[center][b]Theory in Practice – Part Two[/b][/center]

The last four days had been some of the most simultaneously nerve-wracking and incredibly thrilling of Melody’s life. It had taken all her willpower just to stay focused on everything else in her life; her friends, her job, meals and cleanliness and how to spend her free time, rather than simply spending all her time thinking about the conversation that she’d had with her brother. The arrangement they’d come to in the wake of it, and the countdown to the day when they planned to make it happen.

Melody’s brother. Her quiet, socially awkward, brilliantly smart brother, wanted to have sex. And more than that, he had openly and quite shamelessly admitted to the fact that even if he had no expectation of being able to do so, his preference would have been for his very first time to be with [i]her[/i]! To be with his older sister. The woman who had, quite unintentionally, spent virtually the entire time since they’d started living together showing off to him. Masturbating in ways that he could hear. Having lovers over for casual, enthusiastic sex when he was present and more than able to interpret what was going on elsewhere in the apartment.

The female jackal had always considered her brother more mature than his age, at least in terms of his intellect and capacity to reason. But even though he was a true adult now, nineteen years of age and a little way into his second year of college, she had never really considered how much adult material she was exposing him to since he’d moved in with her the previous year. And even more so, given that until very recently she had assumed that her brother was asexual, she had considered that even if he had been conceptually aware of the fact she was sexually active, he wouldn’t be comfortable discussing it openly. Now, however, Melody was having to deal with the fact that several of her key assumptions about her beloved brother had been incorrect. She had to cope with the knowledge that not only had he been listening to her masturbate virtually every morning for an entire year plus, but that he had [u]enjoyed[/u] it! That he too had masturbated while listening to her do so, and that all of those experiences had led him... led [i]them[/i] to where they were right now.

To her leaving work early for the day, prior to a pair of days off in her monthly schedule, so that she could prepare for tonight. Plan for one of the most impossible, inconceivable experiences of her twenty-five years of life.

She was going to sleep with her brother.

She was going to give him the opportunity to put into practice, all his research, all his theoretical study about sex. Melody wasn’t exactly sure what his ‘research’ had entailed. He’d mentioned a few broad categories when they had first spoken about it — textbooks, articles, and what he had called ‘video material’ that the other jackal imagined was [i]probably [/i]porn, rather than some sort of documentary footage. She couldn’t deny that part of her nerves was around not knowing where he had gotten his research, though. Whether he was studying anatomy from old, secondhand books that detailed the structures of the vulva and vagina in horrifically dull black and white photographs of a medical model. Whether the porn he had looked at was in any way representative of real [i]sex[/i], or some hyper exaggerated, faked act designed specifically for the subset of the population who had no greater understanding of how the internet worked than to search for ‘[i]porn[/i]’ and click the first link that showed up.

Melody felt guilty for thinking that way, of course. She didn’t want to assume that her brother would be so naïve, so simultaneously structured and yet surface-level in his research. But for obvious reasons, she knew what Nathan was like. She had watched him grow up. She had been there for the temper tantrums over the smallest things that went beyond just childish annoyance. She had been

 there for the ASD diagnosis. She had watched him reaching an age where he was capable of understanding that much as his parents loved him, they were from a generation that just hadn’t been taught how to modify their behaviors to suit someone’s differing needs, instead expecting him to change—to ‘[i]get better[/i]’. And to her relief, she had gotten to see him open up to her when she stopped being a young brat, furious at her brother for being so [i]weird[/i], so [i]cringe[/i], so [i]unreasonable [/i]in a way that took up so much of their parents’ time and energy. Instead, she had become the person in their home who understood him the best for those couple of short years before she’d left for college herself, and it was only because he had been mature enough to tell her it was right for her to go and live her own life that she had felt able to leave him.

Now though, they were together again. For a year now they had been, and as two grown adults in their own right as well as siblings, they had become close friends. They had deepened their bond in a way they never could have under their parents’ roof, and now... now they were going to go even deeper.

Melody glanced down at the screen of her phone, and groaned softly. There were still almost two hours until Nathan’s weekly schedule had him returning back from college, and she could feel her clit throbbing. It was her own fault, of course. Not just for being the kinky kind of lady who was into incest stuff—though only between consenting adult family members, and even then normally in the form of drawn art, comics and stories rather than any of the millions of random internet porn videos that someone had decided to label as ‘incest’ just because of an apparent age difference, or the two participants being the same species, or even just someone teasingly calling their older male partner ‘[i]daddy[/i]’ in the heat of the moment—but in this particular case, her horniness wasn’t just due to what she was going to be doing with her brother in a few short, though at the same time agonizingly long hours. It was because even though she knew that her brother had been listening in for the last year, even though she knew that he enjoyed it, and even though they had spent the last few days methodically planning out today, as was Nathan’s preference for organizing any sort of tangentially social event beyond his normal schedule—even one just shared between the two of them—she had been too self conscious to masturbate in her room since learning that he could [i]hear[/i] her.

