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    My Dominant Stepsister 
 
      
 
    1 
 
      
 
    “What the hell?”  
 
    “What is it, honey?” 
 
    From the kitchen, Ella heard my exclamation. But I didn’t respond right away. Instead, I just stared at the phone in my hand, reading again the message on the screen as though it might magically change to something that made more sense. But of course, it didn’t. Unfortunately, life doesn’t work that way. Riley’s message sat in front of me like an unexploded bomb, full of dark possibilities. 
 
    Our parents are splitting up. 
 
    Almost my first reaction was anger. Not at the content of the message so much as who delivered it. I almost never spoke to my stepsister anymore. Even though we lived in the same town. I went away to college and then moved back, but that distance seemed to remain between us. And that was fine by me. Riley stirred up all kinds of strange feelings in me that I still had a hard time dealing with. Easier just to try to ignore them. And for her part, she seemed perfectly willing to let the past go too.  
 
    Yet we still saw each other often enough. Far too often for my liking. After all, her mom was married to my dad, so holidays and family events brought us into contact way more often than I would have liked. There was no need to have a relationship outside that. 
 
    But how did Riley know this before I did? Joyce must’ve told her, I reflected, and almost smiled a wry smile at the thought that my dad hadn’t mentioned anything to me. There was nothing new about that. But that’s the relationship we have. There’s always been that distance between us. I love the old guy, and I know he loves me too. But we don’t talk like that. We don’t talk about serious things, about real things. I wondered when he planned on telling me that he was splitting up with his wife. Knowing him, he might’ve waited until the next time we visited him, and then idly mentioned that Joyce was gone with no more fanfare than he would’ve announced that they had a new mailman. Maybe it’s his generation. A generation of people who don’t believe in making a fuss. Or maybe it’s just him. Trying to downplay everything the way he always does. Even when my mom died, back when I was a kid, he took the loss in more or less stoic silence. I knew it hurt him deeply, just as it did me. But you wouldn’t know it from the outside. 
 
    “Dad and Joyce are splitting up.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” 
 
    Ella stepped out from the kitchen as she spoke. Her hazel eyes looked at me from across the room, radiating concern and sympathy. My father’s romantic affairs were his own business, of course. But he and Joyce had been married a long time. I had been virtually an adult when she came into my life, seventeen when they married. It’s not like the woman raised me. We only lived under the same roof for a year before I moved away to college. But she seemed like a nice lady, and she was clearly good to my father.  
 
    “According to Riley.” 
 
    “She told you? Not your dad?” 
 
    Ella just nodded at that. She knew what my dad was like. They had a good relationship, the two of them getting along just fine when we got together. But she knew dad wasn’t the type to talk about anything serious if he could avoid it. And she also knew, maybe even better than I did, that I had plenty of that trait in myself, too. It was a thing I tried to work on, trying hard to get better at saying what I wanted and how I felt. Old habits die hard. And the past has a pull on us that is not easily shaken off, no matter how much we might think we’ve escaped the gravity of what came before. 
 
    I was about to learn that in the most unforgettable way possible. 
 
    “I’ve got to talk to my dad,” I said. Ella nodded, without saying a word, drying off her hands on the tea towel she held from doing the dishes. Discarding Riley’s message, I opened up the contacts on my phone and placed the call. However this all turned out the end, I already knew it wasn’t going to be easy. 
 
    But I had no idea just what I was in for. 
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “So that’s it? You’re getting divorced, just like that?” 
 
    “People do it all the time, Shane,” my dad said. He was sitting in his favorite armchair, squinting against the sunlight that streamed through the window as the birds warbled outside. It wasn’t the house I grew up in; they had sold that long ago and downsized into this smaller, more manageable single story home in the same town. After all, my dad was getting older. And none of us like to think that way, but it’s the truth of life. I saw him often enough that it didn’t hit me all at once, the way it sometimes did when we traveled to see Ella’s parents in a different state. But there was no avoiding the truth. I rarely thought of my dad this way, but the truth was, he’s an old man. And as I remarked perhaps unkindly to my wife before I set out on this solo trip to find out what was going on, at his age, why wouldn’t you just ride out even a bad marriage? 
 
    “I don’t get it,” I said. Over in the chair, my dad sighed. 
 
    “There’s nothing to get,” he said. “We just don’t do it for each other anymore.” 
 
    “Do what for each other? At your age, you shouldn’t be doing anything more than the crossword puzzle together!” 
 
    “I don’t want to talk about this with you,” my dad grumbled, and I sighed in exasperation. 
 
    “No, of course you don’t,” I snarled. “That’s why I have to find out that you’re getting divorced from Riley.” 
 
    “Well, you know how women talk,” my father said uneasily. 
 
    “No, dad. That’s how people talk. Ordinary, normal people talk like that. They talk about big changes in their lives and what’s going on with them to each other. Not us, though.” 
 
    My father sat there in stubborn silence, staring without seeing out into his little patch of fanatically neat garden. And I sat in silence too, trying to control my temper. I could hardly blame the old man for being the way he had always been. The years as they passed only seemed to confirm him more finally and fully in the way that he was. Just a stubborn old man who saw no reason to change, who acted like nothing bothered him, not even the loss of a marriage that had lasted longer than that of my parents. I had nothing more to say, and he clearly wasn’t interested in saying more either. Either this what he wanted, or he was unwilling to say otherwise. Either way, there was nothing I was going to do to change his mind. 
 
    In the silence, I heard the front door open. Female voices rang out in the hallway of the house, and I braced myself. When dad had told me Joyce was out getting a beauty treatment, I had been a little relieved at the thought we would be able to talk alone together. For all the good that did. But I knew even then that meant I might run into Riley. And as she and her mother walked down the hallway toward the living room, I rose to my feet, preparing myself. Maybe that was one bright side of this insane divorce, I briefly thought in the private space of my own head. Maybe I wouldn’t be seeing so much of her anymore after this. 
 
    “Oh, hi, Shane,” Riley said as she stepped into the living room, her mother following along behind her. I stepped over to them, forcing a smile onto my face. Not too big a smile, of course. After all, it was a sad event that brought me here. 
 
    “Hi,” I said quickly to Riley. “Hi, Joyce. I’m really sorry to hear about this.” 
 
    I pressed my cheek against Joyce’s in greeting, and heard her sigh in response. 
 
    “Oh, you know,” she said as I stepped back again. “It’s just one of those things.” 
 
    Maybe she had always been like this. Or maybe years of living with my dad had reinforced a kind of code of silence on her, too. Perhaps she had given her daughter the full lowdown on what had gone sour in their marriage, but I was still in the dark. Then again, maybe it was better that way. It’s not like I wanted the gory details. 
 
    “Well, I should probably be going,” I said, still standing and using the break caused by the two women coming in to make my escape. After all, it’s not like I was going to get anything more useful out of my dad. And maybe I was still in a kind of state of shock at the news, at least a little bit. I had always assumed that Joyce would be part of my dad’s life, and therefore my life, forever. I still didn’t know how to feel about the fact that was no longer true. 
 
    “Yeah, so should I,” Riley said. “Hey Shane, could you give me a ride to the bus stop?” 
 
    “No, I can drive you home,” I said. “You still live in Russell Hill?” 
 
    Riley rolled her eyes theatrically. There was always something theatrical about her. Everything was a big production, the woman incapable of doing anything low-key. 
 
    “No, but that’s a whole story,” she said. “Come on. I can tell you on the way.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Not like I was in a particular hurry to hear the latest bit of drama in her dramatic life. But I knew her well enough to know I was going to hear it anyway. So, saying goodbye to my dad and his soon-to-be ex-wife, I stepped out of the house. Riley came with me, striding along beside me, almost my height in the high-heeled boots she wore with her tightfitting jeans tucked into them. As we moved toward my car, she snaked one of her arms around mine. I almost flinched at the touch. Riley just smiled, keeping her arm exactly where it was. Exactly where she wanted it to be. I knew this about her, that she seemed to get an anonymous amount of fun out of making me feel uncomfortable. And yet, knowing what she was like never seemed to make me immune to her little mind games. Even after all these years, she still made me uncomfortable. 
 
    I climbed behind the wheel of my car, and Riley got into the passenger seat. She told me what part of the city to head for, and I started the engine. Together, we pulled away from our parent’s house, a charged silence between us as I swung my car out on the road. 
 
    “So what do you think about all this?” Riley finally said. With my eyes on the road, I could only take her in through rapid glances from the corner of my eye. She sat back in her seat, her elbow on the car door, her hand idly toying with the short bob of her black hair. I had noticed in the house the wings of black eyeliner she wore that made her greenish blue eyes shine between dark lashes. The faint dusting of freckles across the bridge of her nose was fainter now than it had been when I first met her as a teenager, but it was still noticeable there underneath whatever other makeup she was wearing. Along with her jeans and boots, she was wearing a white tank top, a long silver chain hanging around her neck with a collection of different artifacts dangling from it. She was still beautiful. Maybe even more so than she had been all those years ago when she first came into my life. Time had enhanced her feminine charms, and her confidence, always impressive, had only grown through the years. As far as I could tell, Riley remained what she had always been, a gorgeous woman well aware of the effect her beauty had on other people. That was part of what made her so dangerous. 
 
    “I don’t know what to think,” I said. “Is your mom okay?” 
 
    “She’s coping,” Riley replied. “I’d ask how your dad is doing with it, but I’m going to go ahead and guess he didn’t really make a big deal about it, did he?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I said, not without some bitterness, while Riley chuckled beside me. After all, she knew what my dad was like. She and I were almost exactly the same age. Only a matter of months between us. But unlike me, she didn’t go to college. She stayed home longer than I did, bouncing around from one low-paying job to another, unable to get her life together enough to move out until she was twenty or so. In that time, she had lived with her mom and my dad and learned exactly what the old man is like. 
 
    “You Thompson men and your repression,” she said with a laugh. 
 
    “Hey, I’m not repressed,” I said. 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    I kept my eyes on the road as Riley turned in her seat. But I could feel those glittering turquoise-colored eyes on me, could hear the pink-lipped smile in her voice as she spoke. 
 
    “You must’ve changed a lot then, bro,” she said. “Because I remember when you were just about the most uptight kid in the world.” 
 
    “Don’t call me bro,” I said, making Riley laugh again. 
 
    “Why not? Our parents are married. You’re my stepbrother.” 
 
    “Not for long,” I said. And it was as though I had to say it out loud to realize the truth of it. A smile tugged at the corners of my lips, trying to spread across my face while I did my best not to show it. That was one bright spot in all this confusion. If Joyce and my dad got divorced, Riley wouldn’t be my stepsister anymore. She would just be some girl I knew. And probably, I wouldn’t have to see her again much after this. No more family gatherings. No more chance meetings at our parent’s house. Maybe she would finally be out of my life forever, taking with her all the strange and confusing and uncomfortable feelings I invariably felt whenever she was around. Every cloud has its silver lining. 
 
    “Oh, you’re so mean to me,” Riley said teasingly. “It’s almost like you’re looking forward to not being my brother anymore.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that.” 
 
    “Good. Because that would really hurt me. I know you don’t like admitting it, but it’s still the truth. At least for now. It doesn’t have to be weird, just because we used to have sex.” 
 
    I gripped the steering wheel, scowling at the road up ahead. It wasn’t like either of us had forgotten our shared past, of course. But she didn’t have to come out and say it like that. I was doing my best to pretend that we were normal, focusing on the fact that this strange and unpredictable woman wouldn’t be in my life much longer. Probably that was exactly why she said what she said. To keep me uncomfortable, keep me on the back foot. Right where she wanted me. Somehow, it always seemed to work. 
 
    “Don’t say that,” I weakly protested. Riley just laughed in response. 
 
    “Why not? It’s true. We had sex. Lots of sex, as I recall. Some of it was even pretty good, once I taught you how to actually do it properly. I took your virginity, bro. Our parents getting divorced isn’t going to change that.” 
 
    “God, you’re so fucking weird,” I said. In response, Riley just laughed out loud. 
 
    “Oh, pull in here,” she said, twisting in her seat to point across the road. 
 
    “Why?” I asked, frowning in confusion as I checked my mirrors. But even so, I did what she wanted. Already, I was turning the wheel toward the parking lot of the stripmall she indicated. 
 
    “Because I want to talk to you, and this dive bar looks like the perfect place to do it,” Riley said as I pulled into a parking space. “Come on. Let’s go get day drunk and get to the bottom of this.” 
 
    “Get to the bottom of what?” I asked. Riley didn’t bother to answer. She was already reaching for the handle of the car door, swinging it open with the engine still running. I twisted the key in the ignition as she stepped outside, the heels of her boots loud on the asphalt. Scrambling out of the car, I made sure to lock it as I followed her into the lurid neon glow of the bar. 
 
    “God, look at this place,” she said as she stepped inside. Her shoulders rose and fell as she took a deep breath and let it out, as though trying to inhale the stench of stale beer and desperation that hung around the place like a fog. From the bar, I saw the dark eyes of several solitary drinkers turning toward her, doing a predictable dance of desire over the body of this beautiful young woman, the way her jeans clung to her hips, the way her breasts rose and fell in her tank top. If Riley noticed, she didn’t seem to care. After all, she was used to it. She had always been a woman who liked attention. Another thing about her that seemed never to change. 
 
    Grizzled heads turned to watch as she headed toward the bar, and I followed her a little more closely. Not that I expected any trouble in the middle of the day. Still, I didn’t doubt that Riley’s experience in this dive bar might go very differently if I wasn’t there, if I didn’t make it clear that she wasn’t by herself. On the other hand, I knew this woman could more than take care of herself. Any man that saw Riley as an easy target would learn his mistake all too quickly, I knew. 
 
    Riley ordered two beers, and the bartender nodded. As he set down the glasses in front of us, Riley picked hers up and clinked its rim against mine. 
 
    “Cheers,” she said. 
 
    “I’ve got to get home,” I said, looking toward the door we had just entered from. 
 
    “Oh yeah? To do what?” 
 
    I no longer had driving to protect me. I no longer had an excuse not to look her right in the face. That blue-green stare hit me the way it always did, as though this woman could see right through me. She always had that quality about her, as if she knew me better than I knew myself. As though all my feeble pretenses were useless against her. I was trying to pretend that nothing strange ever happened between us. Trying to pretend that she wasn’t incredibly attractive to me, as though I didn’t still feel the desire for her I had felt all those years ago when we were both horny teenagers. But the way she stared right through me with smiling eyes, it wasn’t hard to believe that my attempts were not working even a little. 
 
    “Just… stuff,” I said. 
 
    “Well, that’s convincing. Can’t argue with that. Didn’t realize you had…stuff. I guess that’s more important than having a drink with your sister.” 
 
    “You’re not my sister.” 
 
    “Why? Just because we used to fuck?” 
 
    Behind the bar, the bartender didn’t react. He carried on loading glasses into the dishwasher with barely a pause, as though he hadn’t heard a word. But I was sure I could see his attention shift toward us, his ears practically pricking up at the strange conversation happening within a few feet of him. I suspected Riley said these things for him to hear just as much as she said them to make me uncomfortable. Either way, it was working. 
 
    “Stop saying that.” 
 
    “See? Repressed. Just like your dad. That’s fine. If you have stuff to do, go on and do it. Say hi to Ella for me. I’ll just stay here and have a few drinks and see where the day takes me.” 
 
    I sat at the bar, staring at the glass in front of my hands. One beer wasn’t going to hurt. Besides, it wasn’t like I could leave her here alone. Like I said, Riley can take care of herself, but still, you never know what can happen in a place like this. After a moment’s pause, I reached for my beer and took a drink. And Riley’s face lit up with a sly smile as she watched me. 
 
    “How is Ella, anyway?” 
 
    “She’s good,” I said, happy to be off the uncomfortable subjective our sordid past and onto something more wholesome. 
 
    “Good. I always liked her. I should see if she wants to hang out someday.” 
 
    “With you?” 
 
    “No, with Michelle Obama. Of course with me. Why not?” 
 
    “No reason,” I said uncertainly. “Just… I didn’t think you guys were friends like that. I mean, you get on okay at family functions and stuff, but I don’t really see the two of you hanging out.” 
 
    “That’s why I want to do it,” Riley said, taking another drink. “We only see each other at those family events. And now our parents are splitting up, I’m guessing there won’t be many more of those. So we should make plans to hang out outside of that.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “What do you mean, why? I like her. I think we could be friends. And I like you, too, bro. Just because our parents are splitting up doesn’t mean we shouldn’t see each other anymore.” 
 
    “That’s funny. Because I was thinking it means exactly that.” 
 
    “Oh, Shane, you’re going to hurt my feelings if you carry on like this. It’s a good job I know you’re just joking. You know we have fun together. At least, we used to. As I recall, we used to have a lot of fun together.” 
 
    As she spoke, Riley shifted in her seat. I almost jumped when I felt her hand resting on my leg. Close to the knee, almost innocent. Except I knew better than anyone that nothing about this woman with innocent. It wasn’t, even all those years ago when she first came into my life. And it certainly wasn’t now. 
 
    For a moment, Riley just sat there, her eyes studying my face. She was still smiling, her white teeth showing between her pink lips as she looked at me. Gauging my reaction. And I knew what I should do. I knew I should push her hand away, leave my half-finished beer on the bar, and get out of there. It would be so easy. I could never see her again, never have to face these conflicting feelings I felt whenever she was around. When the memory of my old life cast a shadow over the new, when I was reminded just how badly I had wanted this girl, and just what she had done to me. As though she had driven spikes deep into my brain that could never be dislodged, forming the foundation of everything that came after. Whenever I was around her, it was like the years since then vanished. Around Riley, I was once again unsure, uncertain of myself, passive the way I used to be and had spent so many years learning not to be. She put me right back in that place, seemingly effortlessly, and I was powerless to prevent it. 
 
    Just as I seemed powerless to get that hand off my leg. 
 
    “And everything’s good with you and Ella? How’s your sex life?” 
 
    “Oh no,” I said, shaking my head as I set down the glass of beer I had just drunk from. “No way I’m discussing that with you.” 
 
    “Why not? This is the kind of thing brothers and sisters should talk about.” 
 
    “No it isn’t,” I said, while Riley spluttered with laughter beside me. “And you’re not my sister.” 
 
    “Keep telling yourself that, bro,” she said as she took another drink. “I only ask because Ella’s such a beautiful woman. I mean, she must get hit on all the time. You know the best way to keep a woman from straying is to make sure she’s fully satisfied at home.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Are you sure? Because the way I remember it, you’re the kind of guy who needed a little extra… instruction. I mean, don’t get me wrong, Shane. You’re cute, and you try hard. But you’re not exactly the kind of girl women cream their panties when they think about. Sorry, that’s just the way it is.” 
 
    “Shut up, Riley,” I said. But I already knew my words would have no effect on her. She lived for this stuff, and she was so good at it. Ordinarily, when we were together for family gatherings, she had to turn it down. Often, my wife would be with me too. But now, for the first time in I didn’t know how many years, the two of us were alone together, and the unspeakable could be said out loud. Clearly, that was exactly what Riley wanted. 
 
    “You know I could give you a few pointers if you want,” she said, smiling at me over her beer glass as her hand gripped my leg. “You know, like a refresher course in how to make a woman cum. It’s never a bad idea to brush up on your skills.” 
 
    “What the fuck you talking about?” I said, shaking my head. “You’re fucking crazy, you know that? God, I’m almost glad my dad’s divorcing your mom so I don’t have to see you again and deal with this psycho bullshit.” 
 
    “Yeah, right,” Riley smirked. “Like you wouldn’t miss me. Like you don’t think about me and the things we used to do, ever. Like you’re not thinking about it right now. Remembering it right now. Remembering how fucking good it was. I know I am.” 
 
