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A hot preview…

"Shhh," she said, placing a finger on my lips. She removed her hand, and I just stared at her. "It's okay, Mike. I don't mind what happened between us." She placed her other hand on my knee, rubbing it slowly. "In fact," she said, "I kind of like it."

I wanted to tell her we should stop, that this was wrong. But I couldn't. Instead, I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips were soft and supple, and I felt myself sinking into them. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down onto the couch.

I pulled away and looked her in the eyes, and I knew that I wouldn't be able to stop this. I kissed her again, and she kissed me back, working her way down my chest. She opened my shirt and pulled it off, revealing my tanned chest. Her warm hands traced down my body, and I moaned. She ran her hands through my hair, kissing me gently.

Comforting Mother Part 6

I remember the way it happened. It was silly, almost - I was on reddit, browsing my usual threads, expecting a totally normal day. I never intended my journey to lead to sex with the woman who was my stepsister.

The thread was on a subreddit called "Confessions," where users shared their darkest secrets anonymously. I scrolled through the posts, not expecting to find anything of interest. But then, one post caught my attention:

"I've been having an affair with my stepbrother and I can't stop."

My heart skipped a beat as I read those words. They were written by someone who called herself "Samantha," and her story was so similar to mine that it was almost eerie. I clicked on her profile and found her other posts, all of them detailing the illicit relationship she had with her stepbrother.

"It started one day when I met him outside a cafe, and we struck up a conversation," Samantha wrote in one post. "We were both surprised to learn that we had so much in common. We started meeting up more often, talking on the phone, texting each other. And then, one day, we kissed. It was like something had been building up between us for a long time and we couldn't ignore it anymore."

I couldn't believe what I was reading. It was like Samantha was writing my story. I felt a strange mix of excitement and guilt as I read on. In her latest post, Samantha had written that she and her brother had finally given in to their desires and slept together.

"It was amazing," she wrote. "We were both so scared at first, but once we got started, we couldn't stop. It was like we were meant to be together."

I closed my laptop, feeling a wave of emotions wash over me. I had always been attracted to my sister, but I never thought anything would happen between us.

Samantha's post had made me wonder...was it possible that my own stepsister, Margaret, could harbor feelings for me?

****

I decided to call Margaret and ask her to lunch. Perhaps I could get a better idea of how she felt that way.

"Hi, Margaret," I said as she picked up. "Do you want to come meet me for lunch sometime?"

"I'd love to," she said. "When did you have in mind?"

"Whenever you want. I'll go anywhere you want to go."

"How about tomorrow?" she asked.

"Great," I said. "I'll meet you at the diner at 11:30."

I hung up the phone and smiled. Maybe Margaret felt the same draw that I did. Maybe I'd finally get to act on the forbidden feelings I had for my sister.

****

Margaret and I sat across from each other at the diner, talking about our day. I'd told her about going to classes, and she told me about her day at work.

I was used to seeing Margaret wear loose-fitting clothing that hid her body. But now, she was wearing a short-sleeved shirt that revealed her slender arms. Her skirt was also shorter than usual, and I found myself staring at her legs.

"Are you going to order anything?" Margaret asked.

"Sorry," I said, shaking my head. "I'll have the usual."

"Okay," she said. "I'll get the same thing."

Margaret headed to the counter, and I took the opportunity to check her out a little more. Her legs were slender, but they were also toned. I wondered what it would feel like to run my hands up those long legs, and feel the muscles beneath my fingertips.

I shook my head, laughing at myself. I couldn't believe I was thinking about my sister this way. That wasn't the way things were supposed to be.

Margaret returned a moment later and we began to talk again. She wrapped her hands around her cup of coffee, and I was struck by how feminine they looked. Her hands were small, and perfectly manicured. I imagined them wrapped around my cock.

'What am I thinking?' I thought, shaking my head. 'This isn't how things are supposed to be.'

But then, Margaret looked up and met my eyes. I held her gaze for just a moment, before I looked away. I couldn't let her know how I felt, I reminded myself. I took a sip of my own coffee and tried to focus elsewhere.