She could have masturbated elsewhere or at other times, admittedly. But that too had felt weird to Melody, because she hadn’t wanted to [i]deny [/i]her brother the experience. She didn’t want to make him feel like she was suddenly avoiding her own pleasure just because of him. And thus, even though Nathan had probably been more normal, more himself without any additional concerns or shyness over the last few days than Melody, she had still denied herself other forms of release. Essentially, Melody had not masturbated for almost five days, and though at first the jackal had tried to downplay how that was affecting her, she now couldn’t deny that it really did [i]feel [/i]like this was the longest she had gone without cumming probably since she had first discovered how to make herself do so.

For that reason, it was a small miracle when, after less than an hour of being home and having double and triple checked that all the preparations which she and Nathan had gone over together were complete to her brother’s highly detail-oriented standards, Melody heard the click of a key in the apartment door. At first, her heart leapt with excitement, and her cheeks flushed beneath her fur as the jackal felt yet another pang of desire shoot through her body’s most intimate reaches. A moment after that elation at her brother’s early arrival home though, the bottom dropped out of Melody’s stomach. Her brother was home [i]early[/i]. Nathan was back from college over [i]an hour[/i] earlier than he had expected, and he [b][i]hadn’t[/i][/b] told her that that was the plan, nor had he messaged her to say that his final class of the day had been cancelled. If it had been anyone else, she might have considered what he was doing a surprise to pleasantly catch her off guard. But Nathan found surprises unpleasant, awkward at best and upsettingly worrying or outright frightening at worst, so for him to attempt such a thing seemed extremely unlikely.

 Sure enough, when Melody hurried out into the hallway to greet, and if she was honest to check in on her younger brother, she found him stony faced as he carefully removed his jacket and hung it up in its designated spot on the coat rack. He knelt down to pick up his backpack and laptop bag again, and only then, as he turned to begin walking down the corridor, did he seem to notice his sister. He swallowed thickly. His brow furrowed, and as Nathan’s ears fell back flat against his head, he let slip a shaky breath, laced with a soft, plaintive whine, to his sister.

“I... I have been unable to focus all day. It has been happening ever since we first discussed our plans. Ever since we decided that today would be the day. But before, I was able to rationally understand it as a mixture of anticipation and nervousness due to the partially unknown nature of what will happen. Today though, it has been... [b]so[/b] much harder. I cannot get my mind to work. I tell myself, my brain to [i]do[/i] things, and it simply [b][i]won’t[/i][/b] do them. Instead, I... I think about... about [u]sex[/u]. I imagined myself going into a restroom on campus, a public restroom, and masturbating. I...”

His cheeks were hot, the insides of his ears red, and as he whimpered nervously once again, Nathan looked down, and shuddered as both he and Melody saw, at virtually the same moment, the tent beginning to visibly swell within his simple black slacks.

“All day I felt as though I was going to become erect, aroused in public, regardless of where I was or who else was there. I was so scared. So embarrassed. And in the end... t-the fear won. The irrationality won. I could not stay for my final class of the day. I had to come home. I had to get back here and... a-and see you, Melody.”

Melody’s heart ached, but she didn’t run forward. She didn’t rush to embrace her brother. If he wanted to be hugged, if he wanted to be touched, he would say so, or at the very least give her one of their signals. He was much better about allowing casual contact between them these days, but when he was upset and clearly under strain like this, his sister knew better than to put him under any additional pressure. Thus, she remained standing a few meters away down the hall, and sighed as she realized why he might have ended up in this state.

“Is this because... I haven’t been masturbating the last few mornings?”

Even with the distance between them, Melody could see her brother’s face growing redder beneath his fur. An instant later, she felt her own skin doing much the same.

“Oh, Nathan. Just because I was being silly, being nervous, it didn’t mean that you had to stop too...”

He nodded slowly.

“I know, Melody. I understand that, rationally. But... please understand, aside from my training, my studies as I developed my theoretical understanding of sex for when I... f-for this. For now. Aside from then, the only times I masturbated were when I was listening to you. Before I moved here, it was an incredibly infrequent act performed only when an erection’s lingering presence became an inconvenience to my scheduled activities. Now, however, it seems as though my body has become more... accustomed to such sensations. Such [i]physically[/i] pleasant release. And, it has become used to your own pleasure being the trigger for such feelings. So, when I did not hear you in the mornings, I... I felt no urge to masturbate. Instead, I just went about my day and focused those longings on the future, leading up to today. Except now I understand that those feelings weren’t diminishing with

the passage of time. They were building up, and now I... I...”

 His voice faltered. Melody whimpered softly, took a step forward towards her brother as she saw him clenching his fists by his sides in a way she had seen a painful number of times before. Rather than watching as he began to grow more and more upset though, her eyes widened as she realized something. That in that moment, Nathan wasn’t clenching his fists in anger and frustration at the irreconcilable conflicts occurring between his own personal needs and what was occurring in the world around him. Instead, he was forcing himself to focus. He was physically driving his mind forward with raw determination, in order to express a single, clear thought.

“Melody, I am so sorry for asking this of you after making so much fuss about organizing a full schedule for today. But... please, could we [i]change[/i] the schedule? Could we... improvise, just a little, just this once, and... and go to bed together. To begin my practical studies, and our shared

experience, [u]right now[/u]?”

After all her worry and all her waiting, Melody was partially overwhelmed with relief at her brother’s request, while also unable to fully hide her concern. She smiled. She nodded, but she couldn’t help tilting her head curiously and asking a question before either one of them began to move towards her bedroom.