    Setting down her beer on the bar beside her, Riley leaned forward. I caught the smell of her perfume that hung around her in a faint cloud as she leaned in close to me, using her free hand to sweep her hair back behind her ear. At the same time, her other hand slid higher up my leg, moving toward my crotch. And as she parted her lips, her face beginning to blur as she got closer to me, for one awful moment, I thought she was going to try and kiss me. And in that moment, I had no idea how I would react.  
 
    I’m a happily married man, with absolutely no intention of ever being with anyone other than my wife. But this was the effect Riley had on me. Seemingly instantly, she could turn me back into that confused and horny boy I had been when we first met. And she loved doing it, too. Then again, looking the way she did, as seductive as she could be, I’d challenge any man not to fall under the spell of a woman like her. 
 
    But Riley didn’t kiss me. Instead, she whispered in my ear. So close I could feel the warmth of her breath against my skin. So close I could feel her lips brushing against me. 
 
    “And it’s making me wet,” she said. 
 
    I tried to sit still on my stool in the dive bar as a tremor raced through me. I couldn’t help it. Riley was right about that. Of course I had been thinking about her, remembering what went down between us all those years ago. Just like I always did whenever I saw her. And of course I wanted her. There was no hiding that fact. She was just as beautiful as ever, just as unbelievably sexy. If I hadn’t been happily married, things might have gone very differently. My wedding ring had never felt more like a prison as Riley sat beside me, almost hanging off me, her lips against my ear, her hand moving unseen beneath the bar until it finally found my crotch. And it was all I could do not to groan as Riley touched me, her practiced fingers quickly discovering the erection that bulged in the front of my pants. For the first time since I met Ella, another woman was touching my cock, even if it was through my clothing. And it took all the willpower I had to reach down and grab her wrist, pushing her hand away. 
 
    Riley chuckled. She didn’t seem the least bit put out by my rejection. As always, she seemed to see right through me to what lay beneath. The thoughts and feelings I didn’t want to admit having even to myself, but that she seemed perfectly aware of. She had never had any trouble manipulating me, and we both knew that. Clearly, her powers had lost nothing over the years. 
 
    “Okay, fine, little bro,” she said as she sat back in her stool again and took another swig of beer. Her glass was empty now, the pale ghost of suds clinging to the sides as they sank inevitably toward the bottom. Turning her intoxicating eyes away from my face at last, Riley lifted a finger to signal the bartender, and he approached. 
 
    “Two more beers for my brother and me,” she said. The bartender simply nodded, his eyes doing a predictable dance over Riley’s chest as she spoke. I opened my mouth to correct her, and then decided not to bother. She was just going to do whatever she wanted, after all. That’s the kind of woman my stepsister was. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have another,” I said as I finished my first and the barman deposited the next beer in front of me. “I have to drive home. And I have to drive you home.” 
 
    “Not yet,” Riley said, her dark hair shining in the dim light of the bar as she shook her head. “It’s boring at home. Besides, seeing you always gets me in a funny mood. You know how long it’s been since I last got fucked?” 
 
    “No. How would I know that? I don’t want to know, either, Riley.” 
 
    “Three weeks,” she sighed as though I hadn’t said anything at all. “Three whole weeks since I last had a dick inside me. And even then, it wasn’t all that great. I mean, that might not sound that long to guy like you. But trust me; for a woman like me, that’s pretty much an eternity.” 
 
    “I don’t doubt it.” For some reason, Riley laughed at that. 
 
    “So?” 
 
    Her blue-green eyes blinked as she stared at me, enhanced by the makeup she wore. The whole situation felt vaguely unreal, almost dreamlike. Then again, I shouldn’t have been surprised by that. That was usually the way it went with Riley. Every time I saw her over the last few years, we had been in company, but still, just being in her presence was enough to remind me of the strange magic she seemed to exude. Now, with the two of us alone together and alcohol swirling in my bloodstream, things felt stranger than ever. I knew I needed to get out of there. I knew I was in danger. Riley wasn’t drunk after one beer anymore than I was, but she was acting as though she was. Then again, she had never had that many inhibitions to begin with. Part of what made her so dangerous. 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So what about it, bro? You and me. Just like old times.” 
 
    “Are you insane? No, Riley. Absolutely not. I’m a married man. You know that. You were just saying you want to be friends with my wife, and now… this?” 
 
    Riley rolled her eyes theatrically. 
 
    “God, okay then,” she said. “No need to be so dramatic. It was just an idea. People are allowed to have ideas, you know. Even boring married people. Besides, being married doesn’t mean you have to be sentenced to a life of mediocre sex. Does Ella know that?” 
 
    “Hey, our sex is not mediocre,” I snapped. 
 
    “If you say so,” Riley said, her eyes shining as she took another swig of beer. 
 
    “It’s not,” I insisted. “Besides, you’re the one that just propositioned me. I can’t be that bad in bed then, can I?” 
 
    “Don’t flatter yourself, bro,” Riley said. “Any port will do in a storm, you know? I’m fucking horny. You’re here. You have a dick, and I want to ride one. But if it’s not to be, it’s not to be. I’ll find another. I just hope you don’t regret turning down this golden opportunity to have some fun like we used to.” 
 
    “Believe me, I won’t.” 
 
    Riley laughed again. She wasn’t an easy woman to put off or catch out. I invariably came off the worst in these verbal jousts we had. After all, it was hardly a fair contest. Just looking at her, having those gorgeous turquoise eyes staring into mine, was enough to throw me off balance. And my beautiful stepsister seemed to never be off balance. As though she always knew exactly what she was doing, no matter how wild or crazy it might be. It was hard not to envy her that poise and confidence, even if I had no idea where it came from. 
 
    “I need to go to the bathroom,” Riley said. Setting aside her beer, more than half-finished already, she rose to her feet. I watched her turn and walk across the bar, her ass tightly packed in her jeans swaying from side to side with every step she took in her boots. The whole bar seemed to watch, a collection of lonely men entranced by the sight of the most beautiful woman they had probably seen in months. She was probably the first woman to set foot in that bar in a long time, I reflected as I took another drink of beer, having nothing better to do. 
 
    With Riley gone, the urge to leave got stronger. As though her physical presence wove a kind of magic spell over me, now that she wasn’t in my sight, it was easier to imagine leaving. Still, I knew I wasn’t going to do it. She might make me deeply uncomfortable. She might have just offered to have sex with me right there, knowing I was married. And she might not be my stepsister for much longer. Once the divorce went through, she would just be some crazy ex that I could leave in the past forever. But that didn’t mean I could leave her alone in this sleazy bar. Ella would never forgive me for something like that, I told myself. 
 
    Riley was gone for a while. A long while. Classic rock played quietly through the speakers of the bar, no one seeming to pay it much attention. Sports bloopers played silently on a TV behind the bar, and I watched them without much interest. I barely noticed the beer going down until my glass was all but empty. 
 
    And then, I heard it. So faint and surprising that at first I was sure I had to be mistaken. But as I glanced around the bar, I noticed other drinkers reacting too. Some of them had heard something, just as I had. 
 
    There it was again. And again. A female voice echoing in the space of the bar. Riley’s voice, of course. 
 
    At the sound of it, I rose to my feet. My heart raced in my chest as I wondered if she was in trouble. But as I headed toward the toilets at the back of the bar, the noise became clearer, and my cheeks began to burn with embarrassment. My stepsister wasn’t crying out for help. She was screaming in sexual pleasure. 
 
    Turning, I headed back toward my seat at the far side of the bar. Riley’s moans seemed to pursue me, growing louder and more frequent. By now, everyone in the bar had heard. I could see men grinning at each other, leering as they listened. Fear bloomed inside my heart, that one of them might get the wrong idea. Or maybe the right one. Who knows? After all, this was Riley we’re talking about. 
 
    Behind the bar, the barman approached me. 
 
    “Is that your sister in there?” 
 
    “No,” I scowled. “Our parents are married. And they’re getting a divorce.” 
 
    “Well, whatever she is, can you tell her to keep it down? She’s going to get herself in trouble, moaning like that in here.” 
 
    “What am I supposed to say to her?” 
 
    “How should I know?” The barman shrugged. “She’s your sister, pal.” 
 
    “She’s not my sister,” I insisted. But he was already walking away, back to his quiet bar. I took another sip of beer as I weighed my options. He was right, of course. This was embarrassing, even if Riley didn’t seem to be the least bit embarrassed about what she was doing. I was embarrassed enough for both of us. And knowing her like I did, I suspected that was part of the thrill for her. I didn’t know why she was making the noises she was making, but I knew that she wanted me to hear them. But I had to do something. 
 
    So again, I rose from my seat and headed toward the bathroom to the back of the bar. 
 
    In the small hallway that led to the toilets, Riley’s moans of pleasure were unmistakable. I knocked on the door to the single toilet where she was, and heard a breathy moan catch in her throat. 
 
    “Riley, keep it down,” I hissed through the door. “I don’t even know what you’re doing in there, but you’re going to get us kicked out.” 
 
    There was a pause. Then, I heard movement on the other side of the door. Instantly, the bolt unlocked, and Riley pulled the door open. Her flushed face was in front of me, her eyes shining with mischief and delight. Reaching through the gap in the door, she grabbed hold of the front of my T-shirt and pulled me inside. Before I could even process what was happening, she swung the door shut behind me and locked it again. There we were, the two of us, in the bathroom together, her ecstatic cries seeming still to ring from the grimy tiles. 
 
    Her jeans were around her knees. She was still wearing her boots, and I watched her step backward awkwardly to sit down on the closed lid of the toilet again. As she spread her legs, I saw her pussy shining between her thighs, the lips swollen and engorged with pleasure, droplets of her juices shining on her thighs. Smiling at me, Riley reached down between her legs and slid two fingers inside herself. Again, she moaned in pleasure as she began to masturbate right in front of me. 
 
    For a moment, I paused. Transfixed, I guess, by what I was seeing. I’d be lying if I said it wasn’t a turn-on. I’d have to be made of stone not to desire her in that moment, her beautiful body half exposed, lit up with sexual pleasure. My cock throbbed inside my pants, and I remembered the feel of her hand on it a moment before underneath the bar. I remembered the offer she had made to me. It still wasn’t too late. Desire warred with loyalty in my heart, my animal reflexes threatening to overpower my common sense. I wavered, and Riley seemed to see it. She was smiling as she stared up at me, grinning lasciviously as she fingered herself right in front of me. 
 
    “Fuck. I’m leaving,” I said at last, shaking my head as though to break the spell of desire that had come over me as I turned toward the door. 
 
    “No! Shane, please! Just… Stay there. I just need…a minute. Just…watch. Oh my God!” 
 
    Those beautiful eyes rolled back in Riley’s head, and her thighs trembled with pleasure. I paused, my hand on the handle of the bathroom door, unable to look away. Riley bit her lip, trying finally to suppress the loud roar of pleasure that burst out of her. I watched her orgasm right there in the filthy bathroom of a dive bar, her legs trembling and her pussy spasming around her fingers. When the spasm past, she flopped back against the wall behind her, breathing heavily, her breasts rising and falling in the front of her tank top. She opened her eyes to smile her mischievous smile at me. And as her eyes flickered downward, I knew she could see the raging erection that made a visible tent in the front of my pants. 
 
    “You really are fucking crazy,” I said. “Come on. Put your clothes on. I’m taking you home.” 
 
    “Oh, good,” Riley said. 
 
    “I don’t mean like that.” 
 
    “You’re no fun,” she pouted. 
 
    Still sitting on the toilet, I watched as she lifted one foot from the floor and unzipped her black leather boot. Pulling it off, she bent and unzipped the other one. I didn’t understand what she was doing, but I stood there and waited as she pulled her jeans all the way off. Her panties followed. 
 
    “Riley, we have to go,” I insisted. 
 
    “Hold your horses, bro,” she said with a smile. Reaching for her jeans, she pulled them back on, followed by her boots. When she was dressed again, she picked up her discarded panties and stepped toward me. My back was pressed against the wall as she stood in front of me, those unforgettable eyes peering deep into mine. Reaching up, she traced her fingertips along my top lip, and it took me a moment to remember that those were the fingers that had been inside her. Abruptly, I turned my head away, and Riley laughed. 
 
    “What’s wrong, bro?” she asked. “Don’t you like the taste of your sister’s pussy anymore? Because as I recall, you liked it a lot. In fact, I remember you literally begging for a taste of my pussy back in the day.” 
 
    “Knock it off,” I said gruffly. But Riley had no intention of doing what I wanted. Instead, she bunched up her panties in her hand and stuffed them down the front of my shirt. 
 
    “A little souvenir for you to remember today,” Riley said. “To remember what you could have had, and turned down. Because trust me, you’re going to wish you hadn’t. Some night soon, you’ll be lying there beside your wife, thinking about me. Thinking about my pussy. Thinking about the woman who took your virginity. And I’ll be thinking about you, too.” 
 
    Leaning forward abruptly, Riley did kiss me this time, before I could react. And then, as she lifted her mouth away from mine, I saw her lick her lips, tasting her own juices on her skin. Reaching under my shirt, I grabbed the panties she had put in there. I could feel the moisture of her desire on the fabric, and I looked around the tiny bathroom, trying to figure out what to do with them. But there were no options. So I stuffed them into the pocket of my jeans. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    I grabbed Riley by the wrist, and she didn’t protest as I opened the door of the toilet and pulled her along behind me. She let me drag her through the bar, her high heels echoing on the floor and every man in the place turning to watch as I pulled her toward the door. Passing by the bar, I reached with my free hand into my pocket and flung a handful of bills onto the bar to pay for our drinks. I didn’t care that I was grossly overpaying. I just needed to get this she-devil out of here and get myself somewhere safe. 
 
    I dragged Riley toward the car and bundled her inside. As I climbed into the driver’s seat, she slumped back against the window. 
 
    “Where do you live? I’m taking you home right now.” 
 
    Still smiling that maddening smile, Riley gave me an address. It was only a few minutes from the bar, and we drove there in sullen silence. When I finally pulled up outside her apartment building, Riley leaned in close, as though she were going to kiss me again. Placing her hand on her shoulder, I pushed her firmly back. 
 
    “Don’t be like that, bro,” she said. “Are you sure you don’t want to come up? You know you love it. You know your sister knows exactly what you like.” 
 
    “You are the craziest bitch I ever met in my life,” I said. 
 
    “Well, you know what they say about sticking your dick in crazy,” Riley said. “Your loss, buddy. See you around.” 
 
    “I hope not,” I said. Riley just laughed. Opening the door of my car, she stepped out onto the street, heading for her apartment building. 
 
    And I watched her go from behind the wheel of my car. Any time I spent with her, I was afflicted with a raging swirl of competing emotions. But this was something else. I knew she was crazy, but she had really taken things to another level today. 
 
    And yet, there was my cock, still raging and throbbing inside my pants. I didn’t take my eyes off her until the door of the apartment building swung shut behind her, concealing her swaying body from me. Then, I breathed a deep sigh, feeling like a man who his narrowly escaped his own execution. Feeling like a man who maybe wanted exactly that. 
 
    I sat outside Riley’s apartment for a while, trying to collect my thoughts. I didn’t want her to be right. I wanted to be the kind of guy who could walk away and never see her again, who could do what was best for his marriage and his mental health no matter how tempting the other options were. But Riley had the same hold on me she always had. In fact, after that day’s display, I wondered if that hold wasn’t stronger than ever. 
 
    And in spite of myself and all my attempts at self-control, I felt my hand reaching for the pocket of my jeans. I felt myself pulling out my stepsister’s panties, still damp from her sexual pleasure. Glancing up and down the street to make sure no one could see me, I lifted the fabric to my face and inhaled the smell of her pussy for the first time in decades. And every wild moment of our adventures together came flooding right back. 
 
      
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
    I was sitting at my computer. I don’t remember what I was supposed to be doing, but I remember what I was actually doing. Back in those days, we didn’t have the high-speed Internet we have now, or the endless options for sexual titillation. But you could still get porn on the Internet back then. I was looking at pictures, my Internet connection too slow to handle video even if it had been around. 
 
    I was supposed to be alone in the house. My dad and Joyce had going out to do some shopping, and Riley had stayed over at a friend’s house the night before. I didn’t expect her back anytime soon. She was a party girl, and sometimes she would stay away from home for days, doing God knows what with God knows who. She was always wild that way. The opposite of me. Neither of us were old enough to drink, but that didn’t seem to stop her. It’s easier for girls, I guess. Especially ones who look Riley. 
 
    There’s no need to explain why I was jerking off. I was 18. That’s explanation enough. I was a young man filled with raging hormones that virtually commanded me to pleasure myself anytime I felt confident of being alone. 
 
    So that’s what I was doing when Riley walked in. 
 
    “Oh my God, Shane. Look at you!” 
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    At the sound of Riley’s voice, my heart seemed to seize in my chest. Half turning in my chair, I hunched over to hide the erection rising from between my legs. At the same time, I fumbled with the mouse of my computer, trying to get rid of the pornographic image displayed on the screen. But it was too late. Riley had seen everything. And her pretty eyes shone with the laughter that echoed from her throat as she stood in the doorway of my bedroom, looking at me. 
 
    “It’s okay, Shane,” she said. “Everybody does it. Even me.” 
 
    “Get out, Riley,” I said, trying to stuff my cock back into my sweatpants as I spoke. But as usual, Riley paid no attention. She stepped toward me, and in my state of desperate arousal, I couldn’t control myself. I couldn’t keep myself from looking at her, looking absolutely radiant in the skimpy black dress she wore out the night before, her makeup smudged and smeared but doing nothing to detract from the undeniable beauty of my stepsister. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said again, standing above me now where I sat in the chair. “It’s perfectly natural. In fact, I think it’s kind of hot.” 
 
    “You… you do?” I said. My head was spinning at the strange unreality of the situation I found myself in. After all, it wasn’t like I hadn’t noticed how gorgeous Riley was, from the first day I saw her. And when our parents moved in together, Riley moved in too. I was doing my best to keep things platonic, to not think about my stepsister that way, guessing there was something vaguely wrong about it even though we were both perfectly healthy adults. But I couldn’t help but notice when she sat out in the yard in a bikini or went out for a night out with her friends dressed to the nines. I would never try to make anything happen between us. Not only did it seemed vaguely wrong, but I would never have the guts to try anything with a woman like her. But this was hardly the reaction I expected. 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” Riley smiled down at me, standing above me with her hands on her hips. “You know, you’re pretty cute. I don’t know why you have such a hard time getting a girlfriend. If you weren’t so shy, I bet there’s lots of girls who would date you. Then you wouldn’t have to be looking at pictures online.” 
 
    “I… I don’t know,” I mumbled. But Riley didn’t seem to pay any attention. 
 
    “Show me,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me. Show me your cock. I want to see it.” 
 
    “Riley, we shouldn’t…” 
 
    “Why not? You know you want to. Has any girl ever seen that thing? Or would I be the first?” 
 
    “I… You’d be the first,” I mumbled, while my cheeks burned with shame and embarrassment. Riley clapped her hands together with glee. 
 
    “Really? Well then, now I have to see it. Go on, show me. Maybe I’ll show you something of mine in return.” 
 
    Riley knew even then how to manipulate me. Women like her learn that early. In the state of arousal I was in, I was totally defenseless against her. And so, reluctantly, cursing myself as an idiot the whole time, I rotated my swivel chair around and lifted my hands out of my lap. My cock was still hard, still rising unmissably from the pants I had pulled down on my hips. Riley pressed her hand to her mouth as she stared at it, obvious delight shining in those gorgeous eyes. 
 
    “Well, hello,” she said. And then, bending slightly at the waist, she reached out and down. I gasped in shock as she ran one finger along my urgently throbbing manhood, drawing sparks of wild pleasure from my inflamed nerves. My hands shook as she touched me, the first woman I had ever done more than make out with, and a lifetime’s worth of sexual frustration crackled in the back of my brain as my beautiful stepsister toyed with my cock. 
 
