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A hot preview…

She moaned in ecstasy. I fucked her harder, faster. She pushed back against me, her breasts bouncing in rhythm to my thrusts, her voice soft and urgent.

"Fuck me, Richard, yes, yes...so good, so good...ohhh, I want you..."

I felt the orgasm building inside me, and I fucked her harder, my hands gripping her breasts, then sliding down over her stomach, until I finally reached her clit. I rubbed it as I fucked her, my cock buried deep inside her, filling her completely.

My head was spinning with desire, my cock throbbing inside her, my mind spinning back to everything that had happened in the past few weeks.

Comforting Mother 5 (Comforting Sister)

There was a degree of pain inside me after my father's death that I had never felt before. He was a man I had never really know - at least not well - and his absence now made it all the harder to lose him. How do resolve the loss of a man you never really knew, but was your own father? I didn't have the answer to that question, but I knew I needed closure and resolution. So, I decided to head back to his hometown, a small village in the heart of the countryside, to try to find some answers.

As I drove through the winding roads, memories of my father started flooding my mind. My mother had kept me away from him, and I had never understood why. But now, as I drove through his hometown, I realized that he had been a complex man, with a past that I had never known.

I parked my car in front of a quaint little cottage, which I guessed had been my father's home. I walked up to the front door and hesitated for a moment before knocking. Nobody answered, so I knocked again, a little harder this time.

Suddenly, the door creaked open, and I was met with the sight of a beautiful woman, who I guessed was in her mid-30s. She had striking green eyes and wavy auburn hair that cascaded down her back in loose waves. Her features were delicate and refined, and as she looked at me with an inquisitive expression, I felt my heart skip a beat.

"Can I help you?" she asked, her voice soft and lilting.

"Um, yes," I said, suddenly feeling a little flustered. "I was looking for my father's home. He grew up in this village, and I thought maybe this was his house."

The woman's expression softened, and she nodded. "Yes, this was your father's home," she said quietly. "I'm sorry for your loss."

I swallowed hard, feeling a lump form in my throat. "Thank you," I whispered. "I never really knew him, but I feel like I need to come here to find some answers."

The woman nodded again, her eyes searching mine. "I understand," she said softly. "Why don't you come in? I'll fix some tea."

She was very kind, and told me her name was Sarah. As it turned out...she was the daughter of the woman my father had married - my stepmother, whom I had never met before.

"So...that means you're my stepsister?" I asked, trying to wrap my head around all this.

Sarah nodded, a small smile on her lips. "Yes, I suppose it does," she said. "It's strange, isn't it? To suddenly discover that you have family you never knew existed."

I nodded, feeling a sense of disbelief wash over me. It was a lot to take in, but strangely, I also felt a sense of relief. Maybe coming here had been the right decision after all.

Over the next few hours, Sarah and I talked. She told me about my father's life in the village, how he had been something of a mystery to the townspeople. He was a quiet man, who kept to himself and rarely spoke to anyone. But he had also been a talented artist, and had spent much of his time painting in the fields around the village.

As Sarah spoke, I felt a sense of regret wash over me. I had never known my father, and now I never would. But at least I had come here, and had met Sarah.

She offered for me to stay with her that night, and I agreed. It was a long drive back home - four hours - and it was quite late by the time we had finished talking.

I followed Sarah inside her cottage, and as I looked around, I realized what an incredible woman she was. Everything about her radiated beauty - her skin glowed with a healthy radiance and her aura seemed to be filled with an inner peace. Her voice was soft and soothing, like a gentle lullaby.

Her home was filled with touches of artistry - sculptures were scattered around the house, paintings hung from the walls, and books were piled up on every available surface. She seemed to have an appreciation for beautiful things in life, something which I found incredibly attractive.

It quickly became clear that Sarah was more than just my stepsister. She had become something more important to me in a matter of hours - a friend, someone who understood my pain and confusion, someone who had opened up their home and heart to me without even knowing me. She was also a very beautiful woman.

As we said our goodnights, she held me close, her large breasts pressing into my chest. She smelled good, like strawberries, and without thinking, I turned my face into her neck and breathed her scent in deep.

She pulled away, a faint blush rising to her cheeks, and I suddenly became aware of how inappropriate my actions were. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to-"

"It's okay," she cut me off, her voice gentle. "It's been a long day for both of us. Let's get some rest."

I nodded, feeling a mix of shame and confusion. What was wrong with me? Why did I suddenly feel so drawn to her? She was my stepsister, for god's sake.

But as I lay down in the guest room she had prepared for me, I couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more between us. Maybe it was just the fact that we shared a common bond, having both lost our father. Or maybe there was something deeper, something that went beyond family ties.