“That’s okay with me, Nathan. But, are you sure? I’m not doubting you, and I promise you that I’m not having any second thoughts. I just want us both to be certain that we’re ready. That you’re ready for this, even if you’re feeling unsettled and unfocused.”

Nathan’s hands relaxed, and though his spectacled eyes were still somewhat downcast, the male jackal naturally disinclined to making eye contact at the best of times, they were shining with a determination which his sister could see clear as day.

“I have been unfocused in all my other activities because I could not stop thinking about [i]this[/i] one. I have no doubts, Melody. I have no fear or uncertainty when it comes to what I am asking of you. I simply wish to admit that my body and my mind are not behaving as I expected them to, and thus I wish to advance our plans ahead of schedule. I wish to [b][i]experience[/i][/b] sex, and... prone as I may be to hyper-fixations from time to time, I hope you understand that strong as my thirst for understanding and mastery of this subject may be, what I really, truly and unmistakably long for right now, is

[b]you[/b].”

What could Melody possibly say to that. How could she react in any other way but the one her own heart, and her own [i]loins [/i]urged her to. She reached out a trembling hand, not grasping hold of her brother but offering it, palm up to him, and when he barely hesitated at all before taking it, she smiled. She stroked the backs of his furred fingers with the tip of her thumb, and began to lead him to her bedroom.

The door closed behind them barely ten seconds later, and even as Melody led her brother across the floor towards her bed, neatly made with fresh sheets and the softer, flatter type of pillows which she knew that Nathan preferred, her head was spinning. Her heart was fluttering so fast she felt almost faint, and yet she couldn’t stop smiling at the way her brother was looking up and down the length of her body, measuring, considering, clearly going over some rules he had composed for himself for this occasion before raising his head, meeting her gaze with his own bright eyes, and swallowing thickly before asking a simple, but vital first question.

“Would... would you like me to take off your clothes, or to do it yourself?” 

Melody giggled.

 “How about we take our own clothes off this time. If you want a more specific lesson on things like how to unfasten a bra later, we can do that. But... it’s not my underwear you’re interested in today, right?”

The male jackal blushed, and his eyes dropped down again as he shook his head, only to settle on Melody’s chest as she withdrew her hand from his and began to unbutton her shirt. She could have prompted him to start undressing himself as Nathan just stood and watched, but instead she just smiled as she watched her brother watching a real live woman removing her clothes in front of him for the first time.

“I’m not really good at... stripping, I guess. I hope it’s okay that I just take them off normally.”

Melody murmured as she cast her shirt aside and began to unfasten her pants, pushing them down her legs as Nathan just nodded and kept on staring. She was glad that he seemed more than content by what she was doing, but it was then, and really only then that Melody considered how much of a first this was for her, too. Not sex. She’d had [i]plenty[/i] of that, probably a fair bit more than the average person her age if she was honest about it. But even though she had been with less experienced people before, she had never really been a [i][u]teacher[/u][/i]. Never walked someone through the process.

Sure, she’d given a tip here and there to ensure she got something out of the experience. She’d coaxed and encouraged casual hook-ups through experiences that might have been one of their first times, given how nervous they’d seemed. Never before though had she found herself in a situation like this, where education was as much a stated goal as pleasure or emotional closeness.

Her face grew hotter and hotter, and her heart thundered ever faster as she wondered how she’d gotten this far, how she’d reached the point of almost being naked in front of her virgin brother before realizing that while she possessed ample practical experience, she had [i]zero[/i] experience of how to transfer and help him to apply that knowledge which he possessed on a solely theoretical basis. By the time it even crossed her mind that she might face such a limitation to her ability to help her brother though, her swift hands had already dropped her bra, and as she focused on Nathan’s face once again, she could see his muzzle falling slightly open in quiet awe as he stared first at her bare breasts, and then, as her thumbs hooked around the waist of her panties and pushed them down, drifted to her suddenly exposed loins, and the female jackal’s nakedness in its entirety.

“I... w-would you like to look at me while I... while I’m standing up, or...”

Melody began, her already hot, flushed cheeks burning even brighter when Nathan hurriedly spoke over her, his voice strained not with worry or aggravation any longer, but the sort of straightforward bluntness that occurred when he was tuned into something with an unshakable fixation.

“You can lie down on the bed.”

She did. Or rather, she began to, gasping when even as she was lowering her upper body down on her elbows, she watched her brother hurrying forward. Scrambling up onto the bed, and kneeling down just beyond her feet, his hands upon her ankles.

“Uh, Oral sex. Cunnilingus. Eating out. I... do I have your permission? Your consent?”

His voice was still so focused and driven, and yet nowhere in Nathan’s tone was there the slightest shred of an assumption. Any sign whatsoever that he wasn’t going to wait for an answer, nor that he expected or indeed demanded it be positive. He wanted it, he [i]needed [/i]it, but it wasn’t his to take unless Melody... unless his sister [b][i]offered[/i][/b] it.

She whimpered. She swallowed thickly, and still resting on her elbows, propped up and peering down her fluffy, naked torso to where her still clothed brother was kneeling, Melody nodded firmly.

“You can eat me out, bro. I... I [i]want [/i]you to.”

