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This was it: the moment of truth. I was only
seconds away from finding out if the machine actually worked, or if
I had just wasted years of my life for nothing. It had to work. I
held my breath as I flipped the switch. Sweat poured down my face,
dripping onto my tits and into my cleavage. It didn’t matter. I was
going to change out of this top soon anyway.

The lights along the top of the machine began
to flicker. Eureka! It actually appeared to be working! I still had
a few preparations to make before initiating the real test.
Everything had to be perfect, after all. I spent so many years
building this machine, and fantasizing about the day I could
actually use it. Everything just had to be perfect.

I knew I should wait a few hours before
running my initial test. If I didn't give myself enough time, I
could inadvertently create a time paradox. As eager as I was to
fuck my own temporal clone, it wasn't worth destroying the very
fabric of space and time to do it. These things must be done
delicately.

A few hours should suffice. It would give me
plenty of time to get to know myself better. In the meantime, I
should get myself in the mood. I flipped the switch on the time
machine to turn it off – I didn't want to waste power until I was
ready to use it – and wheeled it into my bedroom. In order to
maximize my time, I might as well have it right where I needed to
be.

Once the time machine was in place, I began
to remove my work clothes, a simple tight red V-neck top that
hugged my curves in all the right places and a pair of form-fitting
skinny jeans. I knew I looked good already, but I wanted to slip
into something a bit more comfortable. This was going to be a
special night, after all. This was the cumulation of all my
research and work. It had to be perfect.

I dug out a lacy black negligee from the back
of my closet. It occurred to me that this piece of clothing hadn't
seen action in quite some time. The smooth silky fabric felt
amazing against my skin. I was already getting in the mood and
couldn't wait for the night I had planned for myself to begin. I
didn’t bother putting on the matching silk panties. I would just
end up removing them sooner than later anyway. I might as well keep
my pussy free to allow easy access and a full view of my favorite
part of my body.

I caught my own reflection in the full body
mirror attached to my dresser. Oh god, I was sexy! The way my tits
filled out the negligee, the soft curves of my legs! I was ready to
jump myself right now, but I had to wait. I couldn't risk going
back to another point in time. It had to be timed just perfectly,
to a time when neither me nor the other me would leave this
bedroom. We – I – couldn't risk altering the time line. In just a
few hours, I would come back to this exact moment in time, and meet
myself just as I am right now.

I figured I might as well get myself in the
mood while I waited for the right time, as if I wasn't already in
the mood. I climbed onto my queen-sized bed and positioned myself
so that I could see my own image in the mirror. As sexy as other
women are, they could never get me off in quite the same way as I
could. Perhaps that’s why my past girlfriends always left me as
soon as they found out about my peculiar masturbatory habits and
fetishes. It’s not my fault the mirror got me off better than they
ever could.

I watched my tits bounce gently in the
reflection across from me. My pussy got wet as I focused on my own
breasts. I grabbed my tits, one in each hand, as I stared at the
mirror and gently massaged my nipples until they both became erect.
I pushed down the fabric of the negligee to expose my tits to the
cool air. I had always loved the way my nipples felt when they're
bare, being nipped at by the air conditioning or cool night air. I
glanced back and forth between my tits and my reflection and
couldn't wait until there was another real-life me here with me in
my bedroom.

I moved my hand down from my tit. It bounced
gently as I let go. Slowly, I guided my hand down to my already wet
pussy and began fingering my clit. I circled my finger around my
clit several times, all while stroking my nipple between the
fingers of my other hand. Then I began to rub at my clit
vigorously. The pressure in my stomach was building. I kept my eyes
cracked open just enough to see my face in the mirror as it
contorted from the pleasure that I was giving to myself. Oh God was
I hot!

My pussy was engorged with desire for myself.
I kept rubbing my clit and my nipples. The pressure was building
and building. I watched the way my tit looked squeezed in the palm
of my hand, and the way the other jiggled freely, awaiting it’s
turn. I moved my hand to the free tit, and watched the other one
sway. I rubbed my clit even harder. I was coming!

My juices covered my hand, but I just kept
going, rubbing harder and harder, squeezing my tit harder and
harder until it was more than I could stand. My arms were tired and
my pussy was sore, but I just kept going. No one else was here –
yet – to get me off if I stopped now. I needed this warm-up before
I met the other me. Well, maybe I didn’t need it, per se, but I was
greedy. I wanted as many orgasms as I could get.

The pressure reached its peak and I felt a
gush of fluid between my legs. I was exhausted and fell backward on
my bed, breathing heavily. I was sure I’d be ready for another
round by time it was ready to turn on the time machine. I just
hoped my past-self had enough energy for another go. I passed out
on the bed, exhausted from my first – but hopefully not last –
orgasm of the night.




I woke up a few hours later and was confident
enough time had passed to give myself plenty of time to enjoy... my
own company. This was it. The machine turned on just fine, but it
was now time to find out if it actually worked. I flipped the
switch once more. The lights all lit up, just as they had when I
tested it out before. I opened the door to reveal a space just
large enough for my body to fit. I set the time via the number pad
near the machine's door. Simply going back a few hours shouldn't
draw too much power, and this was the perfect way to test my
invention. I took a deep breath, climbed inside, and closed the
door.

The ride lasted only moments. A low buzzing
sound echoed through my ears and I felt a heavy pressure inside my
head. And then it stopped suddenly. The door of the machine creaked
open. Cautiously, I exited the machine and looked around. I was
still in my bedroom. It was just as I had left it.

And there I was, a copy of me created by a
time travelling paradox, spread out across my bed, my hand placed
playfully over my pussy and looking directly at me with a seductive
smile across my face. My long hair draped gracefully over my toned
shoulders as my arm moved slightly while I rubbed my pussy. I had
arrived just hours prior to my departure, at the moment when I
began pleasuring myself in anticipation of my arrival.

"I see my machine worked," the other me
said.

 

"Yes," I replied. "Can I give you a
hand?"

“Of course,” she said. “And I hope you give
me much, much more than that.” The other me motioned her finger
seductively, inviting me to join her on the bed, our bed. Her
painted red fingernails glistened across the room. I jumped into
the bed and slowly started to remove her lacy negligee to reveal
her bouncy tits. I grabbed one of her tits and began stroking her
nipple between my fingers. She pulled down my identical negligee as
well and did the same to me. We both let out a moan at the same
exact time. I leaned in to suck on her other nipple, still
maintaining my hold on the other one between my fingers.

The other me moaned loudly and pushed me down
against the familiar bed. She straddled my tight body, our pussies
pressed tightly against one another. I felt the juices from her wet
pussy mingling with my own. I pulled her negligee up over her head
and tossed it aside, then leaned up slightly to remove my own. Both
identical pieces of clothing laid crumpled on the floor between our
bed and mirror. She held me down by my upper arms and pressed her
soft ruby lips to mine. Her tongue plunged between my lips and
began tickling my tongue. She knew better than anyone else I’ve
ever fucked exactly how I like it.

My tongue traced along the top of hers,
delicately, then a bit rougher to show her a preview of just what
was to come, as if she didn’t already know. We both moaned in
unison once more. I pushed her over and climbed on top without
breaking the connection between our lips as I forced her to switch
positions.

While supporting myself with one hand on the
mattress, I brushed my hand over her tit and ran it all the way
down to her pussy as we made out. I rubbed her clit just the way I
knew she liked it. Gently at first, circled around a few times,
dipped my finger ever so softly into her soaking wet pussy, and
then I rubbed her clit fast and furiously.
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