"So," I said. "Are you still seeing that guy?"

"Which one?" Margaret asked, playing with her straw.

"The last one," I said, "with the beard."

"No," she said. "That didn't work out."

"Oh," I said, forcing a smile onto my face. "Well, I hope you find someone."

"What about you?" she asked. "Are you seeing anyone?"

"No," I said, shaking my head. "I haven't had much time for dating."

"You should give it a try," she said. "You might find someone you like."

I didn't answer, instead taking another sip of my coffee. Margaret stared at me, her eyes filled with curiosity. I wanted to hold that gaze, to let her know how I felt. But instead, I looked away again.

"Are you okay?" Margaret asked.

"Yeah," I said. "Just tired. I didn't sleep very well last night."

"Why not?" she asked. "Did you stay up late?"

"No," I said. "I had a nightmare."

"Oh," she said, looking concerned. "Do you want to talk about it?"

"No," I said. "It was just some dumb thing. I'll be fine."

Margaret looked at me, her eyes flickering with concern.

"You sure?" she asked. "I'm always here for you if you need to talk."

"Thanks," I said, smiling at her. "I know I can always count on you."

I wanted to tell her that she could count on me for more than that. I wanted to take her hand in mine and lean across the table, pressing my lips against hers. But I held myself back. I knew that if I did that, the forbidden feelings I had for her would be made real.

"We should do this more often," Margaret said. "We don't see each other enough."

"I know," I said. "We should have lunch together more."

"We should," she said. "But I think I'll be busy next week." She prepared to pay for the check. "Do you want to come over, instead? We could hang out a bit like old times."

Her words filled me with hope. Was she suggesting that we hang out, just the two of us? Was she hoping that it would become something more?

"Sure," I said. "That sounds great."

That night, I couldn't sleep. I tossed and turned in my bed, thinking about Margaret. I couldn't wait to see her again. But at the same time, I was unsettled. What if I couldn't control myself around her, being alone? She was just so...hot.

When I woke the next day, I headed to the gym and jogged on the treadmill. I needed to burn off some of this energy before I saw her again.

When I got home, I took a shower and got dressed. I'd already decided what I was going to wear, but I wanted to make sure I looked my best. I spent a long time in front of the mirror, making sure I looked okay. Then, I headed over to Margaret's, my nerves on edge.

When I got there, Margaret was already at the door waiting. She wore short-shorts and a sleeveless top, showing off her slim arms and toned legs.

"Hi," I said, stepping inside. "How are you?"

"I'm great," she said. "You look nice today."

"Thanks," I said. "You look great, too."

"Thanks," she said, giving me a big smile.

Margaret led me into the living room and we sat together on the couch. The windows were open, and I could hear the birds outside.

"It's been a while since we've hung out just the two of us," I said.

"I know," she replied. "It's just been hard with work and school. I'm glad you're here though."

She glanced at me, and I returned the look. She looked so hot in that moment, like she wanted me as much as I wanted her. I took a deep breath and reached for her hand. She looked into my eyes and didn't say anything. I took that as a sign and took her hand in mine.

Margaret didn't pull away, but she didn't return the gesture. I looked into her eyes, searching for answers.

"It's just," she said, "you're my sister. I don't know if-"

I pulled my hand away and stood up.

"I'm sorry," I said. "I shouldn't have done that."

"Wait -" She took my hand again and pulled me back down. "Mike, it's okay."

I sat down again, looking at her questioningly. "Margaret...are you sure? I mean..."

"Shhh," she said, placing a finger on my lips. She removed her hand, and I just stared at her. "It's okay, Mike. I don't mind what happened between us." She placed her other hand on my knee, rubbing it slowly. "In fact," she said, "I kind of like it."

I wanted to tell her we should stop, that this was wrong. But I couldn't. Instead, I leaned in and kissed her. Her lips were soft and supple, and I felt myself sinking into them. She wrapped her arms around me and pulled me down onto the couch.

