexual escapades just then. “... We’re a bit picky,” He said, “So we’ve done this a few times.”

“Picky?” Cookie said, then looked at Leila, “Picky??”

“Well... yeah,” Leila nodded, “I mean, if you’re gonna do it... why not do it with people you really, really like?”

Cookie blushed. “And, uh... you don’t mind that we’re...?”

“Related?” Milkie finished. He addressed Leila then, “We’ve had threesomes with Milkette, right babe?”

Leila nodded. “Yup! Milkie’s twin sister herself.” She beamed, and leaned in close to Cookie to add, “I love sucking on her boobies.”

“There was that time I rented out Yuki, too.” Milkie added, “But this is the first time Leila’s been the one to bring in the third.”

Cookie immediately worried that meant that Milkie actually didn’t want her around. That thought made her confused as to why she even cared what Milkie thought. That made her wonder if the whole situation was just totally messed up and she shouldn’t have been there. Her concern must have translated to her expression, because her sudden onslaught of uncertainty had brought her to dead silence, but it seemed Milkie and Leila could still tell what she was thinking.

Milkie slapped his hands down on Cookie’s shoulders to get her attention. “Hey, chill out,” He said, “Relax. Take it easy.”

Cookie could only stutter. “U-Uh, um...!”

Milkie’s touch got a lot more gentle, one hand splaying out over Cookie’s shoulder tenderly, while he bumped Cookie’s chin with the crook of his finger to nudge her attention squarely on his face. She reeled slightly as she then realized how close he was standing to her - close enough that she could smell raspberry body spray, and noticed that while he was dressed in naught but a loose black t-shirt and a pair of purple underwear, he’d still taken the time to put on mascara and lip gloss as if he were intending to go out and be seen.

“The only person with hang-ups about this is you,” Milkie said, “You’re hot, Cookie. Always have been. I’ve never said anything to the contrary, and I never will. If my girlfriend is crazy enough about you to wanna suck your dick, then I am more than willing to give it a shot.”

... Did he just say he’d suck his own sister’s dick? So casually?

Cookie shoved him back. “Ah! That’s weird! You’re weird!”

Milkie just laughed and crossed his arms. “How many times have you made out with and fucked my girlfriend now? And I’m the weird one??”

Leila got herself between the two of them to break up the oncoming argument. “Children,” She said, “Be nice. I don’t want you guys arguing - I want both your dicks! At the same time!”

Milkie chuckled. “Well, I’m sure we can work together long enough to manage that, don’t you?”

Cookie decided it was best to give up rationalizing it and just start thinking with her dick. “Yeah,” She said, shrugging as if she no longer cared - except she very obviously did. “Sure, we could do that. So... how does this work? What do we do?”

“Threesome etiquette,” Milkie informed her, “We set boundaries, make sure everyone’s comfortable and included. We talk safety - condoms, pulling out, all that. I think considering the circumstances, we agree that if anyone’s the centre of attention here, it’s our Leila.”

“I’m the one that wanted this,” Leila nodded, “But I wouldn’t force you into anything you’re not comfortable with... I can’t think of what that might be, so if you have anything you want to stay away from, just say so.”

Cookie looked at them, blinking her eyes as her brain processed what she was hearing. It wasn’t so much what they said - because it seemed like common sense - but the tone they took put her out a bit. It was so... professional. “Oh,” She said, “That’s... very... official-sounding?”

“We take our sex very seriously,” Milkie said, reaching out to give Leila a smack on her rear that was clearly loud and strong. It made her squeal in surprise, and Milkie laughed. Don’t we, baby?”

Leila turned and punched him in the shoulder quickly, playfully so that he was more shoved than hurt. Milkie, being a tender, effeminate man, still rubbed his shoulder as if it ached... because it probably did, no matter how gentle Leila was. The skunk extended her hands out to Cookie then, holding them out in invitation. “Come on, Cookie,” She said, “Let’s go to the bedroom and leave this loser out here.”