I fell asleep with her scent still lingering in my nose, and a strange ache in my groin that I couldn't quite identify.

*****

I woke up some time in the middle of the night, feeling something warm and soft next to me. I realized it was a person - Sarah. She had crawled in beside me, and was curled up against my chest. I was stunned.

It felt good, though, and I found myself reaching down to her hip, slowly stroking her thigh under her nightgown.

She shifted in her sleep, moaning softly, and pushing her butt against my hardening cock. I felt a thrill that ran through my body. I had never felt anything so intense before. My dick was rock hard, and I reached around, squeezing her big breasts under the fabric.

Now awake, Sarah moaned. "Mmmm...Richard...please..."

I could tell she was awake, so I continued to squeeze her tits, pinching her nipples through her nightgown. It felt so good.

That voice, that need, it was all too much. I pulled her close, pressing her face into my shoulder, and slipped my hand up her nightgown. I felt her heart beating against me, her soft breathing, the hot air against my neck...and then her hand, sliding down, gripping me, stroking me... "Ohhh...yes, Richard..."

I pulled back and she looked at me with half-closed eyes. "I know," she whispered, her voice husky. "I know you want me...and I want you..."

I reached down, sliding the straps off her shoulders, pulling her nightgown downwards until her breasts were exposed to me. Then I bent down, taking one of her nipples into my mouth, sucking on it as her hand stroked me harder, faster... "Ooohh...Ohhh, Richard...you're so hard...I want you inside me..."

I pulled her nightgown down, and helped her out of it. Her body was all curves, all softness, all beauty. I moved down, kissing her neck, her shoulder...and then her breasts, her belly, her thighs...

I spread her legs with my hands, and pulled her panties to one side, looking down at her beautiful pussy. My heart was racing, my brain screaming in excitement...but it wasn't until I dove in, licking and sucking, nipping at her folds, burying my tongue into her hot hole, that reality truly hit me. I was making love to my stepsister.

I reached down, rubbing my hand against my cock, desperate for release, but I couldn't stop...couldn't take my mouth away from her... "Oohhh...Richard...Oohhh, yes..."

My tongue darted around her clit, flicking it, my hands stroking and squeezing her big breasts, her hips bucking against my mouth. I started to suck and lick her faster...then faster still.

Her juices flowed into my mouth, her body trembling in pleasure. Her moans filled the room, her fingers twisted in my hair, her hips bucking against my face. "Ooohhh...Richard...I'm gonna cum...I'm gonna cum...I'm gonna cummm..."

Her body exploded in release, her pussy flooding my mouth with her juices. I lapped as fast as I could, my own cock feeling like it would explode. Then I sat up, pulling her close, kissing her lips, her neck, her breasts...

She was trembling against me, gasping for breath, her heart beating like a drum. "Richard," she whispered, "I want you inside me."

I guided my hard cock to her slit. Our eyes met and I looked at her for confirmation. "Are you sure you want this, Sarah?"

"Yes, brother. Please."

I felt a twinge of shock at the word, but I pushed it away. This was what she wanted. This was what I wanted.

I pushed my cock inside her, feeling her hot wetness wrap around me, her muscles contracting around my shaft. She was so tight around me, so hot. I groaned, pulling back, then plunging in again.

She moaned in ecstasy. I fucked her harder, faster. She pushed back against me, her breasts bouncing in rhythm to my thrusts, her voice soft and urgent.

"Fuck me, Richard, yes, yes...so good, so good...ohhh, I want you..."

I felt the orgasm building inside me, and I fucked her harder, my hands gripping her breasts, then sliding down over her stomach, until I finally reached her clit. I rubbed it as I fucked her, my cock buried deep inside her, filling her completely.

My head was spinning with desire, my cock throbbing inside her, my mind spinning back to everything that had happened in the past few weeks.

Then, without warning, she started to cum. I felt her tissues spasm around me, her pussy gushing juice all over my cock, her body almost vibrating with an intense orgasm. Our eyes met, bodies pressed together, and I felt a surge of pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt before. I was coming, too, my cock spewing my hot, sticky cum inside her pussy...

My brain was screaming. This wasn't real. This couldn't be happening. I was fucking my stepsister, and she was loving it.

We were still for a moment, lying there in the dark, our breathing subsiding, our bodies meshed together, totally satisfied. Then she rolled over, facing me, and gave me a long, deep kiss.

"Richard...what just happened?"

"We had sex...you wanted to, right?"

She looked down, biting her lip, and nodded. "Yes, I did."

I didn't know what this meant for us going forward, and neither did Sarah. But what was certain was... we had fucked.

****

The next morning, I woke up before she did.

She looked beautiful, lying there in her bed. Smiling, I reached out, and stroked her hair, her cheek, moving my hand down her body. She stirred, smiling at me sleepily, and my heart melted. Who was this beautiful woman next to me?