    “Not bad,” she said. “Really, you have nothing to be ashamed of in that department. Will you stroke it for me? I want to see you jerk off.” 
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    “Yes, really,” Riley smiled encouragingly. “No one has to know. Just carry on doing what you were doing when I came in. And I’ll be over here, taking care of myself. That way, maybe you won’t feel so awkward about it.” 
 
    With that, Riley stepped over toward my bed and sat down on the edge of the mattress. I watched in disbelief as she pulled up the tiny skirt of her dress around her hips. Then, she reached her hand underneath the waistband of her panties. I watched the thin fabric stretch over her knuckles as she began to play with herself. This is it, my teenage brain screamed at me. This is how you’re going to have sex. 
 
    But as I began to rise from my chair to make my way toward my stepsister, Riley stopped me with a word. 
 
    “No,” she said firmly, her fingers stopping for a moment their enticing dance between her thighs. “Just watch. You can touch yourself, but not me. I want to see how hard I can make you cum without even touching you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I panted. Riley giggled as I sat back heavily in my chair again, so easily controlled by her. And her fingers began to move again underneath her panties, and I closed my hand around my cock and began to stroke. 
 
    Riley moaned in pleasure. Soon, she began to pant and gasp. And so did I, my cock moving faster and faster on my shaft as I stared at her, a thousand times better than any picture could possibly be. Soon, Riley’s screams of passion filled my bedroom, the first time those walls had ever echoed to the sound of anything sexual involving a woman. And I was enraptured. Right there in that moment, my first sexual experience with another person, I was hooked. I was hers. Maybe even then, she was driving those spikes into my brain, building the foundation for something strange and wild and unbelievably exciting in the years to come. 
 
    “That’s it! That’s it! Come for me, Shane! I want to see it!” 
 
    Riley was half lying back on my bed now, her legs spasming as her own orgasm approached. And mine was boiling inside me. As my cock spurted in my hand, flinging a huge load of my cum out into the air to splatter on the carpet at my feet, Riley cried out in pure pleasure. Even as my balls kept emptying themselves, she came, the first female orgasm I had ever seen in real life seeming to me like the most beautiful thing imaginable. 
 
    “Wow,” Riley panted as she slowly regained control of herself. As she slid her dripping fingers out of her pussy, she grinned at me, not a trace of shame showing on her pretty face. But I was racked with shame and guilt and embarrassment as I sat there in my chair, my cock still dripping the last dregs of my orgasm onto the floor at my feet. Speechless, I watched her stand, pulling her dress down around her hips again. 
 
    “That was really fun,” she said, stepping toward the open door of my bedroom. “We should do that again sometime.” 
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    Underneath me, Ella groaned in pleasure. 
 
    Her body squirmed and writhed as I plunged my cock in and out of her streaming pussy, making us both short of breath as pleasure flooded us.  The night seemed to shrink around us, the way it does at times like this, the walls closing in to cut off the world until there was only the two of us and our breathless pleasure, the wild crackle of pleasure in the air between us as I had sex with my wife. 
 
    It was passionate. It was intense. It should have been pure, in the way such things are, when all pretense and confusion can be abandoned and you can give way to everything that is most natural and most essential. But there was a darkness even at the heart of this bright light. Because while I fucked Ella, powerful sensations of pleasure crackling up and down my spine, the strangest images flashed one after another through my brain. Memories merged with fantasies and hidden desires that I would struggle to admit even to myself in the cold light of day. And in there, inextricably tangled up in all the lust and desire I was feeling, was Riley. 
 
    These are the times when our borders are down. These are the times we let down our guard. That’s why sex, as well as being so life-enhancing, can be so dangerous. Handled badly, it can cut you in two. That’s part of why we commit to people that we love, forsaking all others. As fun as it would be to fuck whoever you like whenever you want, few of us can live like that. Few of us can completely divorce our heart from our genitals and not feel anything for the people we have sex with. And more than that, all those of us lucky enough to be in a long-term relationship know that sex is better when your heart is involved. When this something at stake. When it actually matters. 
 
    Ella’s hands gripped my shoulders, her fingernails sinking into my skin. Her head lay back on the pillow, her eyes closed, her gorgeous features lost in the storm of fiery red hair. She arched her back, wrapping her legs around my hips, her body practically hanging off mine. And I ignored the growing soreness in the muscles of my stomach as I kept fucking her. Nothing mattered but that. I was deep in the grip of some kind of sexual mania, overcome with wild desire, and Ella screamed and howled her way through an orgasm that was not her first as I continued sliding my hard cock in and out of her spasming pussy. 
 
    Four pure intensity, it was one of our better lovemaking sessions. And I growled like an animal as I finally felt my orgasm gathering steam inside me. Becoming powerful. Becoming unstoppable. I snarled in a kind of erotic rage as I pumped my cum deep inside her, making her gasp with surprise at the ferocity of my desire, the two of us riding the same incredible brain waves of chemistry and excitement as we charged toward physical bliss. 
 
    Ella groaned as I collapsed on top of her. She groaned again as I slid my dripping cock out from between her legs. I rolled over onto my back, panting with the force of my orgasm, and for a while, the two of us just lay there. For a while, the only sound at the room was that of us both trying to regain our breath. For a while, everything was calm. Quiet. Relaxed. 
 
    Finally, Ella rolled over onto her side. She smiled at me, and I tried to smile back. Her hand moved over my chest, plucking playfully at the hairs, and she rolled closer toward me to kiss me on the lips. As she lifted her lips again from mine, I could see her eyes were shining with joy, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. 
 
    “That was a good one,” she said, her voice a purr of pleasure as she spoke. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, still short of breath from my exertions. “Yeah, it was.” 
 
    “I don’t know what got into you, but I like it,” Ella said, lowering her head onto the pillow beside me. 
 
    I said nothing. Because I knew the answer to that question, but it wasn’t an answer Ella wanted to hear any more than I wanted to say it. Riley. That was what had gotten into me. My sexy stepsister, up to her usual tricks. 
 
    ***** 
 
      
 
      
 
    In the days that followed, I tried to put Riley and everything she represented out of my mind. My dad’s divorce was still in the works, of course, but it didn’t affect me on a day-to-day level. For now, he and Joyce were still living together for the lawyers hashed out the details. But that shouldn’t take too long, I imagined. They had no biological children together, and what each of them came into the marriage with would be more or less what they were left with. The only sticking point was the house, which my dad had bought with the sale of our family home. For his sake, I hoped the divorce could be an amicable one. I didn’t know the reason for it, and I knew my dad wasn’t going to explain it. I just hoped they could get things sorted out as quickly and painlessly as possible so that we could all move on with our lives. 
 
    And I would never have to see Riley again. 
 
    That was what I told myself I wanted, when I failed in my attempts not to think about her. The confusion she caused me seeped into every area of my life, and things were easier when I avoided her. Without her, I had no doubts. I love my wife and was still deeply attracted to Ella. We had a good sex life and even better marriage. It was only when Riley came along, stirring up emotions that were better left buried, that things got complicated. I told myself I could live much more simply and much more happily once I had no reason to talk to her ever again. 
 
    But even as I told myself things like that, I couldn’t escape the gnawing doubt. Riley might be batshit crazy, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t right about a few things now and again. I didn’t like to think about it in these terms, but it was true that she had taken my virginity. She was the first woman I had ever had sex with, and nothing was going to change that fact. And I knew that I could ignore and avoid her, but one thing I was never going to be able to do was forget her. 
 
    Because Riley was right about that too. 
 
    I’m happy with Ella. I truly am. I couldn’t have picked a better woman to spend my life with. And as well as being my best friend, she remained in many ways the girl of my dreams. As Riley pointed out, my wife was drop dead gorgeous. Still. Her active lifestyle kept her in phenomenal shape, and in my opinion, Ella was even more attractive now than she had been when we first met. I didn’t doubt for a second that I was lucky to have her. And being able to make and keep a woman like her happy was the chief joy of my life. 
 
    And yet. 
 
    We can’t help our feelings. We can’t control our thoughts, no matter how hard we might try. You can try to avoid certain thoughts, but sooner or later, the truth comes for you, often when you’re at your most vulnerable and unable to fight it off. The truth was, I thought about Riley from time to time, even when I hadn’t recently seen her. In fact, I thought about her often. More often, I knew, than I should. Because when I was in a certain mood, when I was turned on, the memories of the things we had done together in my youth remained one of the most reliable ways to get my engine running. And over the years between then and now, I had returned to the same images and embellished them, mixing fantasy with memory.  
 
    Even in the life of a married man with a good sex life, there are those times when you need to take care of yourself, so to speak. Ella has a healthy sex drive, but it’s nothing in comparison to mine. And when those occasions came, it wasn’t my wife I thought about. Hardly ever. After all, I had the real thing right beside me. Why would I need to fantasize about her, no matter how attracted I am still to my wife?  
 
    No, more often than not, it was Riley who occupied my thoughts at those moments. I might start off with someone else, some celebrity or an actress from the rare dirty movie I watched when my wife wasn’t around. But often, as my pleasure peaked, it was Riley who would reenter my consciousness. Almost against my will. Maybe, having been my first sexual experience, she had managed to imprint herself on my brain and form the mold for all that came afterward. Or maybe there was some other deep psychological reason that was a mystery to me. But whatever the reason, that was the truth. I never stopped thinking about Riley in that way, even when we went months without talking to each other. That was a dirty secret I kept only to myself, one I hated admitting even in the privacy of my own skull. Something told me that Riley would get a tremendous kick out of it if she knew. After all, that teasing way she had was part of what made her so undeniably sexy. But I couldn’t imagine Ella would be happy to hear that her husband thought about another woman when he was alone. And even if she might know that I did, even if it’s to be expected with the different ways men and women are wired, she certainly wouldn’t enjoy knowing that it was someone she knew. 
 
    This had been the hidden darkness in my marriage since day one, the shadow cast by the brightness of Ella’s love and presence. And in my better moments, I told myself it wasn’t that bad. After all, it wasn’t like I was actually having an affair. It wasn’t like I was secretly gay and living a lie. Some things had happened in the past between my stepsister and I that I wasn’t especially proud of. Even if, after all, we weren’t blurred related. But the way I saw it, Ella didn’t need to know about that. Nobody needed to know about that. Only Riley and I knew, and soon, I would be free of her forever. After all, that’s what I kept telling myself I wanted. And if I felt a hidden pang of some emotion I didn’t want to name every time I thought of that eventuality, that didn’t have to mean anything, did it? People give up stuff they really want all the time. 
 
    So when I stepped into my living room to find Riley sitting on the sofa next to my wife, for a moment, I thought I was imagining things. 
 
    It was Saturday. I had been out at the grocery store, picking up a few things. There was no car in the driveway to prepare me. Of course not, I thought to myself as my mind raced while I stood there in the living room, trying to process the unthinkable situation. Riley didn’t drive. Maybe she couldn’t afford a car. Maybe she had lost her license through some bad behavior on her part. With a woman like her, anything was possible. 
 
    “Hi, Shane,” Riley said, grinning from ear to ear at me. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said awkwardly. “What — what are you doing here?” 
 
    “I just popped by to see what you guys are up to,” she said, her innocent act not fooling me for a second. But I had to play it cool. My wife was sitting right there. And somehow, it struck me, Riley had managed to get me caught up in a secret again. I hadn’t cheated with her, despite her best efforts to get me to do so. And yet, I felt as guilty as if I had. Sharing secrets with a woman who wasn’t my wife, no matter what the secret might be, didn’t feel good. But that was what Riley did to me. 
 
    “We’ve been having a good chat,” Ella added from where she sat on the couch. “It’s funny. We’ve known each other for years now, but I don’t think we’ve ever actually hung out one-on-one before.” 
 
    “I guess not,” I said carefully. How long had Riley been there? What exactly had these two been chatting about? For all I knew, my secret was already out. I scanned my wife’s beautiful face, trying to guess if there was some hidden meaning beneath her seemingly innocuous words. But Ella’s face seemed the same as ever, smiling at me sincerely while my mind raced with dark possibilities. 
 
    “Well, we should change that,” Riley said, turning that gorgeous mischievous smile of hers toward Ella. “Let’s go out tonight. You and me, tearing up the town.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Why not? Girl’s night out. When was the last time you had one of those?” 
 
    For just a second, Ella looked at me. I looked back at her, not saying anything. Of course, it’s not up to me what company my wife keeps. Even if that company is sort of family. And I knew how susceptible Ella was to Riley’s offer. The truth was, my wife didn’t have a ton of friends. Not because she wasn’t open and approachable and likable. She was all those things, at least in my opinion. But for one thing, at our age, it’s hard to make friends when you don’t have kids. For another, I think Ella’s looks worked against her. She made other women jealous just by the way she looked. And as for men — well, I doubted there was a straight man alive who could be platonic friends with my wife. The truth was, after college where we had met, she had moved to this town to be with me, losing most of her old friends in the process. And even though we had lived here for years, she had struggled to build any new relationships. She had a couple of friends from work, but that was it. I had urged my wife to develop a more active social life, knowing it was something she wanted. Now that it was falling into her lap like this, I already knew what her answer would be before she so much as opened her mouth. 
 
    “Okay,” Ella giggled. And I tried to keep my face calm and impassive, as though none of this meant anything to me, while inside, my heart pounded in my chest. Ella’s only motive was friendship, but I couldn’t help feeling that Riley had darker intentions in mind. Actually, scratch that. I knew she did. 
 
    “Awesome!” Riley said, slapping her hand on her knee to emphasize her words. “But before we go, I need to go shopping. I need something to wear.” 
 
    “Why, where are we going?” Ella asked. 
 
    “I’m not too sure,” Riley said. “We’ll see where the night takes us. But I haven’t been out on a good girl’s night in forever. I want to do it up. Come on, Ella. Let’s go shopping and get some nice clothes to wear tonight. Shane’s got a credit card, doesn’t he?” 
 
    Riley might as well have had a direct line to my wife’s brain. Again, Ella glanced at me. Not seeking permission, exactly. She knew she didn’t need that. Maybe looking for approval. And I didn’t approve, not at all. But I wasn’t going to say that in front of Riley. I needed to get Ella alone, to explain things to her. Although what I could possibly say without giving away the secret I was hoping to preserve, I had no idea. 
 
    But clearly, that wasn’t going to happen anytime soon. 
 
    “Okay,” Ella said. And again, Riley cackled with delight. Shifting forward on the sofa, she rose to her feet, her already tight jeans straining tighter around her thighs as she moved, and I hurriedly looked away. With both of them in the same room, I hardly knew where to look. But I knew it wouldn’t do to be caught ogling my stepsister right in front of my wife. No matter how sexy she might be. 
 
    “Right now?” Ella asked, looking up at Riley in surprise from her seat on the sofa. 
 
    “Why not? No time like the present,” Riley said, grinning as she looked around the room at both of us. 
 
    “Okay, I guess so,” Ella said. “I just need a few minutes to get ready.” Rising and turned from the sofa, she stepped past Riley, stepped past me, heading toward the bathroom to freshen up. I turned toward Riley, speaking in a furious half-whisper. 
 
    “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” 
 
    “Nothing. Relax, bro,” Riley said, her smile making the hairs on the back of my neck stand up with fear. “I told you, I like Ella. I could use another girlfriend. And I’m guessing she doesn’t have a ton of friends either. Maybe we’ll become besties. How would you feel about that?” 
 
    “Just leave her alone,” I growled. 
 
    “That’s up to her, isn’t it?” Riley said. “I like her. I think she likes me. And if your wife and your stepsister are friends, that’s really none of your business, is it?” 
 
    “You didn’t come here just to make friends.” 
 
    “Oh, come on, little brother. Are you really that cynical? Are you really that suspicious of me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I snarled. “I haven’t forgotten what you tried in the bathroom last time we saw each other.” 
 
    “I bet you haven’t,” Riley smiled. “But this is different. Just a girl’s night out between two women. Nothing to do with you.” 
 
    I didn’t have time to reply as Ella stepped out of the bathroom. She had applied some subtle makeup and tied her long hair back behind her head. 
 
    “Ready,” she said. 
 
    “All right,” Riley said, turning her shining eyes from Ella to me again. “Let’s go spend some of your husband’s money.” 
 
    With that, Riley turned to the door. Saying goodbye to me, Ella followed. I listened to them head out of the house, climbing into Ella’s car and driving out of the driveway. 
 
    While they were gone, I tried my best to stay busy. It was better than being tormented by the thought of what might be going on between them. More specifically, what might be said. I had a few tasks around the house to complete, and I tried to busy myself with those, with only limited success. My brain was still free to race with the possibilities, and Riley was right that I didn’t trust her. Not one bit. She wasn’t above telling Ella about us just for fun, just for love of the mayhem it would cause. Or else she might use this secret to get me to do – what?  
 
    That was the million-dollar question. Riley’s motivations remained something of a mystery to me. Her actions at the bar last time we met suggested she wanted sex with me, and that thought was flattering as well as uncomfortable. But at the same time, I suspected that for her, it was more about power. The power to affect my life, to hold the secret like a hand grenade until she was ready to have it explode. Or maybe she just enjoyed making me uncomfortable. Maybe she would keep the secret forever, just getting off on the fact that we both knew about it. 
 
    The truth was, I had no idea. I had no idea, no matter how much I wracked my brain, how Ella would react if the unthinkable happened and she did find out. I mean, was it really that big a deal? Sure, it was unconventional to lose your virginity to your stepsister. But after all, it was long before I ever met the woman who would become my wife. We all have a past. I had deliberately never asked her how or to who she lost her virginity, because she was not a virgin when we met. I didn’t want to know about her past, and I deliberately didn’t ask so that she wouldn’t ask about mine. But after all, Riley and I were not blood related. What I had done wasn’t wrong. That didn’t mean I was proud of it. And it wasn’t so much the fact that I had slept with Riley, but the things we had done. 
 
    Surely Riley wouldn’t get into detail about those? And then, as I scrubbed the sink, I laughed bitterly at my own naivety. Women talk about everything. If Riley decided she wanted to tell my wife about the kinky games we used to play, I doubted anything would stop her. 
 
    All of this doubt and uncertainty combined to make the hours drag like weeks. It seemed like the two of them had been gone forever. But the truth was, they did make a day of it. It was almost dinnertime before I heard Ella’s car in the driveway, and heard the door opening on their voices as they stepped inside the house, their arms full of rustling bags and boxes. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” Alice said as she came around the corner into the living room and dropped her bags messily on the floor. 
 
    “You were gone a while,” I said. “Good trip?” 
 
    “Great trip,” Riley said, answering on my wife’s behalf as she dropped a similar pile of goods on the living room floor. “I can already tell this is going to be a really fun night. But we should start getting ready. You mind if I take a shower here?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Ella said. “You know where the bathroom is.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Riley smiled. I watched as she grabbed a few bags and headed toward the bathroom. 
 
    Finally, I was alone with Ella. I waited for the sound of the water turning on before speaking to my wife. 
 
    “What’s going on with you two?” I asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Ella’s smooth brow furrowed as she spoke. There was none of Riley’s fake innocence, the annoying act she liked to put on when in fact, she knew exactly what was happening. Instead, Ella seemed genuinely confused. And that confusion made a wild burst of hope swell in my heart. Riley hadn’t told her anything. Not yet. As far as my wife was concerned, this really was just a friendly gesture on Riley’s part. 
 
    “Just… you were never close before,” I said. 
 
    “No, I know,” Ella said. “That’s the point. She said she wanted to get to know me better. What’s wrong with that?” 
 
    “Nothing,” I quickly said. “Nothing. It’s just… Riley can be a bit… strange at times.” 
 
    “I know,” Ella smiled. “But she’s fun, isn’t she?” 
 
    “I don’t mean like that,” I said. “I mean she has strange ideas.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t… I can’t really think of an example. But she’s unpredictable. Sometimes she makes things up. Sometimes she acts out. Just be careful with her.” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” Ella said. Draping her arms around my neck, she rose up on her tiptoes and planted a kiss on my lips. “It’s sweet of you to worry about me, but I’m a big girl. I can look after myself. If I didn’t know better, I think you’re jealous.” 
 