Cookie instinctively looked to Milkie to check for any dispute, but he just nodded at her. She looked to Leila’s open hands and carefully placed hers in them, and Leila gently took hold and started pulling her along. Cookie walked like she was lost and didn’t know the layout of the house. She bumped into a dining chair as they passed by it, and seemed to nearly sway into the wall on the way to the bedroom. Leila tightened her grip and pulled Cookie close as they got to the bedroom, taking the lead that Cookie so obviously needed.

“I’ve got condoms in my bag,” Cookie blurted out, seemingly lagging behind in her mind. “Should I go and, uh... get them?”

Leila smiled at her and then looked past her. “Babe? Can you get Cookie’s condoms out of her bag please?” She called out to Milkie who shouted back “yeah” and presumably went to do just that. Leila walked Cookie into Milkie’s bedroom. It was the same bedroom that staged the video Leila sent Cookie, the same double bed with the black comforter, the same TV across from the foot of the bed, the same computer desk that, presumably, housed the webcam they used to record it among all the other PC hardware. Leila pushed a tall office chair into the desk and then turned to straighten up the bed out of habit before she planted herself on it.

She bounced on the bed a little and then pat the spot next to her. Cookie sat down, and Leila took hold of her hand. Cookie looked at her and had another epiphany, saying, “So, about the comfort thing. I don’t wanna, you know... mess around with my brother.”

“That’s fine,” Leila said, taking Cookie’s hand and placing it flush against her chest. “You can focus on me. I wanna be the middle of a mouse sandwich.”

Cookie couldn’t help but smirk, stifling a chuckle. “Heh, alright.”

“God, my heart’s pounding,” Leila said, “Can you feel that? This is crazy exciting.”

“Haven’t you done this before?” Cookie asked.

Leila nodded. “Yeah, but... not with you,” She said, “You know?”

“Am I really that special?” Cookie asked, “Come on.”

“You are,” Leila leaned into Cookie, and tenderly kissed her shoulder, making Cookie shiver in anticipation. “You’re very special to me, Cookie.”

Cookie didn’t even have much time to be embarrassed, as Leila moved to strip her down. She started by taking off her shirt, lifting it up over Cookie’s head to pull it off. As was normal for Leila in that moment, she took a moment to admire Cookie’s breasts. She cupped them in her hands, feeling over the cups of her bra, gently hefting and squeezing them. Leila very clearly coveted them, and Cookie was more than happy to let Leila live her big-boobed fantasies vicariously through her. Leila always got distracted by them, and was even then spending too much time feeling them up, which made Cookie’s chest feel nice and warm.

She had to remove her own bra, because Leila seemed to lose focus. She did so with practised ease, unhooking it before sliding her arms out of the straps and pulling it off to toss it aside. Leila moved to grope and fondle Cookie’s bare breasts, but Cookie cut in to pull Leila’s shirt off in return. Leila wore a bra too, of course, but more of a constraining sports bra that kept her comparatively small breasts tight to her chest. Cookie wasn’t one to judge; she thought that Leila’s small breasts suited her and looked just right for her frame. She made it a point to make Leila’s smaller chest feel appreciated, and she did so by removing her bra leaning in and placing small kisses on her breasts in a tender fashion.

Leila’s chest must have been more sensitive than Cookie’s, because whenever Cookie did this - and she had done it every single time Leila had taken off her shirt - Leila always giggled and her pectoral muscles would tighten up involuntarily. It tickled her, and Cookie relished in making her laugh beyond her control, rubbing her nose in and using the fur on her face to tickle her on purpose. When she thought the skunk girl had enough, she switched to kissing and licking. She teased Leila’s nipples with her tongue, sometimes her teeth, to change that laughter into gasps and moans.

They struggled against themselves to get their bottoms and underwear off while being unable to stop kissing and touching each other, making it something of an ordeal. Just when Leila was stripped bare and Cookie’s underwear was being removed, Milkie entered the room. He didn’t say anything to them, but stopped to appreciate the sight of the two high-schoolers tangled up together on his bed. He let them make out and fondle one another while he went about stripping off his own clothes and setting their condoms down in reach for when they needed them.

