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Chapter 1
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Klemens rested his head glumly against the passenger window, inwardly cursing to himself. His fingers drummed nervously on his thigh, a silent protest against the change being forced upon him.

His father Alexander seemed relaxed, clearly in a much better mood than Klemens himself. He focused on the road, knowing there wasn’t much left to discuss. They had already gone through everything—the move to his new wife’s place, the advantages of the more spacious house compared to their cramped apartment, and how Klemens would stay in the same area and keep his friends.

That still didn’t make Klemens any happier about the situation. The thought bored into his consciousness like a blunt nail.

Especially since he barely knew this woman. He had only met her once, at his 19th birthday a month ago. A tall Latina in her thirties like his father, wearing a form-fitting gray business suit that barely concealed her curves. Back then, she wore her hair in a ponytail and her eyes were hidden behind glasses. Honestly, despite her undeniable attractiveness, Klemens had barely paid her any attention. Yet the image of her confident posture and formal smile had burned itself into his memory.

Candela Fernández was her name. A rather strange surname, Klemens thought, but even crazier was the fact that she was now his stepmother. The word felt foreign in his thoughts, like a shoe that was too tight.

He hadn’t even been able to attend their wedding because he’d broken his nose the day before. A powerhouse of a mutt that barely reached his knees had simply bowled him over while chasing a bird. Flat on his face. The memory made him involuntarily raise his hand to his nose.

At least that had healed well. Internally, the development between Candela and his father still hurt him, even if he never said so. He respected his father’s decision, especially because Klemens’s biological mother, his father’s first girlfriend, had disappeared after his birth. Klemens had never met her, but his father insisted there were various reasons for her disappearance—she didn’t feel ready for motherhood, family pressure, and other things he never went into detail about. A void that had accompanied Klemens throughout his life.

His father had every right to move on and find a new partner after so many years as a single parent. God knows how difficult relationships are in your thirties, if you believe all the jokes and comments on the internet.

That hardly eased Klemens’s discontent, though. It sat like a heavy stone in his stomach.

Especially because Candela had a daughter of her own whom he had never met. And he didn’t know what to think about suddenly having a sister, “by marriage” or not. The idea of a stranger suddenly becoming part of his inner circle made him uncomfortable.

After a while, his father broke the silence. The air in the car had grown thick with unspoken thoughts.

“I know you’re not happy about this,” he said as politely as possible. “It’s a big change, and you barely know her. But try to stay positive, okay? You’re an adult, these things shouldn’t be difficult.” His voice sounded forcibly optimistic.

“Barely an adult,” Klemens replied, his lips twisting slightly. “But you don’t need to tell me that, Dad. I won’t stand in the way of your relationships.” The words tasted bitter on his tongue.

“Not standing in the way, but being okay with it? That’s what worries me,” his father answered. “This will be the first time you’ve lived in a complete family, to put it that way.”

“There’s a first time for everything, right?” Klemens forced himself to smile thinly, which his father returned, though both knew Klemens’s enthusiasm was limited. The words hung heavily between them.

The conversation died, and the rest of the drive passed in silence until they pulled up in front of a two-story house in an upscale middle-class neighborhood. In front was a small lawn with a paved stone path leading to the front door. It was quite an angular building, one of those semi-artistic “modern” architect-designed houses with overhanging canopies above the second-floor balcony that faced the street. Half of the ground floor was taken up by a double garage, though the ground floor still looked spacious. Windows were everywhere, but he couldn’t see inside as all the blinds appeared to be closed. It looked like a house from an architecture magazine—perfect and impersonal at the same time.

They drove onto the concrete driveway, and Klemens and Alexander got out and stretched their limbs. The afternoon sun burned on Klemens’s neck.

“Well, here we are,” said Alexander with a hint of pride in his voice.

“Great,” Klemens muttered. His father didn’t respond and instead walked to the door, with Klemens following with dragging steps. Alexander had already received a key from his new wife, so he didn’t announce himself until he had unlocked the door and stepped inside.