She really did. She wanted it so badly, and yet despite that, Melody was still caught [i]wholly[/i] off guard when she felt Nathan methodically spreading her legs apart, and leaning forward, bowing his upper body towards her as his hands slid up her legs without ever losing contact with her soft fur and the trembling flesh beneath. She watched his gaze traveling up with his hands. To her calves. Her knees. Her thighs, and then... then her pussy was exposed. Her legs spread wide open before her brother’s eyes, and his thumbs coaxing her outer lips apart as she watched his eyes dart back and forth, and saw his muzzle moving oh so subtly as he whispered to himself. Melody quaked with excitement, but even in that moment she couldn’t help feeling a twinge of loving amusement towards her brother as she watched him mouthing the names of different anatomical features of her vulva and the exterior of her vagina when he set eyes upon them. For ten, maybe even fifteen seconds he listed a dozen or so different features, though Melody could only lip-read a couple of more distinctive ones, and then as she waited to see what he would do next, whether he would ask a question, or begin to probe more intimately in some other way...

“O-oh, ssshhi—! Nathan!”

A lightning bolt of raw arousal crashed over Melody as her brother leaned forward, and just like that, his muzzle was on her pussy. No fond caresses to her legs. No kisses to her thighs or pubic mound. Not a single word of affection or teasing. And yet even as Melody distantly wondered if Nathan had studied the emotional side of sex, of lovemaking even a little, she found herself unable to really feel that strongly about it. She couldn’t bring herself to chide him, even playfully so, for his complete lack of foreplay, when to her surprise his initial contact with her pussy wasn’t awkward or uncomfortable or in any way unpleasant at all. In fact, it felt good. It felt genuinely, [i]really [/i]good.

Staring down over her heaving breasts, over her stomach to where, between her thighs she could see the oh so familiar and yet still somehow wildly out of place features of her brother’s face, Melody recognized the expression on his features. Even with his eyes closed, she knew that look. That focus. And sure enough, she couldn’t just see it, she could feel it too. Feel his recall. His mind reaching back to all it had read and watched and sought to internalize precisely for this moment. He was using his lips, and the tip of his tongue to navigate at first. Feeling for anatomical features, amongst them her clitoris, his tongue dancing around it both to establish its size, shape, prominence from beneath her clitoral hood, and perhaps even a measure of her sensitivity. After that though, once he had gauged the overall layout of what lay between his sister’s legs and compared it to his mental map, Melody’s eyes bulged again, and she let loose another unintentional, audibly loud groan of desire and excitement as her beloved brother began to perform a clearly rehearsed routine with his tongue.

She wasn’t sure what she had expected. A fumbling awkwardness which made his movements stiff and unnatural. A swift withdrawal and an apology that he didn’t think he could do this after all.

Something between those two, perhaps. It wasn’t because it was Nathan though. It wasn’t because it was her brother doing it either, or because he was the kind of person he was. She just recognized that this was his very first time being intimate with someone else, and so, of course, he wasn’t going to just be able to make her feel good right from the start.

Except... he [i]was[/i].

He had learned a pattern. A rhythmic series of movements with his tongue that he had clearly paid a

 great deal of attention to, and which he was now executing with what was either flawless precision, or a genuine natural talent. Up, over the clitoral hood. Apply pressure with the tongue’s tip and sweep down, then flick back up again. Circle, clockwise one hundred and eighty degrees, then rotate back again counter-clockwise. Extend the tongue down, across the vaginal opening. Probe.

Flick up, just far enough in to feel the tongue brush the upper surface for a moment, then continue up to make direct contact with the clitoris once again.

She could all but see the list of instructions her brother was following, so precise and free from hesitation were his movements. It was almost militaristic in its execution, and yet even though it lacked spontaneity and playfulness, both things that Melody knew she enjoyed in lovers, she couldn’t argue with the results, nor could she deny that the fact it was her sweet brother Nathan doing it all to her was pushing her body’s receptiveness to an extreme that even in her most indulgent, incest-focused fantasies she hadn’t experienced before.

“Nhh... Nathan...”

She gurgled, half to get his attention, and half because she couldn’t [i]not[/i] call out his name in that moment, face aglow beneath her fur at that realization. Immediately, the tongue pressing against her clitoris froze, and a whimper of longing escaped the female jackal as her brother’s eyes opened and he peered up over her pubic mound, over the fluff of her belly, the rise of her bare breasts, to meet Melody’s gaze.

“Don’t stop.”

Before Melody could help herself, before she could say anything else, anything that she might have [b]planned[/b] on saying just a matter of moments ago, she heard those words escaping her lips. Her face glowed hotter. Her ears fell back against her head, and she trembled as she felt something wonderful, her brother chuckling softly, and his breath washing over her pussy as he did so. He didn’t speak, but to Melody’s utter rapture, nor did he close his eyes again as slowly but surely, he resumed his ministrations. His tongue began to circle her clitoris once again, making delicate direct contact while saving firmer tongues for elsewhere in his routine. His gaze wasn’t burning with lust, but rather with boundless curiosity, and when Melody felt her back arch, when she felt her eyes roll and her muzzle fall open wider as she gasped aloud once more, she saw his eyes widen in acknowledgement. Clearly he had memorized signs of arousal in a partner too, and while the moans she must have been letting out, and the dampness she could feel gathering between her legs would certainly have been strong clues already, it was obvious that only now was Nathan beginning to recognize that he was making progress.