    “Jealous? Of you getting to hang out with Riley? Please,” I snorted derisively. 
 
    “No,” Ella said slowly. “Jealous of her getting to hang out with me while you’re here by yourself.” 
 
    “Oh yeah. Of course,” I said, feeling my cheeks redden at how I had just given myself away. 
 
    In the bathroom, I heard the water in the shower turn off. I tried not to think of Riley standing naked in our bathroom, her gorgeous body dripping with water as she reached for a towel. But that and my wife’s face and the proximity of her body to mine were enough by themselves to make my cock throb. Because that was the truth in all of this. As nervous as I might be, as scared of what might happen as I undoubtedly was, there was no getting around the fact that I was turned on. By Ella, and by Riley. The two sexiest women I had ever met both under one roof, my roof. No wonder I was having a hard time thinking straight. 
 
    “When are you going out?” I asked as I heard the bathroom door open. 
 
    “Soon, I guess,” Ella said. Tilting her head to one side, she called to Riley over her shoulder. 
 
    “When do you want to go, Riley?” 
 
    “Soon as we’re ready,” Riley called back from the bathroom. “We can get dinner first and see how the night goes.” 
 
    “Okay. You can use the spare bedroom to get changed if you like.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks.” 
 
    From where I stood in the living room, I couldn’t see Riley. But I heard her make away from the bathroom toward the spare bedroom close to our own. My soon-to-be ex stepsister was certainly making herself at home in my house, with my wife’s permission. 
 
    “Guess I better take a shower too,” Ella said, stepping away from me. “Sounds like it could be an interesting night. But don’t worry. I’ll be careful.” 
 
    Ella smiled as she turned away from me. It was all a big joke to her, her silly husband being overprotective. But she didn’t know my stepsister like I did. Though admittedly, it’s not like Ella was in any danger. Only I was. And maybe, depending on my wife’s reaction, our marriage. 
 
    But it seemed there was nothing I could do about that. And so, unable to think of anything else to do, I slumped on the living room sofa and turned on the TV, trying again without success to distract myself from what was happening. 
 
    Over the noise of the TV, I could hear Ella showering. And I heard that stop, but it was a long while before my wife emerged from the bathroom. When I did, she headed straight to our bedroom, performing the magical rituals women seem to need to perform before going out in public at night.  
 
    And while Ella was in the bedroom, still getting ready, Riley emerged.  
 
    I heard her walking down the hallway, the heavy thump of her steps telling me she was wearing high heels. When she stepped into the living room, I turned to look at her, and sat up straighter in my seat. I didn’t want to react, didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of knowing the effect her looks had on me. But I couldn’t help it. She was stunning. 
 
    She knew it, too. Progressing into my living room, Riley posed for a moment like a runway model, one hand on her hip to emphasize the hourglass curves of her body that strained teasingly against the tight fabric of her dress. The dress was a vibrant red, the low neckline framing her cleavage that deepened every time she breathed. The dress came down almost to her knees, but it was so tight it looked as though it were painted on. Through the fabric, embellished with diagonal lines that made it look like it had been wrapped around her like a bandage, I could see the definition in her stomach, the faint dimple of her navel, the negative space between her thighs that called to me as my cock swelled and hardened at the mere sight of her. 
 
    Her jet black hair shone in the light, freshly washed and anointed so that not one strand was out of place. Her bright blue eyes glinted under thick lustrous lashes. Her lips were the same shade of red as the dress, impossible to ignore, drawing my eyes towards them just as her breasts drew my eye too. 
 
    Basking in my attention, knowing she had it completely, Riley stepped across the room. She was wearing black strappy high-heeled shoes that showed off her painted toes, the tall slender heel making her body sway seductively against the elastic fabric of the dress. She bent herself down into the armchair beside the couch with some difficulty, the dress tight enough to restrict her movements. She sat with her knees together, not crossing her legs. Maybe the dress was too tight to allow that. 
 
    “How do I look, little bro?” 
 
    “Good,” I croaked, and cleared my throat, making Riley burst out laughing. “You look good.” 
 
    “Good? Is that it? I was going for something a little better than good.” 
 
    “What do you want me to say, Riley?” 
 
    It was almost terrifying how quickly the smile dropped from Riley’s face. As she fixed her venomous blue eyes on me, that gorgeous glow accentuated by the makeup she wore, I felt again that thrill of fear that she, seemingly alone among women, could make me feel. 
 
    “I want you to stay I’m stunning,” Riley said. “I want you to say I’m a goddess. I want you to say that you would give your right arm to fuck me, just like all the other horny men who are going to be throwing themselves at me tonight.” 
 
    “I’m not going to say that,” I said. The smile returned to Riley’s pretty face as she sat back in the armchair. 
 
    “That’s okay, bro,” she said. “I already know how you feel.” 
 
    The worst part was, she was right. Absolutely right. By now, my cock was raging in my pants, and I sat hunched forward on the couch, trying to hide my embarrassing predicament from her. At the same time, I knew that the vision of her in this outfit was going to burn itself into my memory. Another one for me to revisit when I was alone, to torment me with what I knew I could no longer have but couldn’t stop wanting. Riley’s outfit and her words could’ve been calculated to drive me crazy with frustrated desire, and maybe they were. But I had to keep that fact from my wife all costs. 
 
    “Don’t be a crazy bitch tonight, okay?” I said, leaning forward on the sofa. “Ella hasn’t done anything to you. The past is the past. What we did is over, forever. There’s no reason she needs to hear about it.” 
 
    “It really does scare you, doesn’t it?” Riley said, her glowing eyes flickering up and down my body as she spoke. “I told you you’re repressed. You know, if you were honest with your wife about what you want, I wouldn’t have anything to tell her, would I? You know you shouldn’t keep secrets from the woman you love. In a way, this is all your fault for not being honest with her.” 
 
    “Just don’t tell her,” I said, shaking my head. “I mean, what do you get out of it? Nothing. This could damage my marriage, and it’s not going to do you any good.” 
 
    “Oh, but it is, little brother,” Riley said. “You wouldn’t believe how much fun it is having this secret. And I can think of dozens of ways I could use this to get what I want. I mean, what will you do to stop me telling her?” 
 
    “Riley,” I said, trying to put a note of warning into my voice. But it was useless. Riley wasn’t scared of me. She knew exactly where all the power lay in this relationship. Just as I did. 
 
    “Seriously,” she smiled. “What’s it worth to you? Would you beg me?” 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    “I mean it.” Again, Riley’s face had turned suddenly serious. “If you don’t want me to tell your wife about the fucked-up things you used to do with your stepsister, you need to beg me.” 
 
    I paused. There was no sound from the bedroom where Ella was still getting ready. But I knew that my wife could appear at any moment. Riley’s strange games were all about flirting with the risk of discovery, knowing that was what terrified me most. And it was working. In fact, it was all working far too easily for her. The fear I had of Ella finding out about us might become its own fulfillment. But I knew how dangerous Riley could be. The serious look on her gorgeous face told me she wasn’t kidding. 
 
    “Please, Riley,” I said at last. “Please don’t tell her. I’m begging you.” 
 
    Sitting there in the armchair like some beautiful queen, endlessly amused by my embarrassment, Riley burst out laughing. 
 
    “You call that begging? I remember when you used to be much better at it than that. I guess it’s been too long since you had to beg your sister to get what you want.” 
 
    ***** 
 
    After that first time Riley came to my room, nothing happened. At least, not right away. But it left an indelible impression on my own mind. I couldn’t get the thought of Riley’s pussy trembling in orgasm in front of my eyes out of my head. And now, hardly anything else seemed to do it for me. My go-to dirty movies lost all their appeal, unable to compete with the real thing. The real thing that lived in the room next door, who had a string of boyfriends and other men chasing after her even back then. The truth was, I was hooked. Humiliatingly unable to get my mind off my beautiful stepsister. And unable to do anything about it, at least for a while.  
 
    Until one day, the chance presented itself again. And it found me more than ready. 
 
    Our parents had gone out to the garden center. I was in my room, playing video games, trying not to think about my upcoming admission to college. It was what I had been working toward for a long time, but it made me nervous, to. As it does for every young person facing a new chapter in their lives, I suppose. 
 
    But that wasn’t the main thing that occupied my thoughts. No, it was Riley I thought of, the gorgeous goddess in the room next to mine. And almost as soon as I heard my dad’s car drive out of the driveway, I sprang up out of my chair and went to her. 
 
    Riley was sprawled in the armchair she had in her room, reading a book. I still remember every detail of that afternoon, burned onto my memory. She was wearing a green T-shirt and a pair of denim cutoff shorts, revealing her long toned legs completely free of blemishes and almost painfully desirable. As I stood in the open door of her bedroom, she raised her eyes from the page in front of her, blinking slowly as she looked at me. 
 
    “What do you want?” she asked. 
 
    “You,” I responded. And to my embarrassment, my stepsister burst out laughing. 
 
    “On my God, are you serious?” she asked when she managed to regain some control of herself. “Did you, like, think that line was going to work on me when you came in here?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I scowled. 
 
    “Awww. Poor little bro. You’ve just been thinking about me since last time, haven’t you? Thinking about all the naughty things you’d like to do to your stepsister. Just waiting for mom and dad to go out so you have a shot at me again. Am I right?” 
 
    “Kind of,” I responded suddenly. Already, this wasn’t going the way I had planned. My limited imagination, informed mostly by unrealistic adult movies, had in no way prepared me for a woman like Riley. Then again, maybe nothing would have. Maybe there was no preparing for a person like her. Riley was then what she remains now, a force of nature. Impossible to predict or to deal with. About all you can do is hang on for the ride. 
 
    “You know, you’re a very silly boy,” Riley said, closing her book and setting it down carefully on the floor beside her chair. “You’re lucky I find your total awkwardness cute. Come here.” 
 
    I stepped forward. The short distance to where Riley Sete seemed like an infinity, a long barren waste I trudged through, animated only by my raging desire. Already, my cock was throbbing in my pants, tormenting me with desperate desire for her body. Even at nineteen years old, she had all the poise and confidence she would have as a much older woman. And I was entranced by it then as I was later. 
 
    “Stop right there.” 
 
    Riley spoke suddenly, in a harsher voice than usual, and for a moment, fear gripped my heart as I wondered if I had done something wrong. Uncrossing her long legs, she sat upright, raising one foot from the floor and pointing her toes at me like fingers. For a moment, she held the pose, her years of gymnastics training serving her well. Then, abruptly, she smiled. 
 
    “So tell me what you want to do again?” 
 
    “You know what I want,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, I do. But I want to hear you say it.” 
 
    I paused for a moment. But with a woman like Riley, there really is no winning. And maybe I saw that even back then. Worse, maybe that was what I wanted. I didn’t know then the shape my desires would take. But maybe they were in there from the first, at least a little bit, just waiting for a woman like Riley to take advantage of them. Her poise and her confidence were one of the sexiest things about her, after all, apart from her physical beauty. 
 
    “I want to fuck you,” I said. And Riley smiled at my discomfort, those blue eyes shining boldly. 
 
    “And this is how you think you’ll get to do it? By just coming in here and asking for it? Why would I do that? Tell me that, little brother. Why would I have sex with you?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I scowled. “I just, I just really want to. I can’t stop thinking about you since last time. So beautiful and so sexy.” 
 
    “That’s a little better,” Riley said, as though considering something. “Let me tell you some advice that might come in handy someday. Girls like to be seduced. We like to be won. We like to be complimented. We like to know a man really wants us. That he needs us. That he’ll do anything for us.” 
 
    “I will,” I groaned in desperation. “I’ll do anything, Riley. I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    “Really? Then beg me.” 
 
    Her eyes lit up as she spoke, an almost creepy look on her beautiful face as she made her request. Commanded it, really. But I was too horny to care, and she was too beautiful to resist. 
 
    “Please, Riley,” I said while my stepsister laughed at me. “Please let me have sex with you.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Riley said, shaking her head to make her dark hair sway. “Not like that. Beg me properly. Get down on your knees.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Do I look like I’m joking? Go on. Get down on your knees and beg me properly so I know just how badly you want me. Maybe then, I might consider giving you what you want.” 
 
    In my young mind, there was no other way to respond to an offer like that. I hesitated for only the briefest of moments. Then, to Riley’s obvious delight, I dropped to the floor at her feet. 
 
    “Please, Riley,” I begged while she sat above me, her legs crossed, the muscles bulging in her toned thigh and driving me to distraction with her beauty. “Please have sex with me, please!” 
 
    “That’s better,” Riley smirked triumphantly. “See, that wasn’t so hard, was it? But no. I’m not going to have sex with you. I mean, you’re my brother. That’s weird.” 
 
    “I’m only your stepbrother,” I pleaded. “We’re not actually related.” 
 
    “That’s true. But I don’t want to be that girl that fucks her brother, even if you’re only a stepbrother. But since you’re down there, I know something you can do instead. Something you might enjoy. And I definitely will.” 
 
    Riley sat up straight in her chair. I watched, completely enraptured, as her hands reached for the front of her shorts. Smiling, she unfastened them, pulling them down over her thighs. She pulled her panties down at the same time, and once again, I found myself looking directly at my stepsister’s pussy. Even closer to it this time, close enough to see the faint sheen of moisture that shone on her swollen lips, that I didn’t even know back then showed just how turned on she was. But Riley was in control. Always, from our very first fumbling encounters, she had that same wild and inexplicable power over me. I just wanted her too badly to put up a fight. 
 
    “Crawl over here, bro,” she said, crooking her finger at me. And while my cock raged in my pants, the powerful hormones of desire swelling in my blood and telling me to ignore everything else except what this beautiful goddess wanted, I did it. I placed my hands on the floor of her bedroom and crawled toward her like a dog, making her laugh out loud again in the early discovery of the power her beauty gave her. 
 
    “I know you’ve never eaten pussy before,” she said. “But you’re going to learn today. You’re going to learn how to go down on the girl and make her happy. Trust me, someday you’ll thank me for teaching you to do this. Now, you can start by just kissing it. Gently. Go on. Show me how badly you want it.” 
 
    I leaned forward. As I did, Riley placed one hand on the back of my head, guiding me toward her. The smell of her sex filled my nostrils. It was nothing like how I had imagined it would be. I couldn’t find words to describe it, but I couldn’t ignore the way it sent a jolt of arousal through my body, making my cock throb even more inside my pants. I looked up at Riley, and she looked down at me as she pulled me closer, until I pressed my lips against her pussy and gently kissed it. 
 
    “That’s good,” she smiled down at me, watching me from under half-closed eyes. “Now, kiss it again, but this time use some tongue. Like a French kiss. Make out with it. You know how to do that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Of course I do,” I said. 
 
    “Well, get to it then,” Riley said, sliding her hips forward on the armchair and pressing my face against her pussy at the same time. “Be a good virgin pussy licker and do what your sister tells you.” 
 
    My whole body stiffened at her words, and not just my raging cock — although that was certainly part of it. What she was saying was so wild, so beyond belief, and I could hardly wrap my head around it. I couldn’t have known then how I was never going to forget how it made me feel to have this beautiful woman talk to me like that, to boss me around and dominate me sexually. But even then, Riley was laying down the blueprint of what was to come, rearranging my desires to better suit herself. And I loved her for it. 
 
    “That’s right. Keep kissing. But now, use your tongue more. Stick it out. All the way out. Stick it in me. Yeah, that’s right. How does that taste? Tell me how your sister’s pussy tastes with your tongue inside it.” 
 
    “Good, Riley,” I said, or tried to say. With my tongue buried between the snug walls of her pussy, all that came out was a kind of Grant. But that seemed to satisfy Riley. She moaned happily, her legs shifting on either side of my head, clamping my ears. 
 
    “Look. Look at this.” 
 
    As her pleasure seemed to grow, Riley got more aggressive. I all but winced as she grabbed a hand full of my short hair and pulled my head painfully back. But I stayed right where I was, on hands and knees in front of her chair, overcome with excitement to know that I was exciting her. Still holding my hair, she pointed with the index finger of her free hand to the top of her now-glistening pussy. 
 
    “See that? That’s a clitoris.” 
 
    “I know what a clitoris is,” I said. 
 
    “But you don’t know how to work it,” Riley said. “Touch that, and you’ll drive any woman crazy. But start gently. It’s very sensitive. I want you to kiss it, very very lightly. Then, you can use your tongue on it a little. But gently. I want you to tease it.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Riley pulled me toward her again, and I did as I was told. I teased her clit with my lips and tongue, following her directions as she demanded me to go slower or faster, lighter or harder. And soon, she was squirming in the chair above me. Draping one leg over my shoulder, she drummed on the floor with her other foot, pressing herself back against the armchair while at the same time pressing her hips forward, as though trying to engulf my entire face with her pussy. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” I heard her gasp above me. Her grip on my hair was tighter than ever, but I ignored the pain as she closed her eyes, her legs trembling around me. “On my God, I’m going to cum! Taste it, virgin! I want you to swallow every drop of your sister’s cum like the good little virgin pussy licker you were born to be!” 
 
    “Fuck,” I groaned unintelligibly, incredibly turned on by this tirade of words dirtier than any I had heard even from a professional porn star. But for now, Riley seemed to ignore me. Her whole body stiffened at the spasm of ecstasy gripped her, and her pussy clenched against my eager mouth. I was astonished at the sudden flood of hot juices that spurted out of her, unprepared for such a wet orgasm. But I remembered her words, and I did my best to drink every drop, even as more of it poured out of her and dripped off my chin and cheeks. 
 
    Finally, Riley released her grip on my hair. I sat back on my knees, gazing up at her in astonishment while she sprawled in her chair, her legs spread, her breasts rising and falling under her T-shirt as she breathed rapidly. Slowly, she opened her eyes. Seeing me kneeling there, she smiled again. 
 
    “Good job,” she said breathlessly. “Not bad at all for a first attempt. But don’t worry. Big sister will make sure you get lots more practice at that.” 
 
    “Can we have sex now? Please?” 
 
    Abruptly, Riley’s face darkened. 
 
    “What? No! I told you, I’m not having sex with a virgin loser like you. I was going to let you look at me and jerk off again, but now, I don’t even want you doing that. Go back to your room and take care of yourself there.” 
 
    “Riley, please!” I begged. But she was unmoved. 
 
    “I said no,” she said coolly. “And if I were you, I wouldn’t push your luck. If you want to play with me again, you need to learn that my pleasure always comes first. And if I decide that all I want is for you to lick my pussy, then leave me alone, that’s what you’ll do. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Riley,” I said unhappily. I cringed with embarrassment as I spoke, my cheeks burning red and hot at the spectacle my stepsister was making of me. But that only made me want her more, only made my cock throb harder in desire. Back then, I was inexperienced enough to be surprised by that fact. 
 
    I knew I had to do as she said. I knew that so much depended on it. The thought of not getting to do this again with her, no matter how humiliating it was, seemed unbearable to me. And so, I began to rise, used and dismissed by the goddess I was forced to live with a little while longer. 
 
    But Riley’s beautiful eyes flashed once more. 
 
    “Did I say you could stand in my presence?” she said. “Go on, crawl out of here on your hands and knees like the pig you are. Go jerk off. I’m done with you.” 
 
    I trembled in fear and shame. My heart pounded in my chest. Every cell of my brain seemed to scream at me to tell her to fuck off, to reclaim what few shreds of my dignity remained. 
 
    But desire was just too strong. 
 
    Instead, I turned and crawled out of Riley’s room on my hands and knees. Her mocking laughter pursued me as I made my way back to my own bedroom. 
 
    ***** 
 
    “Riley…” 
 
    At that moment, Ella’s voice came floating down the hallway from the bedroom, interrupting the charged scene between Riley and me. I rose to my feet, and Riley watched me move, still with that maddening smile on her beautiful face. She shifted in the armchair as I stepped past her, subtly adjusting her clinging dress that showed off her every mouthwatering curve. With the way she looked and my memories buzzing inside my brain, it was no surprise that I was popping a noticeable tent in my pants that I tried to hide as I moved down the hallway to the bedroom from where my wife called me. 
 