Finally, Milkie joined them on the bed. If there was ever a time for Cookie to be totally torn on her brother, it was then. As she shamefully had to admit, even if Milkie was a bit of a bother, he was definitely good-looking. She’d never seen him naked before, and she always thought that she didn’t need to since little in his wardrobe left much to the imagination. Still, even if the shape and contour of his body was obvious, Cookie wasn’t prepared for actually seeing it in the flesh. He was neatly-groomed with as much effort going into conditioning and maintaining his fur as he put into the hair on his head, making him look very soft and smooth. He was beautiful, and the shape of his body was ridiculously appealing.

His ass had to be almost as big, if not exactly as big as his girlfriend’s, giving them fairly similar builds. Leila, however, had muscle and bulk that made her frame look a touch more even. Her ass may have been huge, but the contrast against the rest of her wasn’t as stark as Milkie’s. Milkie was skinnier, or perhaps “slender” or “lithe” were better terms. It made his big, fat, fake ass and robust hips and thighs look kind of crazy on him. Then there was his cock and balls - seemingly twice as big as Cookie’s own in every regard. Somehow it brought a level of equivalence to his lower body, like if they were smaller they wouldn’t have fit. Ultimately, there were horses twice his size that didn’t measure up to Milkie.

His big, fleshy dick was at a half-chub and Cookie would have been lying if she said she wasn’t impressed. She just stared at him, red in the face and dead silent. He grinned as he caught her staring and kind of laughed it off while making no effort to hide his own interest in his sister’s body. Cookie had a bit more leg than he did, or perhaps her hips just sat higher, or something of that nature. They were the same height, but their bodies were just different enough in their proportions to provide a unique twist on their family resemblance.

“Ooh, I have to see you two side-by-side,” Leila said, “Form up.”

Cookie hesitated, but after some insistence from Leila, she sat up on her knees on the bed and Milkie joined her at her side. Being naked next to her own brother made Cookie more than a little nervous, but the excitement was palpable. While Milkie seemed to be keeping his cool, Cookie was shamefully sporting a full erection that jutted up from her in glorious fashion. Leila took her time taking the two of them in. The differences in their age, their bodies, their endowments... so different, yet so similar. Two lovely mice with massive dicks, even bigger balls, and crazy good looks. With their glasses off, they looked like models.

“How does anyone ever think you two are anything less than gorgeous?” Leila asked, “My god, you’re just so... ungh, so hot!”

Cookie was speechless and couldn’t respond. Milkie, as usual, was all too capable of answering. He fwipped his hair with a flick of his wrist and sighed. “Their loss,” He said, “Us Souris, we’re the best of the best when it comes to mice and mice-adjacents... But hey, more for you, right?”

“Oh yeah, more for me...” Leila grinned, “I’m so lucky.”

“And how do you want it?” Milkie asked.

Leila didn’t hesitate to answer, “Mouse-sandwich!”

“Oh, one in front, one in back? A little double-penetration for my girl?” Milkie mused, “Gosh, I don’t know. That’s a whole lot of cock for one little, delicate flower to take. Are you sure you can handle it?”

“Shut up!” Leila laughed, “You can’t call me delicate! Not when you get all huffy if you break a nail! Yes, I can take it. DP me, baby.”

Milkie raised his eyebrows at her, then looked to his sister who seemed to be stuck absorbing what was going on. He smirked at her and said, “Alright, Cookie, obviously we need to show this little goofus that her eyes are bigger than her stomach, so to speak. I’d ask if you’re down for it, but uh...”

He reached aside and tapped the tip of Cookie’s hard-on, snapping her out of her funk swiftly so she could deliver a backhand slap to his shoulder. He recoiled, chuckling. “I think you’re into it,” He said, “So, we need our condoms, we need our lube - lots of lube - and we need to choose who’s fuckin’ her ass and who’s getting in that sweet, sweet puss. Preference?”