“May I attempt something else? A maneuver a little more complex?”

Melody had to fight not to yelp when her brother’s mouth pulled away from her pussy just moments later, and even more so not to reach down and grab his head and push his mouth back to her loins like she might have done with some of her more bold and vigorous lovers of the past.

Instead though, she nodded feverishly. She nodded without thinking about what Nathan might mean by what he had just said, and realizing just a split-second later that the reason she hadn’t even thought to ask was because trust, or rather any lack of it, hadn’t even crossed her mind for an instant. Of course she trusted him. Of course she believed that he wouldn’t do anything that he thought would cross a line based on what they’d already talked about. He was her brother. She was his sister. So of course, even now as he knelt between her legs, having paused in the midst of eating her out for the first time... indeed, his first time eating out or more generally pleasuring anyone, she trusted him with whatever he wanted to do to her.

“O-oh!! Ohh, [i]fucking [/i][b][i]shit![/i][/b]”

Melody didn’t just gasp, or grunt, or whimper. She [i]shrieked[/i] as just like that her brother’s mouth returned to her clit, his lips more firmly pursing directly around the stiff, throbbing nub in a manner that became clearly purposeful an instant later when his left hand spread her pussy lips apart with the index and little fingers, and he slipped his middle and ring digits into her flushed, hot, damp vagina.

Again, Nathan froze. His eyes locked with hers, and this time there was no doubting that he needed reassurance that he hadn’t just done something wrong. His sister half whimpered, half giggled, and her face burned scarlet as she shakily formed the words that she quite sincerely had to tell her younger brother.

“Hhh... sorry, bro. That... [i]ohh[/i], shit. I just... I didn’t expect it, and it felt... mh-[b]hhhahh[/b]... it feels really good.”

Nathan’s relief was apparent, but after a moment of re-focusing himself and reassuring his no doubt jangled nerves that he had in no way hurt or even slightly inconvenienced his sister, he pulled his head back from her pussy again, and tilted it with a faint, curious smile as his fingers twitched, and Melody had to slap a paw over her mouth to keep from shrieking all over again.

“I trust that I have successfully located your Gräfenberg spot?”

Melody’s brow furrowed while she panted, and she quaked as Nathan’s fingers shifted ever so delicately but purposefully once again, pleasure wracking her from head to toe with far greater intensity than such a gentle motion had any right to provoke.

“[b][i]Gräfenberg[/i][/b]? What…?”

Nathan thought for a moment, then chuckled.

“Oh, right; apologies. I believe it is commonly shortened to g-spot in sexual slang. A patch of flesh located between two or three inches into the vaginal cavity upon its anterior surface, which with stimulation can act as a strong erogenous zone for people with vagin-...”

Nathan’s voice trailed off as he saw his sister raise an eyebrow at him. He cleared his throat. “You know what a g-spot is though, of course.”

Melody grunted, and giggled as she felt her brother continuing to stimulate her even as he talked, teasing her even if that wasn’t his direct intention.

“Yeah. A-ahhh... yeah, Nathan. I do. But... hhh... hhhhahhhh... you’re doing something... sshhhmnnhhh... something different to it.”

Nathan tilted his head further.

“This is the technique I suspected would have the greatest chance of success when applied to your body, based on researching multiple g-spot stimulation techniques and cross-referencing them with my admittedly somewhat second-hand knowledge of your masturbatory habits. The fact that you appear to favor a more vigorous form of active masturbation, as indicated by the noises and the motion of your bed against the wall adjoining our rooms, suggests to me that when you stimulate

 your Gräfen... your g-spot, you do so with ample vigor, yes?”

Melody tried to follow her brother’s question. Truly she did. But it was hard. It was almost impossible when he was making her pussy feel so good. She could feel the pleasure building, but... there was something different. Not just in how he was touching her, but how her body was [i]reacting[/i]. How her orgasm was approaching. She didn’t know what it was, but she knew it was unlike anything that any lover or any of her own masturbatory experiences had ever, [b]ever [/b]allowed her to experience.

When Melody didn’t respond, but she did begin to massage her breasts with both hands and to pant audibly while staring down at Nathan, the male jackal [i]beamed[/i] and continued to address her, taking the calculated probability that his sister would have been vastly more likely to make a full and formal response had he been incorrect in his supposition.

“Based on your firmer self-stimulation, I opted for a method of more light, delicate stimulation. One of the video tutorials I watched described it as a [i]fluttering [/i]of the fingertips against the g-spot while the fingers gently move back and forth, barely applying any pressure, but creating a variable and rapid pattern of stimulation which the flesh of that area is sensitive enough to pick up in a nuanced way which, if more forceful pleasure was provoked, would simply register as one steady

plateau.”

His fingers continued to move as he watched his sister’s reactions, the male jackal’s hips rocking, gently but steadily thrusting down against the bedding beneath him as he lay there still fully clothed before her naked body.

“It is a particularly successful technique in inducing vaginal ejaculation, as well.”

Nathan added as an afterthought, only for his eyebrows to rise as then and only then did his sister’s eyes seem to return to something akin to clear focus, and she chuckled softly.

