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DEDICATION

 


My deepest thanks to all the perverts, twisted
souls, and mad people who love silly, sensual, and twisted stories.
Without you, I'd have no readers and without readers, there'd be no
reason to write. This is for all the perverts and the
mad-minded.

 


 


DISCLAIMER

 


This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to
persons, places, things, or events (real or imagined) is completely
in your own head and not intentional on the part of the
author. Do not expect real life to work the way
life in this novel works. That would be a silly
expectation.

 


Author's note: All characters depicted in this
work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.




Summary: When Danica brings her new "boyfriend" home to meet her
family (two sisters and her mother), a snow storm prompts them to
have him spend the night.

All three of the
young women and their mother can't help but feel there's something
different about him. As the night progresses, they all share
special encounters with him.

He finds a way
into each of their hearts and all of their bodies that night. What
will the next morning hold in store?

Is he really too
much for one? Will it take all four?

 


 


Danica, Emma, and Loretta all still lived with their
mother, though they were all old enough to move out whenever they
chose. Danica, the oldest, was twenty-two. Emma was twenty.
Loretta, the youngest, had just turned eighteen. All three were
slender brunettes with small, mostly round faces that ended in
tiny, sharp chins.

Danica usually kept her shoulder-length hair died a
honey-blonde, though the darker roots were often visible. Perched
on her tiny nose, she wore a pair of rectangular glasses to correct
for a bit of near-sightedness. Her perky A-cup breasts were a part
of her cute charm.

Most days she wore a mix of tight jeans and low-cut,
loose-fitting blouses so anyone casting a glance her way could
catch a glimpse of her small breasts through the gaps.

Emma, though a couple of years younger than Danica,
was a little taller with breasts just large enough to be a handful.
Her waistline was tight and her hips flared out just enough to give
her a plump, round ass. No matter how mundane a movement she made,
her body wiggled and arched, showing off her curves.

She tended towards simpler clothing than her
sisters, spending most days in a pair of perfectly fitting jeans, a
tee-shirt or flannel, and a pair of sensible sneakers or boots. Her
hair was usually kept in a pair of short pigtails which she knew
men loved to grab hold of when they were with her.

Danica and Emma slept in the same room. Danica in a
loft bed and Emma on a bed pushed under it at a ninety-degree
angle. They never thought of it as strange, each choosing to
politely pretend to be asleep when the other had a date over for
the night.

Loretta, the eighteen-year-old, was shorter and
thinner than both her sisters. Her long brown hair was almost
always in a ponytail and bounced along behind her with each springy
step she took.

It took a lot of hunting but she always made sure to
get pants that were one size too small so they would cling to her
slender thighs and small ass, to show off what she considered one
of her best assets. Most days, she wore oversized shirts that
threatened to slip off her slender shoulders and down to the
floor.

She had her own bedroom on the other side of the
house where she spent most nights with her steady boyfriend. She
had a king-sized bed her mother gave her when their father passed
away. The older woman said she didn't need "all that space just to
sleep" and told Loretta to consider it an eighteenth birthday
present for her and her boyfriend.

Their mother, Anabelle, had just turned forty that
year. She'd married a much older man, for stability and a good
life. She did love him but she was never sure if she was in love
with him.

Despite his age, almost thirty years older than her,
their sex life was anything but empty. She couldn't remember a
night she hadn't opened her legs and welcomed him inside or a day
when she hadn't sucked his cock while looking up into his eyes.

He passed away shortly after Loretta was born,
asleep in his favorite chair. Despite a few sporadic dates over the
years, Anabelle hadn't taken another man into her bed on more than
one or two occasions.

Under the long skirts and dresses she wore, the
high-necked and loose-fitting blouses or sweaters, and the mousy
brown hair she kept in a bun, she still looked much younger than
forty. Men often mistook her for being in her late twenties or
early thirties at the most. Her breasts, having swelled with the
births of three daughters, were full, soft, and natural. Her hips
and ass had both widened with age, in the best of possible
ways.
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