The way he broke down what was going to happen made Cookie believe they had done this before. He was so casual about it, but a little excited too. There was a tone to his voice that made it clear he was anticipating doing something that he found incredibly fun. Cookie knew she had to answer him, and it seemed obvious what the answer should have been. Looking at Leila as she sat there on the bed, the curves of her ass so fat that she could see them from the front of her, what else could she have said?

“... Her ass,” Cookie answered, “Definitely.”

Leila smiled when Milkie said, “Tch. Yeah, of course.” No surprise there. Most people would have gone for the dump truck that Leila was hauling around.

“You fuck her ass before?” Milkie asked as he moved to gather what they needed. He took a condom from the ones Cookie brought, and dug his own out of the night stand next to his bed. He also fished out a big squeeze-tube of lubricant he kept in that same drawer - not even hidden, just... sitting in the drawer, waiting for what was probably frequent use.

“Yeah...” Cookie confessed.

Leila blushed. “I mean, of course... I’m not going to pretend that anyone who’s interested in me isn’t going to take the first chance they can to fuck my ass. N-Not that I’ve let lots of people do it... just a couple outside of Milkie. I didn’t even have a lot of sex before I met him.”

“And look at her now!” Milkie jeered, carelessly tossing one of Cookie’s condom’s at his sister. Cookie fumbled to catch it and ended up dropping the package on the bed. “I’ve seriously messed this girl up,” Milkie added, “Or rather, it’s probably always been there... but a good relationship and comfort is a helluva thing.”

Leila gave him a rather incredulous look. “I think it might be a little bit of both.”

Even Cookie had to admit that was a cute thought. “Whatever makes you happy,” She said, “It’s cool.”

“How could I not be happy?!” Leila beamed, “Sure, Milkie may be a bit of a bug-ass at times...”

“Excuse me,” Milkie cut in as he rolled down a snug-fitting, bright orange condom over his cock, “Do you see a thorax anywhere around this goodness?”

“Shush,” Leila chastised him, “Anyway, if it wasn’t for him I probably wouldn’t even like sex this much. I don’t see it as a bad thing - I’m not ruined or broken. I’m just having a really great, safe time, especially now. I really mean it when I say I’m lucky to be able to share a moment like this with two of my most favourite people on the planet. Not everyone can say that.”

Leila was just so sweet about it, Cookie almost forgot that she was wiggling in horny excitement and clearly eager to get her holes stuffed by her and her brother. The sheer bluntness of her desires undercut her tone a little, but she couldn’t turn off that Leila charm.

“Okay,” Cookie said, “Let’s do it.”

Cookie removed her condom from its packaging and slipped it on over her stiff dick, sheathing the impressive rod in bright pink latex from tip to near-base. She barely noticed how snug the fit on them was getting, but it was definitely fitting tighter than it used to. Once it was on, the then-naked Leila rose onto her hands and knees and turned around to stick her big, wobbling ass out at her. “Lube up and sit at the end of the bed,” Leila instructed, “Then let me do the rest.”

While the command was not delivered with any authority, Cookie dared not hesitate. She got into position by sitting at the foot of the bed. Milkie handed her the lubricant and she applied it generously to her condom-wrapped hard-on while Leila stood from the bed to position herself in front of her. All while Cookie was rubbing that slick oil over her cock, Leila’s ass loomed not even a foot in front of her. The skunk wiggled her bulbous buns around, swayed her hips, and tucked her tail under her arm to make sure it was as lifted and out of the way as could be. It was almost hypnotizing to watch, but Cookie already knew what it felt like to have that fat-basket swallow her dick up and smother her lap. She wasn’t keen on depriving herself of that pleasure.