“Shh... sorry to disappoint, Nathan. I don’t squirt. Hhhh... had several guys honestly look kinda disappointed at me when they realized that. A couple of ladies too.”

Her brother’s brow furrowed.

“Don’t apologize for that. Ejaculation is not a requirement, so long as you are able to achieve from sex whatever satisfaction it is you wish to. Though I am curious, if you have never experienced this form of stimulation before... are you certain that you do[i] not [/i]ejaculate, or is it simply that you have not ejaculated [b][i][u]yet[/u][/i][/b]?”

His eyes twinkled, and Melody’s rolled back in their sockets again as she grunted, her pussy convulsing around her brother’s digits as they continued to dance and flicker and drive her towards... towards [i]whatever [/i]was happening between her legs.

“Fuck. Fuck, bro... a-ahh... are you really telling me that you’ve never had sex before, buhhh...hhhahhh... but, you’re gonna try and make your very first lover, y-your sister, [i]squirt[/i], the very first time you’ve even tried to please me?”

Nathan’s face was already flushed beneath his fur, but his eyes remained uncustomarily locked with Melody’s own over the somewhat steamed up frames of his glasses, not even flicking away bashfully or nervously for an instant as he giggled.

 “I have made my own goals for today clear on several occasions leading up to now. Learning is the primary one, but a desire to experience sexual activity with you in particular is [i]absolutely[/i] another, and your stimulation, your pleasure is an outcome that satisfies all aspects of my own plan. So, I suppose you could say that, yes. I would indeed like to attempt to make you ejaculate.” Melody’s toes curled.

“Nathan... will you... a-ahh... would you use your mouth again, too? She gasped a few moments later.

“Like before. The... the way you circled my clit, and... ah! [i]Ahn![/i] Yeah. Ohhhyeah. That. Oh. That’s... keep doing that. That and... a-and your fingers. Oh. [b]Oh.[/b] [b][i]Ohhhhh...[/i][/b]”

Her head fell back. Her eyes closed, and yet she could feel her brother smiling faintly at the corners of his mouth as his muzzle delicately encircled her clit, and his tongue began to dance with it anew. Except, though she had asked for him to do it like before, the rhythm was different. It was matched to the motion of his fingers on her g-spot. It was all a part of the same action, the same pleasure, and as Melody felt her breath growing shallow and her heart racing faster and faster, she couldn’t keep her ass from lifting off the bedding, tail swishing wildly from side to side beneath her back.

“Ohhh nhh.. Nathan. How the [i]fuck[/i] did y-yhhhahhh... you learn all this from... f-hhhh... from books and... and videos. I’ve never. I... oh god, w-what even [i]is[/i] this feeling... I... I can’t... your fingers. Ohh, I’m... I’m so wet. Why am I so... oh. Oh mhh... my god. Nathan. Something’s... it’s coming. I... oh!

[i]Ohhh[/i] fuck, bro. You’re doing it, Nathan. You’re... you’re making me [b]cum[/b]. You’re making your sister cum and it feels so... so... aahhh... hhhhhhhahhhhh[b][i]fuck[/i][/b]! [i]Fuuuu-[/i][u]uuuuuuuck[/u]... hhh, how is it still [i]building[/i]? How aa-ahh... am I not [i]cumming[/i] yet? Please. Ohhhh please I nnhh... need to. I need it. I... mhhh... Nathan. My Nathan. Brother. My... mmhhh... hmnnhhhhhhhhhhfuuuuck, f-...”

After what felt like an age with her brother’s fingers and tongue so purposefully working, repeating those same intricate, practiced rhythms inside of and against her intimate flesh, Melody felt her breath catch in her throat. For a moment, she felt strangely numb. She could feel her body tensing up, but she couldn’t [i]feel [/i]it, and everything seemed so far away, even her brother’s warm face between her thighs and his digits inside of her.

For an instant she was floating. Lost. Cast adrift without mooring, without any tether to hold her down and ground her in reality. And then, another instant later, Melody realized why.

“Nnhh... Nathan...”

She didn’t scream. She didn’t shriek.

She just gasped; softly, breathlessly whimpered her brother’s name, and a split-second later, the female jackal began to cum. Not just to climax. Not just to experience her peak at the behest of her brother’s tongue and digits, but to convulse, to thrash, and to [i]gush [/i]as for the first time in her [b]entire[/b] life, Melody was cast into the throes of a full-on squirting orgasm. And indeed, for the following thirty seconds, perhaps a little more, that was all she could do. There was barely any room for her brain to coax her vocal cords into motion in order to produce sounds, ragged wheezes, grunts and gasps. She twitched and jerked, but didn’t grab at her brother’s face or start humping his hand with her violently, uncontrollably gushing, spraying pussy, fingers still relentlessly in motion even as fluids doused the fur of Nathan’s forearm and even erupted up onto his face, dripping down the lenses of his glasses as they shifted ever so slightly askew on the bridge of his muzzle.

 It was the strongest, most undeniably hot, sexy orgasm of Melody’s entire life. Just the pleasure, just the experience of feeling it had alone earned it that honor. But when the full force of that pleasure finally began to settle though, and as Melody was able to add even more to the experience in her immediate, post orgasmic consideration that it had been her sweet, nerdy brother to give her that almighty opportunity to cum her brains out, she lifted her head. She looked up over her still heaving chest and blinked several times to try and focus her vision, and when she saw Nathan... she couldn’t help but snort, and giggle uncontrollably.