I pulled away and looked her in the eyes, and I knew that I wouldn't be able to stop this. I kissed her again, and she kissed me back, working her way down my chest. She opened my shirt and pulled it off, revealing my tanned chest. Her warm hands traced down my body, and I moaned. She ran her hands through my hair, kissing me gently.

I took her shirt off, revealing her perfect breasts. She unclasped her bra and let it fall, her breasts bouncing free. I leaned in and kissed her breasts. I took one of her nipples in my mouth and sucked gently, rolling it around with my tongue. She moaned, her hands traveling down my back and squeezing my ass. I kissed down her stomach, stopping just above her pussy. I slid my hands up her thighs and pulled her shorts down, revealing her wet pussy.

She got up and removed her shorts completely. She reached a hand down and ran a finger over her pussy lips. I pulled her hand away, and replaced it with my mouth. I pressed my tongue against her clit, flicking it back and forth rapidly. She moaned and pulled my head against her, grinding against my mouth. I slid a finger inside her, then two, and then three, working them slowly.

I pulled away from her pussy and stood up. I kissed her and she pulled me close to her. I felt her tits pressing against my chest, our bodies pressed against each other. I reached my hand down and pulled off my pants, freeing my throbbing cock. I was fully erect and ready, and I pressed the tip of my shaft against Margaret's pussy. She moaned and I pushed my cock into her hard, burying it deep inside her.

We started moving together, a slow and steady rhythm. I put my hands around her ass and picked her up, carrying her to the couch. I sat her down on the couch, her legs spread around me. I looked into her eyes and we kissed again.

I leaned over her and started to pump into her slowly. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and I started to move faster. I grabbed her ass and moved my hips with increasing speed. Margaret reached down and started rubbing her clit. I thrust into her, grunting with the effort.

Margaret sat up, and I leaned back. She started rubbing her clit with her fingers, and I watched her. I grabbed her tits and started to fuck her hard.

"Yes," she moaned. "Fuck me harder. I want you to fuck me hard."

I grabbed her hair and yanked her head back, fucking her as hard as I could. She reached her hand down and started rubbing her clit, working it furiously.

"I'm going to come," she said. "I'm going to come."

"Come for me," I said. "I want to feel you come on my cock."

She moaned and her hips bucked up against mine. She came hard, and I felt her legs shaking. I grunted and started to come, my cock shooting streams of hot cum into her pussy. We fucked faster and faster, each of us coming again and again.

I pulled out of Margaret, and she collapsed onto the couch. I grabbed her hand and pulled her out of her and onto the floor. I laid her down and pulled her legs up, so that her legs were up in the air, and I was over her. I spread her and slid my cock back into her pussy, fucking her slowly.

"You're so tight," I said. "I love fucking your tight pussy."

"Yes," she said. "I love the way it feels when you fuck me like that."

I pulled her legs back into me and fucked her hard.. She moaned loudly each time I thrust into her. I reached a hand down and started rubbing her clit, and she whimpered, begging me to do it again. I fucked her harder, pushing my cock in and out of her. Her pussy was tight, and my cock was throbbing.

She started to bounce her pussy against me, rolling her hips and grinding against me. She put her hands on my ass and pulled me into her. I fucked her hard, grunting with each thrust. She screamed and came again, and I felt her walls begin to contract around my cock. I felt my cock getting thicker, my balls low and tight, ready to shoot again.

We fucked and fucked, until I could feel my cock getting even more sensitive. I pulled my cock out of Margaret and jerked my dick, as my hot cum shot out of it and onto Margaret's body. I collapsed next to her, both of us breathing hard.

"I've wanted you for so long," I said. "I love you."

"I love you, too," she said. "I'm yours, Mike. I've always been yours."

"Really?" I asked.

"I wanted us to be lovers but... I didn't know if you wanted it too."

"I've always had a thing for you," I admitted. "Even though we aren't actually brother and sister, I feel closer to you than if we were related for real."

She grabbed my hand and kissed it. "I'm so glad you feel that way," she said. "I love you."

"I love you too, Margaret."

We kissed, and I felt at peace. I felt closer to Margaret than I ever had before, and I knew that she was meant to be mine.
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