The last thing Cookie did was lube Leila’s ass using her fingers, getting her crack all slick and making sure her rear-end was sufficiently readied. Once that was done, Cookie handed off the lube to her brother and then took hold of Leila’s hips. As the girl settled back, Cookie guided her to sit right on her dick, stuffing it between the skunk’s cheeks and right up against her butt hole. Experience or no, both of them were quivering with anticipation. Carefully, Leila lowered her body, taking Cookie’s cock into her ass with a lewd-sounding schlorp of lube on lube.

“Hn!” Leila gasped at just taking the tip of it. Cookie’s flared crown plunged into the girl’s ass and sent shivers up her spine. She didn’t need to take her time though, knowing she could take it nearly to the hilt with ease. So, Leila lowered herself more and more, resting the gravid weight of her mighty ass down on her friend’s lap bit by bit. So deep were those blue and white cheeks, Leila was able to keep going and going, taking Cookie in inch by inch until finally she rested her weight fully on Cookie’s lap. Taking cocks to the hilt was impossible when her ass had a clearance measured in feet, meaning Leila could get comfortably sat while Cookie’s big, throbbing cock stuffed her to her belly.

Leila was not light. Her fat ass aside, all her muscle added considerable bulk to her frame. Once she sat down, Cookie could not move her. It was simply impossible. Cookie’s thighs were smothered in their entirety and Leila’s cheeks squished up against her abdomen in such a heavy way that breathing from the diaphragm became incredibly difficult. Heavy and strong as Leila was, the softness in that ass that yielded until one hit her glutes was incredibly warm and inviting. Cookie was pinned easily and she didn’t mind it one bit.

“Hff...” Leila was already panting, and wasn’t shy about vocally praising Cookie and her dick. “God, it always feels so much bigger up the ass.” She gave a little wiggle of her hips, which served not only to tease Cookie, but also herself. “Feel good?”

“Real good,” Cookie said. “Your ass is the best.”

“Whew!” Leila sighed, sitting back against Cookie and spreading her legs, “... Alright baby, your turn.”

Leila straightened her muscular back and kept her thighs apart, forcing Cookie’s legs apart similarly. Milkie, who had stripped off his clothes and put on his condom, stepped around the bed and took his place in front of the girls. It was the first time Cookie saw Milkie completely naked in-person, and her immediate reaction was shock. She was shocked that she saw her brother in the nude, and her first instinct was to avert her gaze and just not look. There was no looking away fast enough, though. She got an eyeful of his curvaceous and overly-generous proportions from over Leila’s shoulder.

He also inserted himself into the situation very physically. Cookie couldn’t ignore him when he stepped in and took hold of Leila’s legs to lift her knees and spread her thighs wide open. This pushed her back into Cookie, resting most of her weight on the smaller girl who suddenly was tasked with keeping everything upright. Cookie put her hands back on the bed to keep from tipping back, propping herself up as Milkie took his cock in hand and worked to line it up with his girlfriend’s bared pussy.

All he did was push a little, and Cookie could feel his cock enter her. For some reason she didn’t expect for that to happen, even though her cock alone stretched Leila out a lot and Milkie’s was twice the size. Leila howled as she was filled up, and Milkie took it slow. He fed that wet, hungry pussy more and more of his cock, inch by inch, and Cookie could feel that. She could feel Milkie’s cock against her own, rubbing through the muscle and membrane walls of Leila’s generously-packed insides to touch one another. This wasn’t even mentioning their balls, which pressed up against one another long before Milkie was as deep as he could get - and that wasn’t even the full length of his dick.

For all intents and purposes, Cookie and Milkie’s dicks were frotting inside his girlfriend. Not only that, their enormous balls - Cookie’s being almost as big as her head, and Milkie’s having surpassed his head easily - were touching. The joke was that something wasn’t gay until balls touched, but in Cookie’s mind, being “gay” was the least of her concerns. She’d been gay for years. What she frantically wondered was if it applied to incest, even though the answer to that should have been obvious: she’d left that behind fifteen minutes ago and was well into “family bonding” already. There was no going back, but double-penetrating her brother’s girlfriend with him just blew the doors on her mind wide open.