Her brother’s face was [i]streaked[/i], matted with the power and volume of her ejaculatory release, and as he lay there with the shoulders of his shirt also bearing several large wet spots either side of his glistening cheeks, with his glasses not just soaked but actively [b]dripping[/b] droplets of liquid off their frames, he smiled the most goofy, silly smile that Melody had seen on his face in months, perhaps years, and whispered in a voice that totally lacked his normally measured and analytical tone.

“[i]Holy [/i][b][i]fucking[/i][/b][i] shit...[/i]”

He partially echoed his sister’s own words, blush deepening beneath his wet fur when he heard Melody giggle, and biting his bottom lip bashfully when he looked down at where his fingers were still buried inside her, then glanced back up and met Melody’s own radiantly giddy gaze once more.

“That was...”

He began, swallowing thickly before taking a deep, ragged breath and forcing himself to continue. “...that was [u]extremely[/u] erotic, Melody.”

The female jackal cackled uncontrollably as her brother’s normal vocabulary and tone reasserted itself. Even as he blushed deeper still at her laughter though, his own smile widened, and regardless of how he expressed it, his sister trembled with glee when Nathan addressed her once again.

“I know that we made no specific plans regarding the ordering of activities today, allowing some leeway so that we could respond to individual curiosities, so you could answer questions as they arose and so I could attempt different techniques if certain ones proved inadequate. But... I too would like to climax now.”

His eyes widened as he felt his sister’s pussy twitch and release a small, additional trickle of fluids over his fingers within her as he spoke those words.

“I was aware that inducing climax in a partner was seen as a powerful bonding activity, and that mutual orgasm is a frequently sought after sign of a strong physical connection between those who engage in sexual activity. And of course, having listened to you masturbating on many occasions, and engaging in similar self-stimulation myself as I did so... I was prepared for my desire to experience sexual release to rise as you approached and experienced your own, in the eventuality of me being able to provoke such a response. Or rather, I... I [i]believed[/i] that I was prepared.”

Nathan shuddered where he lay, and a moment later he began to scramble up onto his knees, not to withdraw from Melody or the experience, but so he could start unbuttoning his shirt.

“It seems however I was mistaken. Because, witnessing your climax... experiencing it so [i]vividly[/i] first-hand, it makes the distraction, the desire I faced over the last few days, and today in particular, trivial by comparison. I am not just... aroused. I am not just [i]horny[/i], to use the popular parlance. I... I

 regret to resort to using such imprecise language, but it is what my brain is providing to me, and so I can offer little else. What I am experiencing right now is... a need. A compulsive, irresistible need for... for you, Melody. For sex with you. For experiencing an orgasm not just in your presence, but with you. Nnhh... not as a learning experience. Not as a tool for my own personal development. Just... because I [i]need[/i] it. Because I [b][i]want[/i][/b] it. Because I know it will feel so, [i]so [/i]good... and most important of all, [i]because [/i]it is you. My sister. My [i]Melody[/i].”

Even as Nathan fell silent, heavy breathing aside while he fumbled clumsily with his shirt’s buttons, Melody scrambled to her knees as best she could, given how much her head was spinning with a mixture of giddiness and post-orgasmic afterglow. She began to assist her brother in removing his clothes as she knelt in front of him, face to face with his lopsided glasses and wet, ejaculate soaked fur, and as he whimpered and giggled gratefully at her assistance, the female jackal spoke in a voice that barely broke a whisper.

“I know you said this isn’t about learning, but... can I offer you one tip, based on what we’ve done already? Just one, before we... do whatever we do next?”

Nathan nodded hurriedly, ears perking up and eyes darting around as though ever so briefly wondering if there was anything nearby upon which he could write the impending advice down. Melody giggled. She pulled the front of Nathan’s shirt open and gently pressed a hand to his heart, feeling it thundering just as violently as hers, and whispered to her brother adoringly.

“I was already so horny that it was fine, but... foreplay, Nathan. You totally skipped any kind of foreplay. Kissing. Cuddling. Taking the opportunity to ensure that we were both mutually aroused and ready to continue, and to... to reinforce the bonds that we already share.”

She tried to speak her brother’s language. To give more analytical descriptions and advice even though it absolutely wasn’t how her mind naturally worked. How well she did at it, she wasn’t sure. But when Nathan continued to regard her curiously, seeming to pick up on the fact that she wasn’t entirely done with what she had to say, she smiled and leaned her head forward.

“I [i]loved[/i] what you did to me, Nathan. How you made me... o-ohh, God. How you made me [b]squirt[/b]. I loved it, and... I want to do more. To give you, your body... or, both of us together, even more pleasure. But if we’re going to do that, I... I’d like to ask if you’d be willing to do one thing for me… foreplay-wise, before we do.”

Nathan trembled, both in anticipation of what Melody was going to ask, and because at that same moment his sister’s hands had begun unfastening the buttons of his extremely tented slacks, the material of their front already sodden with pre-cum that had soaked through both his boxer briefs and the pants themselves.