    “What do you think?” she asked as I stepped inside, turning to face me. 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    It had been a long time since I last took Ella out. Blame it on routine, the things you forget to do that you really shouldn’t. I was always attracted to her, and I never forgot what a beautiful woman I was married to. But seeing her now, all dolled up to go out on the town, was nearly enough to take my breath away. After the sexual shock of seeing Riley in all her glory, this was more fuel on the fire. 
 
    Ella stood in front of me with her fiery red hair flowing freely over her shoulders, her hazel eyes glowing like some precious metal under the coat of makeup she wore. Like Riley, she had painted her lips a bright and eye-catching red. But her dress was black, with a layered skirt that ended well above her knees. To compensate for the shortness of the dress, she was wearing black pantyhose that clung tightly to her well toned legs. And on her feet, she wore a pair of shoes I had never seen before. A pair of bright red patent leather ankle boots with a high heel that matched her red lips. And matched, I realized with a sense of confusion, the dress Riley was wearing. These two women, so different in looks yet equally beautiful, were both dressed in black and red, as though they had coordinated this while they were shopping. Maybe they had. Either way, there was no doubt in my mind they would look stunning out on the town together. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I said. And Ella smiled as I stepped forward, my arms already reaching out toward her. As she hugged me, I grabbed her hips and pulled them against me, and she giggled under her breath as she felt my erection pushing against her hip. At the same time, I reached around behind her, sliding my hands up under her skirt to grab her ass with both hands. The smooth feel of the pantyhose against my skin only made my cock throb all the more. I kissed her, and she kissed me back, and I felt the smile on her lips as we kissed, knowing what she was doing to me and enjoying it. 
 
    “Stop that,” she said playfully as she lifted her lips from mine. My hands were still under her skirt, feeling the warmth of her body through her pantyhose and underwear, slowly moving around the front. 
 
    “Why? You look so fucking good. Come on, let’s do it right now.” 
 
    “We can’t,” Ella smiled. “I have to go. Riley is waiting right outside.” 
 
    “Let her wait,” I said. By now, I had one hand between my wife’s legs, rubbing the front of her underwear. Reaching down, she took hold of my wrist and pushed it away. 
 
    “No,” she said firmly, though still smiling as she said it. “You’ll just have to wait. But I have to say, I like the effect this outfit has had on you. And I like that you’ll be waiting for me to come home, all excited. That’s going to make it even more fun to go out with your stepsister tonight.” 
 
    Still holding my wrist, Ella kissed me again, her high heels helping to bring her closer to my height. Then, she stepped away from me. Picking up her purse, she stepped out of the bedroom, and I followed. When Riley saw her, she rose from her seat in the armchair in the living room. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Riley said, looking my wife up and down. 
 
    “So do you,” Ella said.  
 
    “Thanks,” Riley said, and I wondered if my wife noticed the way her glowing blue eyes flickered toward me for just a second. “Come on, let’s go. Don’t wait up for us.” 
 
    “Bye, honey,” Ella said, waggling her fingers at me as she followed Riley toward the door. I watched them go, the door swinging shut behind them. Fear bloomed in my heart, fear of what might happen and what might be said over a few drinks. But underneath it all, as always, my desire burned unrelieved. 
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    It was by no means an easy wait. As simultaneously frustrated and excited as I had been while I waited for the girls returned from shopping, this was a thousand times worse. I knew my wife was out there, looking unbelievably sexy. And I knew that Riley was with her, whispering who knows what into Ella’s ears. My only hope was that Riley got too much pleasure out of keeping our secret. The thing about blackmail, I was quickly learning, is that it only works once. Once Riley told Ella our secret, it was over. I would have to deal with the fallout, but my stepsister would have no more power over me. 
 
    I was trying to calm myself down, to look on the bright side, if I could find one. The attempt was only partially successful. 
 
    But I had nothing to do except think about them. And the thought of Ella and Riley all dressed up in their sexy outfits tormented me. There are only so many times a guy can jerk off in a single evening, but I put it to the test. And yet, no matter how many times I did it, my desire never seemed to go away. 
 
    I couldn’t wait for Ella to get home. Partly because I wanted her here, in the house, where I knew she was safe. Where I could have at least some control over what she heard. But mostly, because I wanted her so badly. Because no matter how many orgasms I had had recently, it never seemed to dull the razor edge of my unbelievable desire. 
 
    But they weren’t coming home soon. I tried to leave Ella alone to enjoy herself, but I couldn’t help sending a few texts to check in on her through the night. She responded, letting me know she was safe. But she didn’t continue the conversation anymore than she absolutely had to. And with every hour that passed, I got more nervous. The longer they stayed out together, the greater the chances they were having a good time. And if they were having a good time, the chances were higher this would happen again. Maybe Riley and Ella really would become friends. Maybe I would never be free of my devious stepsister. Maybe Riley was going to be a part of my live forever, no matter what I did. Impossible to untangle the feelings I felt when I thought about that. 
 
    It got late. But I couldn’t sleep. The clock crept past midnight, and then crept past 1 AM, and I was still waiting. Lying in bed with the bedroom TV playing some movie I couldn’t pay attention to while I wondered what was going on out there. 
 
    Finally, the lights from a car swept across the walls of the bedroom, piercing through a gap in the curtains. I heard an engine outside, and my heart rose in my chest. High heels echoed on concrete as two gorgeous women made their way toward the front door of my house. Even from inside, I could tell they were trying to be quiet. But I could also tell they were a little the worse for wear. 
 
    The front door opened. I sat up in bed. Riley’s voice rang out in a burst of wild laughter that she had clearly been suppressing. I heard Ella tried to quiet her, but only halfheartedly. My wife was laughing too. And as their footsteps came down the hallway toward me, I felt a kind of panic clutching at my chest. 
 
    Ella opened the door of the bedroom, and light flooded in from the hallway outside. For a moment, she just stood there, silhouetted by the hallway light. Behind her, I caught a glimpse of Riley’s unbelievable curves tightly wrapped in her red bandage dress. And when Ella flicked on the light in the bedroom, I was momentarily blinded. Peering through squinting eyes, I watched my wife approach the bed, sweeping her long red hair back from her face. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes slightly glassy. A new kind of fear gripped my heart. 
 
    “Oh good, you’re up,” Ella said. 
 
    “You were out late,” I said, trying not to sound like I was making an accusation. “Did you drive home?” 
 
    “No, no,” Ella said, shaking her head exaggeratedly. “We got a taxi. We’ll need to go get the car tomorrow.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” I said, and that fear subsided in my chest. At least my wife hadn’t been drink driving. 
 
    “Did you have a good night?” 
 
    “Great night,” Ella nodded. And she sat down on the edge of the bed nearest to me, her hands straying over the blanket to touch my leg through the fabric. She really did look great. I had been thinking about her in that dress and those boots all night, and now being confronted with the reality was anything but a disappointment. She looked every bit as stunning as I remembered she did when she left the house. And underneath the blanket, I felt my cock rising at the sight of her, and I was glad that the blanket hid my erection from her view. 
 
    “What did you get up to?” she asked, slurring her words slightly as she spoke. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said, more or less truthfully. “Watched TV.” 
 
    “Well that’s no fun.” 
 
    This time, it was Riley who spoke. And she strode confidently into our bedroom, not pausing for a minute at the doorway. Her body swayed in those tall high heels, testing the elasticity of her sexy bandage dress, and my cock hardened a little more. But there was that fear again. Riley was capable of almost anything. Especially when she had been drinking. And those bright blue eyes were fixed on me, and not for the first time, I found myself wondering what exactly I wanted. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s no fun,” Ella echoed.  
 
    And her hand moved over the blanket. Sliding higher over my leg, toward my lap. 
 
    “What — what are you doing, Ella?” I said, my eyes darting quickly over toward Riley. My stepsister was smiling as she watched, circling around to the other side of the bed. 
 
    “I was thinking we could have a little fun,” Ella said, her light brown eyes glowing as they stared into mine, a smile lifting the corners of her red lips. She was almost ludicrously beautiful, and it was nearly impossible to resist her. Nearly impossible to come up with reasons why I should. I sensed something dangerous in the air, some wild charge between the three of us. But desire was still raging inside me. And from the look of it, inside my wife too. And maybe we were heading into uncharted waters. But I was reluctant to even try to turn things around. Even if I could. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously,” Ella said. And, shifting on the mattress to get closer to me, she leaned forward and kissed me. At the same time, she plunged her hand under the blanket. As she sought and found my cock, wrapping her hand around my shaft through the boxer shorts I wore, I felt her giggle against my lips. She knew what it meant. There was no denying how excited I was, how sexy I found all this. And that only seemed to encourage her. 
 
    Ella kissed me, and I kissed her back. I closed my eyes, my hand moving over the soft skin of her arm, pulling her closer to me. I had been longing for this for hours, and now it was finally here. I heard Riley’s footsteps moving on the bedroom floor as she walked across the room, and I felt a mingled sense of relief and disappointment as I wondered if she was leaving, giving us our privacy so I could do what I wanted with my wife. 
 
    But she didn’t. Those footsteps kept moving, circling back around to the other side of the bed again, and then I felt the mattress sink under Riley’s weight as she climbed into bed with us. 
 
    Lifting my lips away from Ella’s, I turned toward my stepsister, barely able to believe what was happening and definitely unable to stop my cock throbbing with desire at the possibility. But I felt Ella squeezed my cock more tightly with her hand, and her other hand gripped my chin, turning my face toward her. Her golden eyes stared into mine at close range now, her face made indistinct by how close she was to me. 
 
    “You know, you really are fucking sexy, Shane,” Ellis said, smiling broadly as she spoke. “We were talking about it at the bar. I’m a lucky girl to have you. And I want to make you happy.” 
 
    “Oh, you do,” I smiled at my wife. And she smiled back. And I could see the desire in her eyes, burning like some bewitching fire that drew me in and made it impossible to escape. 
 
    And then Riley sprang her trap. 
 
    You wouldn’t think a woman could move that fast in a dress that tight. But somehow, Riley managed it. Suddenly grabbing my left hand, she pulled my arm straight up and pressed it against the headboard. At the same time, as if obeying some prearranged signal, Ella grabbed my other hand and pushed that up behind my head too. My wife was still holding my cock all the while, and before I could even say a word, Riley wrapped a belt she had taken from my own closet around my wrists and pulled it tight. Kneeling on the mattress beside me, she wrapped the belt around my arms and the headboard at the same time, binding me in place. And just like that, I was their prisoner. And my cock throbbed more than ever in Ella’s hand as the two women laughed at the confusion on my face. 
 
    “We had a good long chat about you, Shane,” Riley said, her hands on her hips now as she kneeled above me, delighted with how flawlessly her devious plan had worked out. “A nice long chat. And you’re such a lucky guy. This beautiful wife you have here wants to make all your fantasies come true. So I told her a few things I know about you. What you like in bed. The things we used to do together. How you like it when a strong, confident woman takes control of you and makes you into her little sex slave.” 
 
    “What the fuck? You told?” 
 
    “It’s okay, Shane,” Ella said. She leaned forward, pressing her face closer to mine, and for a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me again. But instead, she nibbled on my earlobe a little, her voice barely above a whisper as she continued to speak. “I think it’s sexy. Riley told me how she was your first, and how she used to… Dominate you. Well, it’s fucking hot. I never thought you were into that kind of thing. You should have told me a long time ago. But I guess late is better than never.” 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me right now,” I said. And both Ella and Riley laughed again. 
 
    “Yeah, I could see why this might seem like one of your dirty little fantasies,” Riley said. “But this is actually happening. Two beautiful women who want to use you as their fuck toy. I just hope you can handle us both.” 
 
    “Ella — are you sure about this?” 
 
    “Totally sure,” my wife replied. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. And I’m sure of something else, too. I’m pretty sure I need to cum real soon, and you need to help me do that.” 
 
    Lifting her hand from my cock at last, Ella grabbed the blanket that covered me and pulled it away. Tossing it carelessly to the floor, she stood at the edge of the bed, bending over me and giving me an enticing view of her cleavage down the top of her dress. Meanwhile, she grabbed my boxer shorts and pulled them down my legs. My cock sprang out, completely erect and more than ready for what was happening. And Riley laughed as she watched my wife undress me while I lay there helplessly, bound to the bed and totally at their mercy. 
 
    “Haven’t seen that in a while,” Riley said, her blue eyes glittering as she looked up and down the length of my cock. “Nice to know I still get it going.” 
 
    “Well, that’s not too difficult,” Ella said with a smile as she dropped my underwear to the floor. “The hard part is getting him to stay down half the time.” 
 
    “Could be worse, I guess,” Riley said with a shrug. “But I think I’m more interested in other parts of him right now.” 
 
    “Oh really? Like what?” Ella asked, sitting back down on the bed beside me. But Riley didn’t answer. Instead, she reached behind her back, and her practiced fingers found the zipper of her dress. She pulled it down, and the fabric seemed to almost sigh in relief as it came apart, sliding easily off her shoulders as she pushed it down. Still kneeling, she wiggled her way out of the tight dress, pushing it further down until she could pull her legs out of it one by one. Underneath, she was wearing a seamless black bra and a tiny pair of panties designed not to show through the clinging fabric. Her body was just as incredible as always, even more enticing and erotic than it was was in my fantasies. And seeing her like this was even more thrilling than anything I had concocted, even in my wildest images of her. 
 
    Still without speaking, Riley turned and began to crawl toward the edge of the bed. I watched her go, the firm cheeks of her ass revealed by the thong that disappeared between them as she swung her legs down to the floor. She stood, still wearing her high heels, and made her way slowly around the bed. Standing above us both, Riley held her hand out toward my wife, and after only a moment’s hesitation, Ella took it. With Riley’s help, my wife rose to her feet. 
 
    “Let’s get this dress off,” Riley said in a soft voice. And with a smile, my wife complied. Gathering up her long red hair and pulling it over one shoulder, she turned her back on the other woman. I watched my wife smiling at me as Riley pull down the zipper of Ella’s black dress and slid it off her shoulders. 
 
    My cock was raging. Experimentally, I tested the belt that held my wrists bound to the headboard, but it barely budged. Riley certainly knew her business. She had always had a natural talent for this, a woman for whom sexual domination seemed to come naturally. But I had no idea what kind of adventures she had had in the long years since she introduced me to the world of sexual pleasure. No reason to believe she hadn’t learned a trick or two. 
 
    But I hardly had time to think about that. The spectacle in front of me demanded every ounce of my attention as I watched my stepsister peel off the dress my wife wore and help her step out of it. Riley’s hands moved gently over Ella’s body as she pulled down her pantyhose, too. I watched Riley’s breasts bouncing in her bra as she crouched down to the floor to unzip my wife’s boots and help her step out of them. But once she pulled Ella’s pantyhose off, she began to slide the shoe back on. 
 
    “You should wear your boots in bed,” Riley said, smiling up at my wife. “It’s sexier that way.” 
 
    “Okay,” Ella giggled. She seemed perfectly content to follow Riley’s lead, to let the more experienced woman take charge. And so she stepped back into her red leather high-heeled boots, and Riley zipped them up again, then rose to her feet. Now they were both standing at the side of the bed in nothing but their underwear and high heels, both of them radiantly beautiful in completely different ways. I had never felt more turned on as I lay there, helpless to do anything, waiting for them to use me. 
 
    Riley moved first. Reaching behind her back again, she unhooked her bra. As the fabric fell away, I watched her breasts revealed, her nipples hard and pointing upward in a show of obvious desire. Dropping her bra to the floor, she slid her thumbs under the waistband of her thong panties. Teasingly, she swung her hips from side to side, pulling down first one side of the thong, then the other. Then, my stepsister finally pulled her panties off and let them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them, naked now except for the wicked high heels she wore. And Ella just stood there beside the bed, watching as Riley climbed onto the mattress and straddled me. 
 
    Uncertain, I gazed up at Ella. Maybe the two of them had talked about this, and made this fateful decision behind my back. But an idea is one thing, and the reality is very different. I kept waiting for Ella to change her mind, to suddenly shut the whole thing down. But my gorgeous wife just smiled at me, buzzing with the alcohol in her system but more intoxicated with desire. With the sheer kinky thrill of what she was doing. We had a good sex life, but up to that point, we had always been pretty vanilla. Neither of us had ever even talked about bringing anybody else into our bedroom. Yet now it was happening. And I had to admit in the privacy of my own skull that if I were to choose a way for it to happen, it would be exactly like this. 
 
    “I told your wife all about you, you little perv,” Riley said, and my eyes snapped back toward her. Leaning forward, she took my cock in her hand and held it firmly. From beside the bed, Ella watched, her eyes blazing to match the fire of her red hair. 
 
    “I told her how I took your V card,” Riley went on. “I told her how you begged me to do it. How I trained you to fuck. How I trained you to eat pussy. I hope you haven’t forgotten, little bro. I hope you remember how to make your sister cum.” 
 
    “You’re not my sister,” I groaned. Riley looked at Ella, and they both laughed. 
 
    “He always says that,” Riley said. “But look at his little face. Look how uncomfortable it makes them. That’s all part of the fun. Making him feel weird about what he so badly wants.” 
 
    “Yeah, I could see that,” Ella said. She was standing with her arms crossed under her breasts now, pushing them even higher on her chest as she looked at me and the naked woman sitting astride me. For now, she seemed content to watch. And I couldn’t imagine being in her position. Even harder to imagine being okay with it. Well, if she had been with another guy, anyway. If she had been with Riley, though? That I could get behind. 
 
    But my attention shifted swiftly back to my stepsister as Riley began to move. Letting go of her grip on my cock, she began to crawl up the bed, moving higher on my body. Sitting astride my stomach now, she reached out and put a hand on the top of my head, pushing me down. 
 
    “Lie down,” she ordered. “On your back.” 
 
    I had no choice but to do she said. Awkwardly, I slipped down the bed, my tied hands sliding down the upright rail of the headboard until they lay on the mattress. I was fully stretched out beneath Riley now, my feet hanging off the edge of the bed. And when she moved just a little, her pussy hovered above me. Again, I could smell that smell. In some strange way, all the years seemed to collapse, and I was back in my dad’s house, with my stepsister that I was infatuated with and terrified I might someday be found out. Except now I had been, by the woman I loved no less. And somehow, everything was all right. Better than all right, in fact. Somehow, Riley’s plan had worked out for the best, for all of us. At least for now. And as much as I sometimes hated this woman, as much as she made me feel uncertain and uncomfortable and filled with doubt and fear, in that moment, I had reason to be grateful to her. 
 
    As she spread her legs wider and lowered her pussy down onto my face, I decided I was going to let my gratitude show. 
 
    “Oh, look at that,” Riley said in a low voice as she pressed her pussy against my mouth. “Look how eager he is? What a horny, dirty little boy you married. Look at him. He’s desperate to lick my pussy.” 
 
    “He is,” Ella said from beside the bed. “God, I wish he ate me out like that. He’s so enthusiastic.” 
 
    Trapped under Riley’s gorgeous body, all I could do was continue to lick. I couldn’t tell my wife what I wanted to say, that I would eat her out too, with every bit of the same enthusiasm I was showing now. That I would crawl over broken glass for a taste of her beautiful body right now. That along with Riley, she was the sexiest woman I ever knew, and I never wanted to be with anyone else. But my mouth was full of my stepsister’s pussy, her swollen lips between mine as I slid my tongue over them, tasting again the taste of the first woman I ever made cum. I was busy. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” Riley said. She spoke normally, but already, I could hear in her voice the first stirrings of sexual pleasure. “I think our little boy toy is going to be doing lots of this from now on. I mean, that’s what’s so great about being a dominatrix. You can make him do whatever you want. Trust me, once we finish training him, he’ll be begging to lick your pussy every single day. You can just use him like a toy whenever you want. Have him go down on you for hours while you watch TV, then send him away horny and frustrated. From now on, everything that happens in this bedroom or outside it is up to us. He exists simply to make us happy.” 
 