Leila had been moaning, but at some point her moans caught in her throat and she squeaked out breathless gasps instead. She... was... packed. She hadn’t put as much thought into cramming two massive, meaty rods about as thick as soda bottles into her body at the same time. The stretch alone from Milkie’s cock was enough to leave an ache, and now it competed with Cookie’s, which was more than capable of stuffing Leila’s ass over-full. Leila was trembling, shaking, and gushing juice like a squeezed grapefruit. Her breathing was short and sharp - because her abdomen and loins were so crammed full that she couldn’t suck much air into her diaphragm.

Leila’s ass choked down on Cookie’s dick whenever she’d cum, and it felt like she was rapid-firing off miniature climaxes non-stop. Her hips shook and jerked entirely involuntary, and Milkie grinned at her shocked, lust-drunk expression that had hit her suddenly. Milkie didn’t even have to move to make Leila enjoy it, and the skunk girl held tight onto his shoulders as he leaned over her, pushing her and Cookie back toward the bed.

“Oh my god...” Leila crooned, wheezing as even those three words took her breath away. “Holy cow, this... haah... this is... way too much dick.”

“I told you,” Milkie chastised her, “But no, you just had to have two Souris dicks in you at the same time. You’re lucky you picked Cookie and not Latte or Cocoa, you know, or you’d be royally fucked up.”

It felt weird to hear him talking about their siblings like that, but Cookie was hard-pressed to disagree. Her oldest brother and sister were even bigger than Milkie, in almost every way. Had Leila chosen poorly, it would have been more like jamming a log up her ass instead of just the horse-sized-dick Cookie was slinging.

All Cookie herself could do was watch. Somewhere along the line, she’d forgotten that she didn’t want to look. She found herself staring down at the abdominal bulge that Leila was sporting, watching its phallic shape distend and relax time and again as Milkie began to move his hips. Not only could she clearly see Milkie’s cock move, but she could feel it too. Their underbellies of their cocks were mashing Leila between them so much, it really as as if they were grinding their cocks together... except it was better. Even the slightest movement made Leila moan and clench her ass, which in turn made sure that Cookie was being milked. Milkie got a similar treatment from his girlfriend’s hungry cunt.

Cookie balled up her fists on the bed and pushed back. She jabbed upward with her hips, shaking Leila’s body around. She was barely able to lift her like that, let alone jostle her, but even the slight-but-powerful movement of her hips grinding up against Leila’s backside made the skunk melt. Leila’s eyes rolled back as both her friend and boyfriend began moving together at once. They lacked uniformity, but the alternating plunges and withdrawals of their massive cocks made the sensations endless. When one pulled out, the other pushed in. She was never not being fucked.

Leila gasped sharply again as the grinding humps and bumps had pre-cum chugging away from that quartet of massive mouse nuts mashed between her thighs. Both Cookie and Milkie were capable of outputting utterly obnoxious amounts of seed when they blew. Hell, Milkie was so productive that his pre-cum had a more opaque look to it, making it more like excess cum that just couldn’t stay inside. Both he and Cookie spouted off at roughly the same time, and even though they were wearing condoms, the heat injection was plainly felt. It shocked and surprised Leila to feel them start to blow up jizz balloons inside her, and as they churned out more of that creamy goodness with her, Leila started to feel more and more packed.

With Cookie almost pinned down and Leila holding on for dear life crushed between them, Milkie was the one to set the pace. He started slow and gentle when he noticed that Leila’s body got so rocked she had trouble breathing, and he paced himself remarkably well with her breath so she could hold on. Eventually, though, when it seemed that Leila had adjusted enough... he picked up the pace. A little harder, a little faster, ever-increasing in tempo as time ticked on. Leila’s body rocked and bounced between the mice, shaking her ass, grinding her into Cookie who dutifully did her best to hold them all up. It wasn’t long until Milkie was giving Leila a bed frame shaking fuck, thumping the headboard off the wall.