She opened her eyes, and looked at me. "Good morning, Sarah."

"Good morning, Richard."

I leaned in, kissing her on the forehead. Suddenly, she put her hand on my cock, which was standing at attention. "Oh, is this for me?"

"It sure is."

She smiled. "I see...and what do you want me to do with it?"

"Well, um..."

She shook her head, grinning. "Clearly you don't know. But I do."

Before I could say anything more, Sarah ducked between my thighs under the sheets and took my hard cock into her mouth. I groaned as she started to suck me, taking my cock deeper into her throat, her lips wrapped around me, her tongue flicking against my shaft, her hand massaging my balls.

I closed my eyes, leaning back into the pillow, and let her work. Her lips were soft and warm, her tongue flicking and licking, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. It was amazing.

Sarah seemed to sense my pleasure, and started to suck me with more intensity. She bobbed her head back and forth, her mouth devouring my cock, her hand pumping me, her tongue working wonders.

I grabbed her head with both hands, almost unable to contain my ecstasy, and she sucked even harder, moaning into me, taking more and more of me into her throat, until finally I couldn't hold back.

I thrust my cock down her throat, feeling her swallow around me, her lips tightening on me, her hand pumping. I exploded inside her mouth, groaning.

"God, you're good at this."

She swallowed every drop of my load, then pulled away and looked up at me. "I've never had a connection like this. Until you came...I've been by myself."

I looked into her eyes, disbelieving. "You're so hot, Sarah. I can't believe you haven't had a boyfriend."

She shook her head. "I just didn't. I was waiting for someone...like you."

"I'm flattered, Sarah."

She giggled. "Come on...it's not that big a deal. I just wanted to feel what it was like to make love, and I wanted it to be with someone I trusted, and who I cared about...which is you."

I looked at her, and suddenly realized...I felt the same way. I knew it was sudden, and I knew I was still reeling from everything that had happened with my father...but looking at Sarah, I knew.

"So even though we're brother and sister...it's okay?"

"Well, we aren't really, but yeah...I know we have that kind of bond, because of your father," she said. "I mean, I definitely get it if it weirds you out. But my mom isn't in the picture anymore. So..."

"I already have strong feelings for you, Sarah." I cradled her cheek. "Just think of how things might be if we see this through."

She smiled. "I feel the same with you, too. And I want to make love with you."

I smiled, and pulled her face to mine, kissing her deeply, our tongues dancing together. She moaned, and I felt my cock getting hard again. I grabbed her and flipped her over on her back. I moved her legs apart, and moved in, lowering my mouth to her pussy.

I licked her clit, and she gasped. I sucked her clit, and she moaned. I licked her slit, and she moaned louder. My sister was like a volcano, her body on the edge of eruption, her moans getting more and more intense, her body trembling in ecstasy. I sucked her clit again, and she came, hard, screaming my name. I licked her juices and laid back. "That was amazing, Sarah."

"You're amazing."

She stroked my chest, and held me tight, guiding my cock to her slit. Inch by inch, she guided me into her hot, wet pussy, and let out a long moan as I entered her. She was tight, her pussy almost like a vice as I pushed deeper into her. I started to fuck her slowly, feeling her warmth wrapping around me, her pussy perfectly tight, squeezing me as I moved in and out.

She wrapped her arms around me, pulling me to her, her head resting on my chest. Our eyes met, and we started to fuck harder, my cock pumping in and out of her fast and deep, my balls slapping against her.

She was moaning, biting her lip, her eyes half closed. I pulled her legs up, and she wrapped them around me, moaning louder as I fucked her faster, her body shuddering.

Suddenly, I pulled out of her, almost ready to shoot my load, and flipped her onto her stomach, entering her from behind. I grabbed her ass and started to pound into her, panting, my hot breath on her neck.

I reached forward and started to rub her clit as we fucked, and she moaned louder, her pussy dripping with her juices, my cock thrusting in and out of her, my balls aching to release my load deep inside her.

I felt her pussy start to tighten, and she let out a long moan, then moaned again, then screamed, her pussy clamping down on my cock, milking it, spasming around me, her juices gushing, drenching my balls.

I came hard, releasing my load inside her, pumping her full of my cum, her body shuddering and shaking under my touch, my cock thrusting and releasing inside her, her pussy twitching and squeezing my cock, her juices drenching my balls, our bodies erupting together in a glorious orgasm.

I lay down on top of her, both of us panting, our bodies warm and spent.

"What comes now, sis?"

She shook her head, holding me close.

"I don't know...but I want to stick around for it."

We kissed again, and that was how I began an intense affair with my stepsister.
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