    “I like the sound of that,” Ella laughed, and Riley laughed with her. But Riley’s laughter soon turned into a long moan. I was getting to her. As I slid my tongue deep inside her warm pussy, I felt it tighten around me, starting to tremble as pleasure overtook her. 
 
    And beside the bed, I heard Ella move. Soon, I felt the mattress sinking further as my wife climbed onto it. I groaned into Riley’s pussy as I felt Ella take hold of my cock again, stroking it slowly and teasing me while I kept on licking Riley’s pussy. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about this all night,” I heard Ella say. “Well, not exactly this. But something like it, anyway. This cock, definitely.” 
 
    And with that, my wife straddled me. I groaned again as I felt the tight wet entrance of her pussy pressing against the head of my swollen cock. Slowly, Ella lowered herself onto me. In the darkness underneath Riley, I was virtually blind, and not being able to see what was going on only enhanced every other sensation I was feeling. My cock seemed to go on sinking into Ella’s soft body forever, sliding blissfully into her while she gasped in pleasure. Until finally, she bottomed out. She sat on top of me, her knees gripping my sides, her pussy clenching around my manhood as it accommodated to the invasion. 
 
    Then, she began to move. 
 
    It was a strange vision of heaven I found myself in as I lay there on the bed beneath them both tied up and helpless, being used like an object for the pleasure of the two most beautiful women I had ever known. But there was nowhere else I wanted to be at that moment. Nowhere else I could imagine being that could possibly make me feel like this. Pleasure roared like a furnace inside me, racing up and down my spine, making every nerve in my body jangle and ignite. I licked and sucked and kissed, and soon, I heard Riley howling in pleasure. Soon, I felt the erotic flood of her orgasm pouring over my face. And even though I couldn’t see it, I knew my wife was watching. I knew she was watching me make another woman cum with my face buried underneath her. And I was delighted to feel Ella’s pussy clenched around my cock at the sight, as though it pleased her to see it. 
 
    Before long, I could hear her gasping too. And I blinked in the light as Riley climbed off my face, sitting down heavily on the mattress beside me. Her eyes were shining as she smiled down at me, biting her lower lip in obvious desire. Her cheeks were flushed with the orgasm I had given her, the orgasm I could still taste in my mouth. 
 
    Tearing my eyes away from one goddess, I looked at the other. Ella was riding me hard now, the whole bed bouncing and shaking as she drove her pussy down onto my cock over and over again. She leaned forward, clutching my chest, her face almost lost in the swirling storm of her red hair. But I saw her eyes, wide-open and staring at me as she panted and gasped. 
 
    “Look at him,” she groaned, wild laughter warring with the sounds of pure sexual pleasure she was making. “He looks so cute… With your cum… All over his face.” 
 
    Riley laughed loudly at that. Rolling up onto her knees, she loomed over me. Reaching out with one hand, she gripped my throat. The other took hold of one of my nipples and squeezed it until I winced. Lost in pleasure of her own, Ella laughed above me. 
 
    “Can’t let him have too much fun,” Riley said to my wife. “Besides, a bit of pain can help them focus. You can make sure he doesn’t come too early. You hear that, bro? You know the rules. Don’t cum until your wife is completely satisfied.” 
 
    “Yes, Riley,” I gasped, those old habits back in full force as I lay underneath my shrieking wife. 
 
    “He’s so fucking obedient,” Ella groaned. 
 
    “Oh, you have no idea,” Riley smiled. “Just wait until we’ve trained him properly. You’re going to have a husband who worships the ground you walk on. Literally.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” 
 
    For the moment, Ella didn’t seem capable of saying more than that. I groaned too, and I felt her pussy tighten around my cock as her orgasm tore through her. Conscious of Riley’s words, I clenched my jaw, trying my best to resist what my body wanted to do more than anything. And the pain of Riley savagely twisting both my nipples barely pierced through the swell of pleasure that filled me as I felt my wife cum. Her juices poured out of her, more fluid than I had felt from her in years. 
 
    For a moment, Ella froze above me. Tossing back her head, she closed her eyes, arching her back in a kind of seizure of sex. Reaching behind her, she gripped her ankles, thrusting her hips forward. She paused like that for what must’ve only been a split second, but felt like forever. Long enough for the intoxicating image to burn itself onto my brain along with the evergrowing collection of sexy visions I carried inside me. 
 
    Then, the lightning past. Ella let out a great sigh, and attention left her body all at once. She slumped down on top of me, her red hair securing her face completely, her breath hot and rapid on my chest as Riley lifted her hands away. 
 
    “Did he cum?” Riley asked. 
 
    “No,” Ella panted. Riley’s smile of triumph sent a shiver of fear racing through my trembling body as she looked down at me. 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    The mattress shifted again as Riley moved. Once again, she crawled toward the foot of the bed and climbed down onto the floor. I watched her go, her naked body swaying again on her high heels as she walked down the hallway. As I listened to her high-heeled steps recede, I wondered what she was up to. But Ella, lying on top of me, didn’t seem capable of wondering about anything. She just lay there for a long while, recovering herself, a few strands of her hair lifting and falling as she breathed. Finally, that hair swirled over my skin as she lifted her head. With a groan, swung her leg over me, and I groaned too as my cock slid easily out of her still-dripping pussy, still hard, still desperate for more. Ella lay down on the bed beside me, rolling over onto her side as she pressed her thighs together. Her hand rested on my chest, feeling my rapid heartbeat. In its own way, it was intimate and tender. Like old times, like a thousand other nights when we had lain together as husband and wife. Only this time, I was tied to the bed and still horny and ready to submit to her and Riley completely. 
 
    “This should probably count as your birthday and Christmas presents this year,” Ella said as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Fine by me,” I grinned back at her. 
 
    “Isn’t this wild, though?” she said. “I can’t believe we’re doing this. But fuck. I just came so hard. I think I was the best sex of our lives. And you didn’t even cum.” 
 
    “Not yet,” I said. 
 
    “Good,” said Ella, echoing Riley. “Maybe it’s better if you don’t cum, yet. You have two dominant women to satisfy, and it’s going to take everything you have. You like this, don’t you?” 
 
    “I love this,” I said, making Ella giggle. 
 
    “Me too. I don’t even know how we started talking about it, but hearing Riley tell me about the things she used to do… Well, I guess it made me kind of jealous. But in a good way. In a sexy way. It made me want to do those things too. If you’re going to be submitting to a woman, it should be me, shouldn’t it?” 
 
    “I couldn’t agree more.” 
 
    “Quite the adventures you two used to have. I know it’s kind of weird, sleeping with your stepsister. But there’s something sexy about it too. The taboo, maybe. I mean, I can’t exactly blame you. Look at her. She so beautiful. Was she as sexy back then as she is now?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” I said. 
 
    “Then I guess you didn’t have much choice.” 
 
    Ella’s eyes were studying my face, her hand moving idly over my chest. I saw her looking at the belts that bound my hands the headboard, and she reached up, running the fingers of her other hand over the knots. 
 
    “And I guess you don’t have much choice now, either,” she said. 
 
    “I guess not.” 
 
    “Better be a very good boy for us then, hadn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ella.” 
 
    I smiled as I spoke, and Ella giggled. At that moment, I heard Riley’s footsteps coming back down the hallway toward us. We both turned our heads, my wife and I, to see this naked goddess stepping back into the bedroom. I felt a stab of fear as I saw what she carried in her hands. A padlock with a key dangling from it and a length of chain that had been sitting in my tool room for years. I had no idea what she had in mind. But I knew that no matter what it was, I wouldn’t have much choice about it. 
 
    “This might help keep him under control,” Riley said. Both my wife and I watched as she wrapped the chain a couple of times around the top rail of the footboard of the bed. Threading one end of the chain through a link at the other, she pulled it tight, making it rattle against the wood. Then she placed one knee on the mattress as she leaned over me. I winced as my stepsister reached out and took my balls in her hand, tugging them down gently but firmly. Lying beside me, my wife watched curiously as Riley went about her business. 
 
    Threading the padlock through the end of the chain, she maneuvered it around my scrotum above my balls. Then she pushed the lock down, and it clicked into place. I could feel the faint tension of the chain tugging on my testicles, not painfully, but enough to remind me it was there. And I felt more helpless than ever to know that I was chained to the bed by what made me a man. I knew Riley well enough to know the symbolism behind that was fully intentional. 
 
    Climbing off the bed again, Riley returned to the closet and rifled through it. She was treating our home as if it were hers, helping herself to whatever she wanted. Ella didn’t seem inclined to try and stop her, and I was in no position to do it. When she stepped away from the closet again, I saw Riley had another of my leather belts in her hands. And she threaded the end through the buckle, then stood at the side of the bed nearest my head. 
 
    “Lift your head up,” she ordered. I did as she said, and Riley slid the belt over my head. She pulled it tight around my neck, and I heard Ella laugh as Riley held onto the end of the belt like a leash. Still holding it, she climbed onto the bed from the side, mounting me again. This time, she sat astride my hips, my still-hard cock beneath her, pressing back against my stomach. With the end of the belt in her left hand, she took my manhood in her right. I groaned as she slowly began to stroke. 
 
    “Look at that,” she grinned down at me. “It almost looks like I have a cock, just upside down. Is this how you jerk off thinking of me? Is this how you play with yourself when you think about your sister?” 
 
    At that, her hand began to move faster. I groaned aloud as she tugged on my cock, her hand moving faster and faster. 
 
    “Please, Riley, I’m going to cum,” I said. Lying on my side and watching everything, Ella gasped. 
 
    “See?” Riley grinned. “I told you how easy it was to make him beg. Go on, little bro. Beg your sister for an orgasm, and maybe I’ll take pity on you” 
 
    “Please, Riley,” I all but sobbed. “Please let me cum, please explain! I’ll do whatever you say, I promise! I’ll be your slave. I’ll be your fuck toy. Whatever you want, please!” 
 
    “Wow,” Ella said beside me. 
 
    “I know,” Riley replied, looking over for a minute at my wife. “Get them turned on, and it’s almost too easy to make them into your little bitch. Okay, you little freak. You can cum now. Spurt all over your stomach like the loser you are while your gorgeous wife watches.” 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I groaned. But there was nothing I could do to control the physical sensations I was feeling. My cock exploded in Riley’s hand, and both she and Ella let out a little cheer as they watched me spurt my seed all over myself. My cock thumped in Riley’s hand, my orgasm seeming to go on and on, making me tremble with wild pleasure that, powerful as it was, was never going to be enough. It wasn’t how I would have chosen to cum, with those two gorgeous women in my bedroom with me. But in the state of desperate lust I was in, any orgasm was a blessed relief. And I sighed and sobbed with pleasure as I lay underneath Riley, trying to recover from what she had just done to me. 
 
    “That was amazing,” Ella said, looking from me to Riley and back again with wide round eyes. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen him cum that much.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s quite a mess he’s made,” Riley said, shaking her head as she looked down at me. “But now, the real question is, is he going to stay hard afterward?” 
 
    “Seriously?” Ella said, an almost enchanting look of disbelief on her face. “You think he will?” 
 
    “He used to do, back when we used to play together,” Riley said. “Then again, he was a lot younger back then. What do you say, stud? Think you can keep it up for your new mistresses?” 
 
    “I hope so,” I said, making both Riley and Ella laugh. But for now, all the attention in the room was on my cock. And despite the cum that was still dripping from its tip, my erection showed no sign of wilting. I was so turned on, I felt like I would never go soft again. And Riley’s teasing fingers, gently stroking the underside of my cock, were only enhancing the feelings of arousal that still filled my body. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll see,” Riley said with a grin. My cock was as hard as ever as she climbed on top of me, straddling me again. Taking up the end of the belt again in her hand, she pulled on it, and I felt the leather grow tighter around my neck. With her other hand, Riley reached down between her legs and took hold of my manhood. Carefully, she guided it inside herself, smiling all the while. And I groaned at the feeling of my cock sliding at last into her pussy. I had thought that part of my life, the part where I had sex with my stepsister, was long gone. It was a part of my life I had tried to forget. But the memories of the things we had done together had never really left me, and now, here I was, doing them again. Or having them done to me. Like I had no choice in the matter whatsoever, like I was completely without agency in anything that happened. It was a thrill unlike any other. Even in all the memories and fantasies I had had of moments like this over the years, nothing had compared to the reality. The bright bliss of letting go, of giving into my most shameful desires and not being given a choice. The paradoxical freedom of submission. I was free to enjoy my own humiliation, to escape the burden of having to choose. All I had to do was give in. 
 
    And it wasn’t like I had any choice about that, anyway. 
 
    Riley sat on top of me, rocking her hips back-and-forth, groaning in pleasure as she fucked me. She still held the end of the belt in one hand, riding me like I was a bucking bronco and she was holding my reigns. The chain that anchored my testicles to the bed frame rattled with every movement of the mattress, reminding me just how captive I was. As if I could possibly forget. My hands bound, my balls under lock and key, Riley’s weight on top of me pinning me down on the mattress, I was truly helpless. All I could do was lie there and allow this woman to use me how she wanted. And of course, that was all I wanted to do. 
 
    Riley’s breasts bounced as she rode on top of me. The look on her beautiful face was almost hypnotic as she stared down at me, her bright eyes blazing. She loved this. More than anything else, it seemed, she loved being in control, and she could hardly be more in control that she was in that moment. Her insane plan had worked beautifully, and now she was reaping the rewards. And from the noises of pleasure she was making, it seemed pretty clear that it had all been worth it for her. 
 
    It’s not easy to put into words how it felt to lie there underneath her, getting fucked by the woman who had taken my virginity while my wife watched. It felt in some strange way as though the past and the present were colliding, making something unbelievably real and raw and exciting in the process. It felt as though I had slipped somehow out of the real world and into a realm of fantasy, a place where the absolutely unthinkable became real. It’s a strange feeling when your life suddenly changes on you, when what you thought was the way things would always be turns out to be a castle built on sand, and you find yourself on a new road with an ending you can’t see. Those are the feelings I was trying to process, as wild pleasure threatened to overwhelm me. Because just as Riley had predicted, my cock didn’t soften even a little. My desire was as real and powerful as ever, despite the fact I had just had an orgasm. As Riley continued to ride on my cock, it felt almost as though that earlier orgasm had never happened. I was just as horny and desperate and enraptured by her as ever. 
 
    And soon, my stepsister was howling in pleasure, and soon, so was I. My body trembled underneath her, and as she thundered toward orgasm, so did I. My cock throbbed and surged as her juices poured out over me, her cries of pleasure ringing out in our bedroom that for years had known only the sounds of me and my wife. But as Riley shuddered and shook, as she tipped back her head and screamed her joy at the ceiling, I winced. Riley’s orgasm had inspired my own, but as my balls drew tight, I felt the unyielding steel of the padlock locked around them. I hovered on the edge of orgasm, needles of erotic pleasure seeming to lacerate my brain, but somehow, I couldn’t quite get there. Somehow, my orgasm never came. The heavy lock and chain around my balls seemed to prevent it, allowing me to get tormentingly close without quite taping over the edge into ecstasy. And so I lay trembling beneath Riley while she came, spurting her hot juices all over my cock and captive balls as she indulged in her own selfish bliss. 
 
    And beside us on the bed, Ella watched everything. As focused as I was Riley, I barely looked over at my wife. But I could feel her scrutiny on us, her glowing eyes taking in every moment. I had never imagined she would get any pleasure out of watching me with another woman, but clearly, I was wrong about that. I was wrong about so much. 
 
    When Ella climbed on top of me, my eyes snapped toward her. There was a look on my wife’s face that sent a jolt of desire racing through me, to see her passion so inflamed. Like she could no longer help herself and had to get some of what was going on between me and Riley. 
 
    Turning on top of me, Ella sat on my face. Riley cried out in triumph, pulling on the belt she held to pull my head up toward Ella’s pussy. Not that I needed any encouragement. As Ella straddled my face, I raised my head from the mattress and pressed my mouth eagerly against her pussy, tasting her arousal as I began to lick. 
 
    And once again, I lay there beneath these two beautiful women, being used for their pleasure. Once again, I felt like a prisoner in heaven, and it was fantastic. I licked my wife’s streaming pussy until she was moaning in orgasm, and at the same time, Riley kept riding me to multiple orgasms of her own. Soon, the air in the bedroom was ringing with the wild noise of female pleasure, and my own pleasure was every bit as intense as theirs, even as the lock around my balls kept me just this side of ecstasy. 
 
    Even that couldn’t last forever. Eventually, even that couldn’t hold me back. I moaned deep into Ella’s pussy as pleasure swept over me, mingled with the pain of my balls growing tight against the lock. I came at last, spurting my cum deep inside Riley’s pussy, and I heard her cry out in pleasure as she felt it too, my orgasm encouraging another one of hers. 
 
    Riley rolled off me, my cock sliding easily out of her dripping pussy as she sprawled on the bed beside me. Up above me, Ella wasn’t quite finished yet. I felt her reach down, gripping my throat as she ground her pussy against my face. 
 
    “Make me cum,” she hissed between gritted teeth, her thighs trembling on either side of my head to demonstrate to me just how close she was to what she wanted. I wasn’t used to my wife being anything like this aggressive, this forceful. But I loved it. And as I plunged my tongue deep between the silken folds of Ella’s pussy, I heard her scream in pleasure. I serviced my wife eagerly, savoring the taste of her juices as they flooded out of her, and soon, Ella got what she wanted. She screamed in orgasm, her pussy juices flowing out to coat my face as she trembled ecstatically above me. Satisfied at last, she rolled off me too, and I blinked rapidly in the sudden light as I gazed up at the ceiling, still barely believing what had happened. Still hardly able to believe that this was my life now. 
 
    Beside me on the bed, Riley moved. Rolling up onto her knees, she crawled past Ella and reached for the belt that bound my hands to the headboard. I looked up at her as she unfastened it, smiling down at me as though she were doing me a great favor. My cock lay limp against my thigh, conquered for now by these wild women, but with the sheer kinkiness of the situation I was in, I knew it would take very little to get me going again. All I had to do was look at the two goddesses in bed with me, and I knew I would feel again the first stirrings of arousal. 
 
    Riley climbed over me. My heart surged in hope as she straddled me again, but it only lasted for a moment. Instead, she climbed off the mattress and stood at the side of the bed. On the other side, I could feel Ella watching, silently waiting to see what my crazy stepsister came up with next. 
 
    “Come on,” Riley said as she reached down and took hold of one of my wrists that still showed the marks from where the belt and gripped it tightly. “Stand up.” 
 
    Sitting up on the bed, I swung my legs off the mattress and stood. I had to move carefully, the chain locked onto my balls dangling between my legs and threatening to trip me up. The chain didn’t allow for much movement on my part, but Riley guided me around the bed with her hand on my arm, and I did my best to follow without knowing what she was planning next. 
 
    “Is it okay if I stay here tonight?” Riley said, talking to Ella. Lying on her side on the mattress, Ella simply nodded and smiled. She looked overcome with pleasure, worn out from the sex we had had but with a dreamy look of satisfaction on her beautiful face. Try as I might please my wife in bed, it was a look I hadn’t seen in a while. Ella enjoys the sex we have together, but this was on a different level. For both of us. I could hardly be offended if my wife considered this the best sex the two of us had ever had. After all, I felt the same way. 
 
    “Good,” Riley said. Leaving me standing at the bottom of the bed, the chain hanging ludicrously from my balls, Riley bent her naked body over the mattress and grabbed a pillow. Picking it up, she dropped it on the floor at the foot of the bed. Her blue eyes were shining again with maliciously as she turned to me. 
 
    “There you go, slave boy,” she giggled, pointing to the floor at her feet. “That’s where you sleep while I sleep in your bed with your wife.” 
 
    “We have a guestroom,” Ella offered. 
 