“Ah... AH! F... Fuck! Baby, this is soooo good!” Leila cried out, not being shy about expressing just how much she loved what was happening. Even if she couldn’t breathe, she wasn’t about to stop complimenting them. “G... Getting fucked in both holes... at the same time!! Hnnngh, it’s crazy!”

Milkie chuckled amid his own heavy breathing, squeezing down on Leila’s thighs for a good grip. “Come on, Cookie!” He said, “Move your hips more!”

Cookie, huffing and puffing herself in the steamy exchange, moaned out in frustration, “I... can’t!”

Milkie leaned in and kissed Leila on the forehead. “Someone needs to lay off the burritos,” He said, “Ah well, lay back then!”

He pushed suddenly to press Leila down into the bed, which pinned Cookie even harder beneath. Milkie revved the engine, so to speak, before picking up into a passionately swift fuck. His nuts started loudly slapping into Cookie’s as they swung around, and for anyone else that might have hurt... but big balls are dense balls, and it felt like little more than an enthusiastic bouncing. Bearing down on them, Milkie pounded his girlfriend like he was trying to dig her into the mattress, and she was taking Cookie along for the ride.

The smaller mouse at the bottom of it all squeaked and groaned, doing her best to bounce back and plunge into Leila’s ass, but Milkie’s enthusiasm couldn’t be beat. Cookie was ground down on so hard by her brother that it was more like he was using Leila’s pussy as some kind of tool just to rub her off. She couldn’t deny that it felt wonderful, however, as the pleasure and helplessness of the pin made it feel especially indulgent. Cookie’s toes were curled almost as tightly as Leila’s were.

Leila herself was bouncing between the two of them wildly, unable to posture herself with any sense of dignity or pride. So, she didn’t even bother to try. She let her tongue hang out like a dog’s and panted all the same, openly drooling, showing off her green heart tongue stud as she bellowed out heavy, passionate moans. Her legs, held apart, felt like jelly and flopped around as she was sandwiched by the mice. As much as she enjoyed watching her boyfriend pound her, she couldn’t focus and just closed her eyes to enjoy it. She felt so full already with their condoms swelling up - each were perhaps the size of a snow globe, and were mashing together for space. The big bump in Leila’s belly was testament to the Souris’ capabilities.

Milkie hammered down into his girlfriend in any way he could to make it the loudest. He couldn’t keep his own voice down, chanting with lusty grunts and groans as his girlfriend wrung out his dick with impressive strength. She did her kegels, and it showed. She was so tight, even though they’d had sex more than enough times that one would assume she’d be worn in. Milkie wasn’t going to be able to hold out too long, but he did his best not just for his own indulgences, but in service to the girls beneath him. He wanted to keep their pleasure going as long as he could.

Cookie was downright delirious. It had only been minutes, but the feeling of her coming climax was getting too powerful to ignore. It felt like a welling pressure deep in her loins, growing, and growing, and growing until she felt likely to burst from the inside. It was almost alarming how swiftly she seemed to rocket toward the inevitable, like it was completely out of her hands. Trying to stop it was like edging; it was frustrating, yet intoxicating, and she was thrilled to lose the battle.

“O... Oh god...!!” was all she could cry out before she suddenly came, feeling her cum rush out of her in a truly helpless fashion. Her hips rose, she buried her cock as deep as it would go, and she simply unloaded it all. She glutted up that condom, and by extension Leila, rapidly. It was enough to make Leila panic, suddenly aware that the jizz-balloons inside her were going to get much, much bigger. There was no way her body could handle it!

“Augh! N-No!” Leila cried, “Too much...! Cookie!”

Milkie took the reins as the girls were swept away by their climaxes. He reached down and wrapped his arms under Leila’s legs to grab her ass and hold her until he thought she’d gotten enough of Cookie’s load. While he waited, his own climax struck, so as he shuddered and his twitching, throbbing cock deposited cum into her by the quart, he rather suddenly picked her up and held her against his chest. He held her by her ass, and guided it off of Cookie’s cock. At the end of the ascent, she seemed to get... stuck. More insistent pulling and tugging by the group caused a massive globe of roiling, hot jizz to be pulled from inside Leila’s well-stretched ass and slosh down to plop on the floor.