“Tell me, Melody. Tell me and... a-and if I can, if it’s something I have any idea how to do, I’ll— ”

“Kiss me, Nathan. You said you couldn’t find the right words. That there wasn’t a precise spoken description for what you were feeling. So maybe... if you’re happy to try, I thought that you might be able to expre-mmnhhhh!”

Nathan’s mouth pressed itself to Melody’s own. Their noses bumped together a little more firmly than the male jackal had probably intended, but not enough to cause any meaningful discomfort to either one of them. His head tilted, first the same ways Melody’s own did, then again as they both tried to compensate. His sister giggled, but Nathan wasn’t upset. He smiled too, and as his muzzle remained still in that moment of amusement, Melody turned her head again, and more gently

 pushed her mouth to his in order to truly begin their first ever romantic, intimate kiss.

It was a bit stiff. A bit sloppy and wet, with Nathan using more tongue than necessary in a way that even he was aware of. It was a much, much less successful first than the ironically far more complex and intimate act of combined cunnilingus and digital stimulation he had performed just minutes prior, and yet as Melody peered into her brother’s wide eyes, she could see his delight. His wonder and relief and enthralled giddiness. They were kissing. They were really, [i]actually[/i] kissing, and in some strange way it was only now, after their first sexual experience together, that it felt right for them to share in that act.

“Loosen your neck, don’t push forward against me so much...” Melody whispered fondly. “Don’t try to push your whole tongue into my mouth. Tonsil tennis is just an expression, and a weird one too.”

She added playfully another thirty seconds later, by which point Nathan was lying down over her, his body bare, his cock rigid and straining, pulsing against the damp fur of his sister’s pubic mound.

“S-should I stop? Kissing you, I mean...”

Nathan whimpered bashfully as he felt his sister’s legs wrapping around his waist, her arms already around his shoulders, and the contact feeling... so nice, so cosy and comforting, and so, so [i]sexy [/i]too. Melody growled tenderly, shook her head, and craned her neck up, pushing her muzzle against his greedily.

“Uh-uh. Kiss me [i]more[/i].” His face burned hotter.

“You don’t have to be polite, I... I know I’m not very good.” 

She giggled, bumping her nose against his playfully. “I’ve fucked guys who kissed way worse, trust me. And unlike them...” She paused here to flash a seductive grin, “…you’ll have a chance to learn how to kiss me better.”

Her brother’s eyes grew wider still. Melody beamed and nodded up at him.

“I don’t care if you’re incredible, average or just plain bad at kissing, or... or anything, really, bro. What I [i]care[/i] about — what matters to me is that you want to learn. You want to experience these things, and that of all the people in the world... your horny, kinky sister is the one you’ve chosen to trust enough to explore, learn, and feel all of this.”

Her legs and arms around Nathan’s body squeezed him tighter, and somehow, terrible as he was at picking up most non-verbal cues, Nathan just knew to shift his body. To rock his hips forward in a way that brought the tip of his straining shaft to bear against his sister’s loins, and the heat, the wetness of her pussy’s outermost reaches.

“I love you, Nathan. I love you as my brother. I love you as my best friend. And now... I love you as the horny, nerdy virgin who gave me my first squirting orgasm, before he’d even taken his own

 [i]clothes[/i] off to think about his own needs. So... kiss me. [u]Fuck[/u] me. Do anything and everything you want with me, brother. Because if you want it, if you need it? I [i]need [/i]you to have it, and I need to be the one to give it to you. Today. Tonight. And... f-hhhh... fuck, and for as long as you’ll let me, for

the rest of our... oh. [i]Ohhh[/i]. Ohhhhh, [b][i]Nathan[/i][/b]!!!”

Melody’s eyes bulged as her brother’s face abruptly pressed forward, burying itself between her bare breasts, and an instant later his hips pushed, and his cock sank into her pussy for the very first time, right the way up to his knot. To his fully engorged, throbbing, pulsing...

She squeezed him. She locked her legs so hard around his body, her thighs cramped. She crossed her arms in an attempt to pull his chest through hers. She squeezed him, held him so, so tight, and Melody’s eyes rolled back, and she cried out, she grunted to her brother not in annoyance, not in patronizing reassurance, but in genuine and potent bliss as she felt his cock start to rapidly twitch and throb, and just seconds after pressing into her as best he could, the male jackal began to cum inside his sister.

No theoretical knowledge he had ever accumulated had been able to prepare him for [i]this[/i].

No amount of books or pornography or listening to Melody masturbating had given the male jackal the [i]slightest[/i] hint about what to do in this situation.

[i]This[/i] wasn’t just sex.

It never [i]had[/i] been, right from the start, despite that being their stated goal. This was something else. It was... [i]love[/i].

He was in love with his sister, and by some utter miracle, [i]she [/i]was in love with him too.

And so, he was cumming. Prematurely, uncontrollably, he was cumming just seconds after first entering his sister’s vaginal canal with his penis.

Rather than being upset though, rather than being embarrassed or frustrated or scared that he might have let her down, all Nathan could do was breathe in the rich scent of his sister’s fur between her breasts. All he could do was hold her, and cum [i]harder,[/i] and [i][b]harder[/b][/i] inside her, and keep on loving her more, and more, and more, while she held him, and practically, tangibly proved to him without a doubt that everything was okay, because she loved him too.

By Jeeves