    “That’s not the point,” Riley smiled, her eyes staring deep into mine the whole time. “He needs to learn his place. We’re done with you for now, but you can stay there all night, chained to the bed. Maybe if you’re really lucky, one or both of us might decide to use you for something again. Or maybe not. That’s the point. It’s not up to you.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious, Riley,” I said. As I spoke, my hands reached toward the chain locked onto my testicles, and I tried to free myself. But it quickly became apparent that there was no way out. The lock was small enough to fit tightly around my sack above my balls, and there was no way I was going to be able to squeeze them through the lock. Not without causing myself incredible pain, anyway. My hands might be untied, but I stood there as helplessly as ever, bound to the bed by my balls and still as completely at the mercy of my stepsister as ever. 
 
    “I think you must know by now that I am,” Riley said. “I’m tired now. I need to get some sleep. Lie down and be quiet, and we’ll release you in the morning. Maybe. If you’re very good boy.” 
 
    “Riley,” I said in protest. But as always, it was useless. Already, Riley was climbing onto the mattress. I watched Ella smile as she moved over on the bed to make room for my stepsister. She was smiling as much as Riley was, her warm brown eyes glancing over my body as I stood there at the foot of the bed, humiliated and rejected. And already, I could feel my treacherous cock begin to rise again, beginning to thicken at this display of feminine power. 
 
    “Good night, honey,” Ella said, reaching her languid arm up toward the light switch beside the bed. I heard Riley giggle as the light went out, and the movement of the two of them making themselves comfortable on the bed my wife and I had chosen together. 
 
    I stood there in the dark for a moment. My mind was racing, all kinds of ideas expanding in my brain. But there was nothing I could do. I knew that. I had no idea where Riley had put the key to the padlock that held me, and even if I had known where it was, I couldn’t reach anything outside of the very small radius the length of chain allowed me. I was stuck there, for as long as these ladies decided I should be. And predictably, that thought made me tremble with strange ecstasy, despite the multiple orgasms I had already had that night. 
 
    But there was nothing to be done. There was no point begging for mercy; they clearly had none. And so I lay down on the floor, the clanking of the chain letting the women know I was doing as I was told. Without a blanket, with nothing except the pillow Riley had so graciously allowed me, I tried to get comfortable on the floor. And as uncomfortable as my position was, as difficult as it ought to have been to get a good night sleep chained to the foot of the bed, I was so tired that I felt almost immediately into a deep sleep. 
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    It was barely even light when I woke up. My body ached from lying on the floor all night, and my balls ached from the padlock locked around them, its unrelenting weight waking me up at several points during the night as I tried to sleep. 
 
    As soon as I was fully awake, the events of the previous night raced through my brain. For a moment, I wondered if it had all been a crazy dream. But the lock on my balls told me it wasn’t. It had really happened. I had had a kinky threesome with my wife and my stepsister, and nothing was ever going to change the fact that that had happened. The only uncertainty I had was where this might lead us. But I knew, as humiliating and degrading as the experience of being turned into their submissive fuck toy had been, I didn’t regret a moment of it. The whole thing excited me more than I could possibly believe. And lying there on the floor still chained to the bed like some kind of pet, I was already rock hard, powerfully erect at the thought of what had happened. 
 
    I lay there in silence for a while. I needed the bathroom, but the chain wouldn’t allow it. I toyed with the idea of waking the women up, but something warned me against it. Some instinct for self-preservation, I suppose. The truth is, I was scared of them. Especially Riley. After all, look at what she had done to me already. Look at what she was able to make me do. And of course, I had experience in this department. I knew just how wild Riley could be, how much she loved being in control, how merciless she was when she decided to be sexually dominant. 
 
    After all, this wasn’t the first time she had me in chains. 
 
    ***** 
 
    it was dark. I remember that. It was summer, and the sun set late, but it was well after dark. I was lying in bed, not asleep but more than halfway there, when a noise woke me. A faint creak of the floorboard near the door that I knew so well as someone stepped on it. 
 
    “Shane? Are you awake?” 
 
    Riley. It had to be Riley. 
 
    My dad and her mom were out again. It was a date night for them, and they told us they would be out a long time. Not that we cared. Riley and I were both adults, and we had our own lives going on that didn’t have much to do with those of our parents.  
 
    And I had tried to stay calm at the thought of being alone in the house with my sexy stepsister. I wanted her badly, and Riley knew that as well as I did. But after my last humiliating experience with her, I was nervous to so much as approach her. I tried to not even talk to her, to avoid contact with her as much as possible. Not easy when you live under the same roof. As she stood in the open doorway of my bedroom in the dark of the night, I felt my heart beginning to race in my chest. After all, this was exactly what I wanted. Even if it confused me beyond belief. Even if I hardly knew why I wanted it. I only knew that I did. 
 
    “Yeah,” I said, while my cock swelled underneath the blanket.  
 
    “Good.” Riley said. I could hear the smile in her voice as she stepped inside the bedroom, not waiting for any further permission from me. I listened to her move across the room on bare feet, her body silhouetted by the light from the hallway behind her. When she had almost reached my bed, I reached toward the lamp that sat on my bedside table. But her hand on my arm stopped me in a second. 
 
    “Leave it off,” she said, her voice little more than a whisper as she bent above me. And without knowing why, I did as she said. 
 
    Back then, I still slept in a single bed. Riley climbed into it, and the springs of the mattress groaned underneath her as she giggled. The warmth of her body against mine, the softness of her hair and skin, the firm young muscle underneath, could only serve to inflame the desperate lust I was feeling. And predictably, I found myself hoping that this was it. That after all the teasing encounters we had already had, my beautiful stepsister was finally going to have sex with me. 
 
    “I’m horny, Shane,” Riley said. And the feel of her hand sliding under the blanket to touch my body was like some wild magic. Her hand went straight south, and my cock rose to meet it, my desire already unignorable at the thought of what was about to happen. By the time her fingers closed around my cock, I was fully erect, already stiff and hard for her. 
 
    “Looks like you are too,” she giggled. 
 
    “Always,” I said, making her laugh again. Rolling over onto my side, I reached out toward her in the dark, my hands blindly feeling their way toward that incredible body. 
 
    “Uh-uh,” Riley said firmly. Taking her hand off my cock, she reached out and grabbed my wrists, pulling them together. At the same time, she rolled over in the bed, climbing on top of me easily. With her weight pinning me down on the mattress, she leaned forward, putting my hands above my head. Of course, I didn’t resist her. I didn’t even try. I liked where this was going, and any kind of contact with my beautiful stepsister was a good thing as far as I was concerned. I was ready to let her do anything, to behave in any way she saw fit as long as it meant she would touch me the way that she had. 
 
    And then I felt something on my wrists. Something slightly coarse and long. Riley giggled again in the dark, and I felt a sudden constriction as she wrapped something around my wrists. She pulled it tight, and I realized with a throb of desire that she was binding my hands together. A piece of rope or shoelace or something like that, brought to my bedroom for just this purpose. And of course, I let it happen. I didn’t resist as my stepsister tied me up for the first time. 
 
    “There,” she said when the job was complete. “This is the only way you get to have sex with me. You have to be tied up. You can’t be trusted. The only way I’ll ever fuck you is if I’m in complete control.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said, making Riley laugh again. 
 
    “Good,” I heard Riley say in the dark. “That’s what I like to hear. I love a boy who knows his place. Who knows what a privilege it is to fuck me. You know that, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Riley,” I said softly. There might be no one in the house but us, but still I felt a need to be quiet. What we were doing was something secret and strange, and even speaking too loudly seemed like it might jeopardize what was going on. That was the last thing I wanted. 
 
    “Good. That’s good. You want to be my sex slave, little bro? What me to use you for my pleasure anytime I feel like it?” 
 
    “God, yes, Riley.” 
 
    “Then you know what to do, don’t you? Beg me. Beg me for the privilege of being my pathetic little slave boy.” 
 
    “Please, Riley,” I said at once, making her laugh out loud again at the ease of my submission. “Please use me for your pleasure. Please make me your sex slave.” 
 
    “God, this is almost too easy,” Riley smirked. “You just want your sister so bad, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Riley.” There was no point arguing. There was no sense pointing out, the way I usually did, that she wasn’t actually my sister. This was what she wanted, all part of the kinky game she was playing. She knew I couldn’t resist. She knew she had me completely. She knew I was ready to give in completely, to surrender everything to her for the pure privilege of being used. My beautiful, sexy, unbelievably kinky stepsister had me right where she wanted me. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear,” Riley smirked. “This is going to be the first pussy you ever have. Who knows? Maybe the only one. I mean, you’re cute and everything, but you’re not exactly the guy girls dream of. You’re lucky I’m even thinking about doing this.” 
 
    “Yes, Riley,” I panted. “Thank you!” 
 
    The words just seem to burst out from between my lips before I could think them through. And again, Riley just laughed at my pathetic capitulation. 
 
    “Good,” she said. “You’re learning fast. You know, I’m almost starting to wish you weren’t going away to college so soon. Might have been fun to have my own live in sex slave to play with whenever I felt like. But I can’t send you off to college a virgin, can I? No, I think I’ll take that cherry of yours right now.” 
 
    “Yes, please, Riley!” 
 
    I was almost sobbing with desire at the thought of what might be about to happen. And Riley kept on laughing, delighted with her latest scheme. Shifting her weight on the bed, she reached down for a moment and fumbled with her clothing. Then, she pulled the blanket away and worked on mine. Quickly, she pulled down my boxer shorts, laughing as my eager cock sprang out in the darkness for her hand to take hold of. At the same time, she inched forward on her knees. For the first time in my life, I felt the unique sensation of the soft lips of a woman’s pussy against the head of my cock as Riley ran my manhood up and down her pussy, teasing us both with how close we were to what we both wanted. 
 
    “Beg for it,” Riley said again, her voice still that near-whisper it had been. “Beg for this pussy that you know you’re not worthy of.” 
 
    “Please, Riley,” I begged to my kinky stepsister’s delight. “Please, I know I’m not worthy, but please fuck me. You’re so beautiful, I want you so bad. Please, Riley, please take my virginity!” 
 
    “What a polite little brother you are,” she laughed. “Who knows what you could be with the proper training? Well, I guess we don’t have time for that. But we do have time for me to make the first sex of your life all about me.” 
 
    With that, Riley sat down on top of me. She impaled herself on my cock, my erect manhood sinking deep into her. I cried out as I felt the wet warmth of her tight pussy, so different than how I had imagined it would feel. So much better. I could hardly believe how good it felt to be inside her, and I groaned in pleasure as Riley began to bounce up and down on top of me. 
 
    “Now, since you’re a virgin loser, you’ll probably cum way too quick to please me,” Riley said, already slightly breathless from the motions of her body. “Just this once, that’s okay. You’re going to have to learn to please your sister in bed, and your orals skills are really coming along. But training you how to use your cock properly might take a lot longer. We might have to do this again and again and again.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, please Riley!” I begged, making her laugh out loud again. 
 
    “That’s what I like to hear. Nice and enthusiastic. Okay, slave boy. You can cum when you’re ready. Cum inside me and become mine forever.” 
 
    And I did. With her beautiful body unseen in the darkness except in the occasional flash of mouthwatering curves and shadowy softness, I exploded. My cock throbbed wildly as I pumped my cum into her, my first orgasm with anyone but myself. And above me, Riley sighed happily as I emptied out all the desire and frustration I had been feeling for weeks into her, taking my virginity as she sat on top of me like a conquering queen. 
 
    “How was that, little bro?” Riley asked with a smile in her voice as I lay panting beneath her. 
 
    “Amazing, Riley,” I said. 
 
    “Good. And maybe next time, we can work on getting me off.” 
 
    With that, she climbed off me. As she stepped down from the bed and moved toward the door, I opened my mouth to call out after her. But it was too late. She was already gone, leaving me lying there in my own bed with my hands still bound. 
 
    My head flopped back on the pillow. My heart raced in my chest. No matter how she had just humiliated me, I couldn’t bring myself to be mad. In the dark, I could feel the goofy smile on my face. I had just had sex for the first time. And Riley was right. I was totally hers. 
 
    ***** 
 
    And now here I was again, lying in the dark, my head filled with thoughts of Riley. On the bed above me, someone stirred. A mixture of hope and fear expanded in my chest as the mattress moved, and someone stood. It was Riley. Coming toward me in her bare feet, circling around the bed my wife and I usually slept in together. She smiled as she saw me, her helpless captive, the kinky adventures of the night before not over yet for as long as I was chained up like this. 
 
    “Good morning, slave,” she said in a soft voice as she reached the foot of the bed. Her hands between her knees, she bent forward at the waist, smiling down at me with her beautiful features only partially visible in the gloom of the bedroom. “How did you sleep?” 
 
    “Badly,” I said, and Riley giggled softly. 
 
    “Well, I guess that’s to be expected,” she said. “But you’ll get used to it.” 
 
    “What you mean I’ll get used to it?” I said. Riley didn’t answer. Instead, she straightened up and stepped past me, moving back toward the head of the bed and the bedside table at its side. As she slid open a drawer, she took something out. When she came back to where I was lying and kneeled on the floor at my side, I saw that she had the key to the padlock locked around my genitals. I held still, barely daring to breathe as she slid the key inside. As she unlocked the padlock and removed it from the end of the chain, I sighed in relief. I was finally free.  
 
    And Riley stayed kneeling there, watching me, as though uncertain of what I would do. Maybe she was wondering if I was going to take some kind of revenge on her. But honestly, the thought hardly crossed my mind. The night the three of us had spent together had been insane, and when I thought of Riley’s ominous words about me getting used to sleeping on the floor, fear exploded in my heart. But at the same time, I was scared of not doing it again, too. Scared that this would be the last time, that my stepsister or my wife would not have enjoyed this and wouldn’t want to play like this again. For all the teasing, the humiliation and discomfort, I had had one of the best nights of my life. I was never going to forget what Riley had done to me, what Ella had done to me. I was never going to forget what these women were capable of. And I was never going to stop wanting more of it. 
 
    The chain rattled as Riley unwrapped it from the footboard of the bed. I just lay there, watching. Waiting. Just the presence of this woman was enough to throw me off, to make me uncertain and unsure of myself. Maybe the game was over. But I knew Riley too well to assume anything. In her own way, she had got what she wanted, in the end. I wouldn’t have sex with her at the bar that day, but she had found a way to sleep with me anyway. My wife allowed it. More than that, she had encouraged it. Even at the time, while it was happening, it felt unbelievable. But now that a new day had dawned, that strange sense of unreality only grew. 
 
    Finally, Riley unwrapped the chain from the footboard of the bed. I could see the strong steel links catching the light as she ran it between her hands, finding the end again. She hooked the padlock through the end of the chain again, smiling to herself as she watched it dangling. No doubt feeling again the thrilling sense of power she got from having me so firmly under her control, so helpless before her. 
 
    Then, with frightening speed, her free hand shot out and took hold of my balls again. 
 
    I winced. I sat up hurriedly on the bedroom floor, my hands on the floor behind me, pushing my hips toward Riley to avoid the pain of her pulling on my testicles. And she just smiled at me, totally delighted, totally in control. Moving quickly, she lowered her other hand between my legs, bringing the padlock with her. Swinging the arm around, she locked it once again around my scrotum. And just like that, I was back in captivity. At her mercy all over again. 
 
    “You probably need to go to the bathroom, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said uncertainly. I did, of course, but the excitement and uncertainty of what was going on had pushed it temporarily out of my mind. Holding the other end of the chain, Riley smiled and rose to her feet.  
 
    “Come on, then,” she said brightly. “Let’s take a little walk.” 
 
    I had no choice. As the chain grew taut between us, I scrambled to my feet. Riley turned, walking away from me, leaving me toward the open door of the bedroom. I followed along behind her, at the end of her leash, watching her beautiful naked body swaying in front of me, her ass calling that old hunger out of me again. My cock was already starting to throb and swell as Riley led me into the bathroom. 
 
    “Go on then. Go ahead and pee, little bro,” Riley said as she stood in the bathroom, still holding the chain. I stared at her for a moment. But she wasn’t joking. So I stepped toward the toilet and took my cock in my hand, unleashing the stream I had been holding in for hours. Riley just watched, that faint smile still on her face as she enjoyed this latest humiliating spectacle. It was a real gift, the way she always managed to find some new method of making me uncomfortable, of reminding me of my lowly status in her life. It was what made her so alluring. 
 
    Shaking myself dry, I stepped away from the toilet. Riley stepped forward, the chain sinking slightly between us as she stepped by me. And then, I watched dumbfounded as she sat down on the toilet and urinated herself. The woman seemed to have no sense of personal boundaries whatsoever, not even the faintest hint of modesty as she went to the bathroom right in front of me. I looked away, but I could still feel those eyes on me, enjoying my uncomfortable reaction. Enjoying every moment of what she was doing to me. 
 
    After drying herself off with toilet paper, Riley stood. Still holding the chain in one hand, she turned toward the sink. Taking a gulp of mouthwash, she rinsed her mouth out. Turning, she offered me the bottle, and I took a swig, swilling the strongly-flavored liquid around my mouth before stepping past her to spit it down the sink. Riley watched it all with her sparkling blue eyes, taking in everything, seeming to enjoy every single moment of this strange morning ritual. There I was, a prisoner in my own house, forced to do the bidding of this woman who I hadn’t been able to get off my mind in decades. Forced against my will, I almost said. And then realized how far from the truth that was. No, the awful truth was that I wanted this. That in some strange way, perhaps I needed it. And maybe Riley had always known that about me. But now, my wife did too. And what terrified me the most, far more than anything Riley might decide to do to me, was the thought that Ella might lose respect for me. That she might no longer see me as the man she married, that she might not be as attracted to me now she knew what I really liked in bed. The events of the night before argued against that conclusion; my wife had been a more than willing participant in the kinky sex game my stepsister orchestrated. Still, the fear was real. But I knew there was nothing I could do about it. What had happened between us had happened, and there was no changing that. Now, the only thing we had to figure out between us with how to deal with it. 
 
    “Stay here for a minute,” Riley said, her voice only marginally less soft than it had been in the bedroom. I knew that look in her eye. She had some new idea, and I knew well that it was probably going to be naughty and kinky and humiliating for me. And I also knew I was almost certainly going to go along with her. 
 
    Letting the chain drop from her hands, Riley stepped out of the bathroom. Staying where I was, I listened to her footsteps receding down the hallway. She was heading toward the kitchen, and I had no idea why. But soon, she returned. Still naked as ever, she took up the end of the chain locked onto my balls again and stepped toward the shower. She stepped inside the cubicle, wrapping the end of the chain around the faucet fitting. Finally I saw what she had in her hand as she produced another lock. Moving quickly again, she locked one link of the chain to another. And just like that, once again, I was her prisoner. 
 
    “We need to clean you up, dirty boy,” Riley said, her voice a seductive purr as she spoke. My heart pounded in my chest, and my cock throbbed, fully erect now as she pulled on the chain to draw me deeper into the shower. I stepped inside, and Riley squeezed past me in the tight space, her beautiful body brushing against mine and seeming to strike sparks of desire from me. Riley stepped out of the shower and walked out of the bathroom, leaving me there again, standing naked in chains in a dry shower. She was gone for longer this time. But as she returned, I heard not only her footsteps, but those of my wife too. And the laughing voices of both women making their way down the hall to witness this latest humiliation. 
 
    “Good morning,” Ella said as she stepped into the bathroom. Her eyes were still bleary with sleep, her makeup from the night before smudged and her golden hair a messy tangle around her face. But to me, in my state of monstrous arousal, she looked infinitely gorgeous. Then again, she always did. And my humiliation grew more keen, my arousal growing with it, as my wife stepped deeper into the bathroom. It was one thing to be degraded and humiliated and dominated by Riley. But being treated that way by my wife, the woman I loved more than anything in the world, the woman who I knew loved me, was a whole different level. Even more humiliating, and, in that sense, even more arousing. In many ways, these were complicated games we were playing. But for me at least, the rules were perfectly simple. Do what the girls said, all the time, without fail and without question. After all, it wasn’t as if I had a choice. 
 