Leila latched on to Milkie, and they kissed as he flooded her in much the same way. He blasted cum into her so powerfully, it was easy to hear it gurgling and splashing into the skunk’s body, until finally Milkie had to lay her down and pull out himself. He tugged back insistently, a hand on the base of his condom so it wouldn’t slip off due to the bloated anchor of jizz that was being packed inside her enough to make her appear as if in early pregnancy. More pulling with purpose, and with a loud SCHLORP, the cum-balloon was pulled from Leila’s gaping cunt and likewise stretched the latex sleeve under its massive weight and sent the reservoir crashing to the floor.

Both he and Cookie continued blowing up their condoms for a short while... though Milkie’s was overtaking Cookie’s legs and feet by the end of it, packed with who knew how many gallons of hot, creamy cum. Whatever that condom was made out of was amazing, because the reservoir tip had been inflated to easily the size of a beanbag chair. Cookie’s paled in comparison, even if hers was impressively comparable to a medicine ball.

Poor Leila was left absolutely ragged. She was soaked in sweat and her arms and legs felt weak. The air was heavy with body heat, the bed felt soaked beneath her back, and her holes had been so stretched out that the breeze of the room felt embarrassingly invasive. She never wanted to know what she looked like in situations like that, but to Cookie and Milkie, she was every bit the definition of “thoroughly fucked and loving it.” She had such a doped-up looking smile on her face, and it was clear that she couldn’t focus.

Milkie dropped his ass onto the bed to sit down, bouncing the mattress as he did. He sighed heavily, apparently recovering from what was an amazing small amount of fatigue. He was in much better shape than the girls, who both laid sprawled out exhausted on the bed like they’d just run a marathon. He glanced briefly to his cum-inflated condom. He’d taken it off and tied it, and he did the same for Cookie without batting an eye. The two massive balloons sat there on the floor, looming in their splendorous size.

“Cookie, give the girl a hug,” Milkie said, “She must be cold.”

Cookie blinked her eyes when she heard her name, snapping out of her lust-drunk daydreams. She looked to Leila and understood immediately that aftercare was being demanded of her. It was only proper that she give it, so she doggedly rolled over on the bed to throw her arm around Leila and pull her in close.

“Oh wooooow...” Leila said, staring blankly at the ceiling. “That was so much dick at once... that was wild!”

Cookie wrapped her up in an embrace, and did as much as she could to impress herself upon the skunk. She was gentle, but practically wrapped her leg around Leila as well as her arms to entrap her. She nuzzled in close and quiet, resting her head on Leila’s shoulder. Milkie took the other side, pressing in and embracing Leila as well. Now she was being held and stroked by both Cookie and Milkie, and she felt her heart swell with joy. She made a pleased little cooing sound and settled into her rightful place between them.

“Aw, she looks so happy,” Milkie smiled, “Way to go, Cookie.”

Cookie felt embarrassed to be credited for such a thing. “You did most of the work,” She said, “I just... sat here. Mostly.”

“With your big, amazing dick in my ass!” Leila corrected her, “God, your dicks were rubbing together and... it was so nuts! Nuts! Like the ones between your legs that were pounding me. Fucking... nuts!”

“Awww. Thanks, Cookie,” Milkie said, “You’ve made her day.”

“Thank yooooou...!” Leila rolled over somewhat to better embrace Cookie, though she had limited movement.

“... You’re, uh... welcome...” Cookie blundered, not knowing what to say.

For a while, they rested there together in each other’s arms. Leila needed the break the most, as she felt almost as stretched out as the condoms. In the warmth and security of the Souris siblings, though, she was in heaven. She could have stayed there like that forever.

But of course, it was only three in the afternoon.

“We’ve got all day still,” Milkie mused, “And tomorrow. So... what do you want to do next?”