    Ella was just as naked as Riley was. And I know my wife. I could see from the look on her face that she was at least a little self-conscious about it, at least more so than Riley was. Riley might be an old hand at these kinky games, and there was more than a little of the exhibitionist in her. Ella, on the other hand, was far more conservative. Though you wouldn’t know it from the previous night. And who knew what kind of effect Riley was having on her? Now that Ella was getting a taste for this kind of power, would she ever want to give it up? Would I ever want her to? In my subservient position, I wasn’t required to have answers. There was some paradoxical freedom in that, at least. 
 
    “I think we’ll need to get cleaned up after last night,” Riley said, ever the ringleader of this particular sexual circus. “Then we can figure out where we go from here. Come on, Ella, help me get your dirty little husband nice and clean again. Or as clean as we can, anyway.” 
 
    Ella giggled. But already, Riley was stepping into the shower. She turned on the water, and I suppressed a cry as the cold blast hit me full force in the chest. But soon, the water turned warm, pouring over my body and hers as she stood close to me. And when Ella stepped into the shower cubicle too, the three of us made a crowd. We were packed in there, and everywhere I turned was soft female flesh, glistening with water and shining in the light. If my cock hadn’t already been rock hard, it certainly would have gotten there by now. And both Ella and Riley couldn’t fail to notice the state of arousal I was in. 
 
    “Look at him. He loves it,” Riley said with a smirk as she squirted some soap onto her hands.  
 
    “I know,” Ella said. “I never knew you were so kinky, honey.” 
 
    “I never knew you were, either,” I replied, making my wife laugh. 
 
    “Fair point,” she said. “I guess we’re both learning lots about each other. Riley’s right. You are a dirty boy. We’re going to have to get you nice and clean.” 
 
    Taking a bottle of liquid soap from Riley, Ella squirted some onto her hands, too. Both women were smiling at me now, rubbing their hands together to create lather, a pair of blue eyes and a pair of brown ones flashing and sparkling with delighted amusement as they regarded me. And I looked at them, hungry and desperate, longing for the relief only they could give me.  
 
    Ella wrapped her hand around my cock. Lubricated by the soap, it slid easily up and down my straining shaft. I groaned as pleasure swelled through me, and Ella smiled up into my eyes, savoring the feeling of power it gave her to make me moan with just a slight movement of her hand. Reaching up, she wrapped her hand around the back of my neck and pulled my head down toward her. She kissed me, and I kissed her back, my cock swelling urgently in her hand. Then she pulled my head lower, down toward her breasts. Gratefully, I took one wet nipple between my lips, sucking on it eagerly and making my wife sigh in pleasure. 
 
    The chain locked onto my balls meant I couldn’t go anywhere, but my desire was the real prison I was trapped in. At least my hands were free. I placed my hands on my wife’s hips, pulling her against me, my cock eager for the pussy that waited between her thighs. But Ella kept stroking me, holding my cock firmly in her hand as she stroked and squeezed, her fingers occasionally reaching out to caress the padlock that held me captive. I had the sense that my wife was turning into a different person in front of my eyes. I was scared of what she might become, but I couldn’t deny the pleasure it was giving me to watch her transform. 
 
    Reaching between Ella’s thighs, I pressed my hand against her pussy and began to rub in a vaguely circular motion. She groaned harder, and I felt her nipple hardening even more between my lips, confirming what I was doing to her. I slid my fingers inside and found her wet and ready for me, her body every bit as eager for release as mine was. She moaned again while I moved my fingers, seeking out that special spot that I knew would push her over the edge. 
 
    My other hand gripped Ella’s ass, pulling her body tight against me. But I felt Riley take hold of my wrist. Gently but firmly, she pulled my hand toward her. I looked up from Ella’s boobs, just for a moment, to see Riley placing my other hand between her thighs. And my probing fingers found the wet slit of my stepsister’s pussy, and I heard her moan joyfully in anticipation of pleasure to come 
 
    it was another first for me. But I slid my fingers into Riley’s pussy just like I did Ella, and just like that, I was fingering both women at the same time. I tried to maintain a steady rhythm, finding it easier to move both hands at the same time. And before long, I heard the moans of both women ringing in my ears to show me it was working. 
 
    I sucked on Ella’s boobs. She kept stroking my dick. And I kept sliding my fingers in and out of both women, feeling the similar texture and dripping wetness of both their exquisite pussies. The sexual energy in the tight space of the shower cubicle was driving me crazy, but even as turned on as I was, even as Ella kept expertly stroking my cock, somehow, I stayed just this side of orgasm. Maybe it was the padlock hanging heavy around my balls again. Maybe it was the multiple orgasms I had had the night before. But either way, it was Ella I first felt reaching climax. She moaned loudly, and her pussy tightened around my fingers, her juices jetting out of her to mix with the warm shallow water cascading over us. She clung onto me as she came, her gorgeous body trembling against mine, the moment strangely tender after everything that had happened the night before. 
 
    My fingers slipped out of Ella as she stepped away from me with a satisfied sigh. My attention turned to Riley as my wife stepped away. With an evil little grin on her beautiful face, Riley reached forward, and for a moment, I thought she was going to start stroking my cock the way Ella had. But instead, she took hold of the chain locked around my balls. I winced as she pulled on it, not with a sharp tug, but more like a gentle but irresistible pull. I stepped toward her, not taking long to cross the tiny distance of the shower cubicle. With her other hand, Riley reached up and placed it on my shoulder. Then, using her hold on the chain and her grip on my shoulder, she pushed me irresistibly down. She even raised a foot from the floor and put it on the chain, pushing it down to the floor of the shower cubicle and giving me no choice but to drop to my knees in front of her, my throbbing cock jutting out from between my legs and pointing up at her as though to identify the woman that had taken such irresistible control of it. 
 
    “Eat my pussy, bitch boy,” she said, and pulled my head forward. I didn’t even have time to respond – not that any response was necessary. All I had to do was exactly as I was told. And behind me, I heard Ella gasp as she watched me once again begin to eagerly lick Riley’s sex. 
 
    Water streamed over us. The chain was tight around my balls, pulled down toward the floor of the shower by Riley’s foot still on the chain. But her hands held my head in position, keeping me right where she wanted me. And I licked her pussy with a desperate passion, my lust once again igniting inside me, driving me wild with craving for this incredible woman. 
 
    Riley cried out. I felt her body shaking as her orgasm thundered through her, her pussy spasming around my busy tongue. Once again, I gulped down my stepsister’s free-flowing juices, the taste of her orgasm filling my mouth once again while my wife stood and watched the whole erotic spectacle. Riley slumped back against the wet tile of the shower, finally pushing my face away from her as she gasped for air. I stayed on my knees, staring up at them both, their beautiful naked bodies tormenting me as they glistened in the water. My cock was still throbbing. I was the only one who hadn’t come. And I was painfully aware of that fact as I kneeled at the feet of these two goddesses in a pool of soapy water, chained and humiliated and loving every moment of it. 
 
    “What do you think, Ella?” Riley said at last, her voice ringing out in the tight space of the shower as she turned her eyes toward my wife. “Should we let your husband cum?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Ella said slowly, smiling down at me as she spoke. Of course, she knew exactly what she was doing to me. She knew how badly I wanted release, and she only had to look at my raging cock rising from between my legs to be reminded of the desperate situation I was in. My lips twitched under the cascading water, not saying anything but willing to do whatever it took to get what I wanted. And Ella had never seemed more powerful, more desirable, as she stood above me, deciding my fate. 
 
    “I kind of like not letting him,” she said, turning toward Riley. 
 
    “I know,” Riley giggled. “It’s kind of awesome, isn’t it? The way he gets all desperate. The way you know you can make him do anything for the privilege. Pure power. One of the best things about being a woman.” 
 
    “I never realized this would be so exciting,” Ella said while I gazed up at them both from the floor, seemingly forgotten for the moment. “I mean, I’ve heard about kinky stuff before, but I never really got the appeal of it. I didn’t think I really wanted to be in charge that much. But it’s so much fun. It feels so good knowing he wants us this badly.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Riley smiled. “I’m just lucky I figured this out at an early age. And your husband here helped with that. If he hadn’t moved away to college, I wonder what else might have happened between us. Oh well. I guess we’re finding out now.” 
 
    “I guess so,” Ella said. With that, she turned her glowing brown eyes back toward me. Her blonde hair was slick against her skin, plastered back against her scalp by the running water. The heavy makeup of the night before was now washed away almost completely, only a couple of blurry dark rings showing around her eyes. But she still looked as radiantly beautiful as ever to me in that moment. I could still hardly take my eyes off her, even with a woman like Riley standing there beside her. 
 
    “You know what you need to do, don’t you, honey?” Ella said in a mocking voice. “You need to beg me. You need to beg your wife for permission to have an orgasm. Just like a good little bitch.” 
 
    Next to Ella, Riley burst out laughing. My wife’s words shocked me, even though they probably shouldn’t have. They were hardly the most outrageous thing I had heard in the last couple of days. But hearing things like that from Ella was so much more shocking than it could possibly be from Riley. I expected it from a natural dominatrix like Riley. But my wife was taking to this new power relationship between us with astonishing ease. 
 
    And perhaps even more astonishing was the ease with which I capitulated to her. 
 
    “Please, Ella,” I begged at once, prompting a roar of laughter from both the watching women. “Please let me cum, please!” 
 
    “You know, you should have told me were this kinky a long time ago,” Ella said, folding her arms under her shining breasts as she spoke. “All the fun I could’ve been having bossing you around. I’m kind of mad at you for keeping this from me.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ella,” I said, making the women laugh again. It wasn’t a simple lie. I was sorry, in so many ways. Had I known that Ella would respond so positively to my deviant past, of course I would have told her ages ago. But in her own way, she was right in a deeper sense, too. It didn’t feel good to have kept a secret from the woman I loved for so long. I couldn’t believe my good luck, that revealing what I so feared Ella would find out had ended in this, the best sex of my life. But I couldn’t shake the sense of guilt at not having trusted her with that information until Riley forced my hand. 
 
    Still, this was hardly the time to think of that. 
 
    “Well, it’s all out in the open now, isn’t it?” Ella said with a smile. “We’re going to have so much fun messing with you now. Making you serve us. Making you worship the ground we walk on. I’m so glad we figured this out. Okay, go ahead, slave boy. You can cum. Right there at our feet. Go on. Jerk off for us and show us how much you love your new place in my life.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Riley gasped, spluttering with laughter. Even she was impressed by my wife’s dominant tone. As for me, I was almost dumbfounded. I could hardly believe it was Ella saying these things, driving me crazy with the words coming out of her mouth. But as always, my desire was too strong to allow me to put up any kind of resistance. I just needed to cum way too badly. So I curled my fingers around my cock, stroking it frantically as the two women gazed down at me with a look of triumph and amusement and discussed all merged into one on their beautiful faces. 
 
    “Look at him, jerking off,” Riley sneered. “So pathetic.” 
 
    “I know,” Ella said, shaking her head. “Hurry up. We haven’t got all day. We need to go get the car.” 
 
    “Yes, Ella,” I mumbled, my hand practically a blur on my cock. I did feel absolutely pathetic, kneeling there on the floor of the shower, jerking off to my wife and my stepsister. I felt every inch their sexual inferior, completely conquered and overcome by their beauty and deviousness. But of course, it only made me want them more. And soon, my cock surged in my hand, and I groaned as I spurted my cum on the floor at their feet, watching it rapidly disappear down the drain while they stood above me like two conquering goddesses, aloof and untouchable. 
 
    “Finally,” Riley said, rolling her eyes. “Let’s get going.” 
 
    Through glazed eyes, I watched as Riley placed her hands gently on Ella’s hips, moving my wife out of the way so she could step out of the shower. While Ella stepped out of the shower to dry herself off, Riley returned with a key and unlocked the padlock from around my balls. I stood, still dripping, and took the towel Ella offered to me. Stepping out of the shower, I dried myself off too. 
 
    “Go get dressed,” Ella said, seemingly more comfortable with giving me orders with every passing minute. And I did as I was told. Without a word, I stepped out of the bathroom, leaving it to the two women who were getting themselves ready while I went to the bedroom to put on some clothes. 
 
    The bedroom was a mess. The wreckage of our night of kinky sex was everywhere, the women’s sexy outfits scattered across the floor. As I pulled on underwear, jeans, and a T-shirt without much thought, my mind was completely occupied with wild memories of what had happened the night before. Despite my recent orgasm, I could feel my cock surging and swelling again, already growing with pleasure in serving these two women. But clearly, I wasn’t going to get that kind of relief anytime soon. 
 
    I sat down on the bed and waited. Ella came out of the bathroom first. She didn’t say a word to me, and I just sat there in silence on the bed, watching her put some clothes on. Like me, she dressed casually, also wearing jeans and a button-down shirt. When Riley joined us in the bedroom, she put on her clothes from the day before. I watched it all, not daring to say anything, longing for this experience to continue. Longing to be allowed to have sex with them like I had the night before, in whatever way they saw fit. The more humiliating the better. But that wasn’t what they wanted. So that wasn’t what was going to happen. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go,” Ella said when everyone was ready. Together, the three of us stepped out of the house. I got behind the wheel of my car and waited for the girls to climb inside. Then I started the engine and pulled out of the driveway. Ella told me where to go, directing me downtown to where they had spent their life-changing night. We found her car in the parking lot of a restaurant, and I pulled up beside it.  
 
    “Take Riley home,” Ella ordered as she stepped out of the car. 
 
    “Yes, Ella, I replied. I watched my wife get into her own car and pull out of the parking lot while Riley jumped out of the backseat of my car and got into the passenger seat. Then, I turned back onto the street, heading toward Riley’s apartment. 
 
    “Fuck, that was fun,” Riley said. “See? Aren’t you glad I told your wife about us? Don’t try and tell me that wasn’t the best sex you’ve ever had in your life.” 
 
    I said nothing. Staring through the windshield, I watched the world passing by, the trees and the cars and the streetlights and houses. All of it rattling away into a past that was completely dead, completely vanished. All of it peeling away from the future that was a blank slate, completely unguessable from where I sat. 
 
    “Your wife really takes to this stuff, too. She’s a natural. I mean, she was a little shy at first. But look at her now. She’s really getting the hang of it. You know, I think if I just disappeared from your life now like you used to pretend you wanted me to, it wouldn’t even matter. I’ve planted that seed. She’s going to want to dominate you now, for sure. You should be thanking me.” 
 
    “Thanks, Riley,” I automatically mumbled under my breath, still looking at the road ahead. Beside me, Riley chuckled. 
 
    “But I don’t think I am going to leave you two alone,” she went on, stretching like a cat in the passenger seat beside me. “I don’t think any of us want that. I think your wife could still use some guidance on how to bring you in line. And to be honest, I’m just having way too much fun being part of your married sex life now. Who would’ve thought that after all these years, your sister would end up back in bed with you? And with your sexy wife, too.” 
 
    “Not me, Riley.” 
 
    “Oh, this is going to be so good.” 
 
    Shifting in her seat, Riley leaned closer to me. I almost jumped in my seat as she placed her hand between my legs, but I didn’t pull my thighs close together to block her. Instead, I just kept on driving while she fondled me, making what was already on its way to being an erection expand fully inside my jeans. I drove, and Riley teased my cock, her hand moving over the bulge of my pants almost idly, almost as though she wasn’t thinking about what she was doing as she stared out the window of the car at the neighborhoods of the city passing us by. 
 
    “You love this, you dirty little fucker,” she said at last. “You know you do.” 
 
    “Yes, Riley, I do,” I admitted. I was tired and worn down by desire and humiliation, and there was no more fight in me. There didn’t seem much point denying the truth any more. There didn’t seem much point trying to pretend I was anything other than what I was. Still, it was rich coming from her, the woman who’d introduced me to all this in the first place. The woman who had made such an indelible crater on my psyche that I still remained vulnerable to her sexual domination, even all these years later. Who could have seen that coming? 
 
    “Well, here we are,” Riley said as I pulled up outside her apartment. “I’d invite you in to lick my pussy, but I’m a little tired. Besides, there’ll be plenty of time for that later. There’s no escape for you now, little brother. You’re going to be my pussy-eating slave for as long as I want. And your wife fucking loves it.” 
 
    “Yes, Riley,” I sighed. Her little victory lap was getting tedious, even if her words were still making my cock throb and swell in my pants. 
 
    It was broad daylight, on the weekend. The streets were full of people going about their business, ordinary wholesome business that seemed now so utterly far removed from the strange life I found myself living. But evidently, Riley didn’t care. Looking at me from the passenger seat, she seemed to come to a decision.  
 
    She reached for the front of her pants and undid them. Then she reached down inside her panties, her fingers seeking out her pussy. She laughed to herself as she touched it, and I sat there in shock, terrified of being seen by someone but unable to tear my eyes away. When she lifted her hand away from between her legs, I could see her fingers were glistening with moisture. Leaning toward me, she pressed her hand against my mouth, smearing the juices of her pussy all over my face. 
 
    “Lick it up, bro,” she said, laughing while I made a muffled protest against her hand. “One last taste of your sister’s pussy before I send you home to your wife. It’ll have to keep you going until the next time we play together. Which I’m guessing won’t be far off now. I’m not sure which of you likes this shit more, you or your wife. But either way, something tells me you’ll be calling me up and begging me to come round and dominate you again.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. I could taste her pussy in my mouth, and it made my cock throb even more in my pants. She was right, of course. That was the worst part. There was a time when I was able to resist Riley, just about, but that time was gone. And now that Ella was into it, now that I had her permission, there was next to nothing holding me back. After the wild night we had had, I had no doubt that I hadn’t seen the last of Riley in my bedroom. And as I tasted her pussy once again in my mouth, I found myself hoping it wouldn’t be long before we played together like that again. 
 
    “Bye, bro,” Riley said as she refastened her pants and hopped out of my car. I watched her go, disappearing into her apartment building without a second glance in my direction. Then, licking the last of her juices of my lips, I headed for home. 
 
    Ella’s car was already in the driveway as I pulled in. Switching off the engine, I walked up the driveway and into the front door of the house. As the door closed behind me, I heard Ella’s voice from the bedroom. Following it, I stepped through the open door to see her sprawled out on the bed. 
 
    She was naked. Her golden hair lay in a semicircle around her head like a halo, like the spread-out tail of a peacock. Her breasts rose and fell on her chest, her nipples puckered and rising up toward the ceiling in an unmissable display of pure arousal. Her hands were between her spread thighs, just covering her pussy, and I watched from the open door as her fingers moved, caressing herself right in front of me. 
 
    “Fuck, that was so hot last night,” my wife said in a breathless voice. “I can’t stop thinking about it. I can’t stop thinking about what we did to you. And how much you loved it. You really did enjoy being our little bitch boy, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ella, I did,” I said, feeling my cheeks burning with embarrassment at the admission. 
 
    “Good,” Ella smiled. “Because I fucking loved being in charge like that. And watching you with Riley was so fucking sexy. I couldn’t believe how much it turned me on. Now. Get over here and fuck your wife like a husband should.” 
 
    I didn’t say another word. I simply stepped forward, my clothes dropping to the floor as I discarded them one by one. Ella smiled up at me as I practically launched myself onto the mattress, climbing on top of her, my cock already rock hard and desperate for her. As I bent my head toward hers and kissed her on the lips, I wondered if she could taste the faint residue of Riley’s pussy on my mouth, and my cock throbbed even more. Lowering myself on top of her, I steered my rigid rod between the tight wet lips of Ella’s pussy, making her gasp as I thrust it inside her. And as my hips began to jackhammer back and forward, as the bed began to rock and shake beneath us, as the air filled with her cries of pleasure and mine, I knew that nothing between my wife and I was ever going to be the same again. 
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