“Candela?” he called, his voice echoing in the entrance hall.

“I’ll be right down,” replied a full voice, soft yet inexplicably commanding. It gave Klemens a strange feeling, like a warm wave running down his neck, especially knowing that she was now his stepmother.

He looked around; the place was “chic” by his standards, but ultimately nothing too crazy for an upscale middle-class house with a “modern” look: white walls with glass and steel furniture, and a railing for the staircase that led upstairs, just to the left of the entrance, with another door to the garage. To the right was an open living area, with a hallway leading straight ahead. Everything looked tidy, almost sterile in its perfection.

The floor consisted of polished wood panels, possibly imitation, but Klemens couldn’t tell with his shoes on. Small lights were recessed into the walls, while the other fixtures were energy-saving bulbs in matte housings. It smelled of an expensive room fragrance—vanilla and something woody that he couldn’t identify.

Overall, the aesthetic was simple and “modern.” Minimalist.

Klemens actually liked it; he hated “cluttered” buildings. At least that was a plus.

He heard footsteps from the stairs and saw Candela coming down, again in a tight gray business suit, though barefoot in the house, displaying her painted toenails. The contrast between the strict business attire and bare feet unsettled him.

Why someone would go through the trouble of painting their toenails was something Klemens would never understand, especially when Candela probably spent most of her day wearing shoes in some office.

In any case, even in a business suit, Candela would turn heads with her well-shaped figure and looks; she had that aura of maturity, but she was a knockout with perfect facial features. This time she wasn’t wearing glasses, so Klemens could properly see her eyes, and he found them strangely captivating, light brown but by no means boring – almost shimmering gold in the light of the recessed fixtures. Her hair was still tied in a ponytail, but it looked shiny and radiant, as if she had just washed it. The scent of her perfume reached him – subtle, yet penetrating.

She smiled broadly when she saw Alexander and Klemens, a rather pleasant expression with her glossy lips slightly parted.

Klemens hated it. She was his stepmother now, and it already felt strange to notice how good she looked for being in her thirties. An uncomfortable tingling spread through his stomach.

“Alexander,” she greeted him and leaned forward to give him a kiss on the lips, which Alexander returned, both of them giggling affectionately. “I hope you like the house.” Her voice had that strange quality – like warm honey flowing slowly.

“Much better than our old apartment,” Alexander remarked, his gaze wandering admiringly around the room.

She laughed softly and then turned to Klemens. Her eyes fixed on him, and for a moment he felt pinned in place.

“Nice to see you again, Klemens,” said Candela. Klemens did everything he could not to stare at her chest, which was clearly outlined under her business suit.

“Likewise, Miss,” he replied, before pausing; she wasn’t a “Miss” anymore, even though she had kept her maiden name, but calling her “Mom” also felt wrong, like a lie. “Sorry.” He felt his ears growing hot.

“It’s okay,” she conceded. “I know we haven’t had time to get to know each other. I hope we can become a family over time.” She lightly touched his arm, and he almost flinched.

“Well, nineteen years, I guess better late than never,” Klemens muttered, trying to mask his discomfort.

His father patted him on the back, too firmly for Klemens’ taste.

“He’ll be fine, he just needs time to adjust,” said Alexander. Klemens shot his father a dirty look, then sighed and began taking off his shoes. The floor beneath his socks felt cool and smooth.

“Is that them?” came another voice from upstairs. It eerily resembled Candela’s, only much younger, but that fullness was still there, like an echo of her mother’s voice.

“Yes, your stepfather and brother are here,” Candela replied, her gaze moving toward the stairs.

Uncomfortable shivers ran up Klemens’ body when he heard that. He didn’t know what to make of it. “Brother” – another foreign word forcing its way into his life.

Quick footsteps could be heard, and Klemens caught sight of Candela’s daughter, now also his stepsister. His heart did a strange stumble.

She looked like a younger version of Candela, with a slimmer build, but still curvy. Unlike Candela, she wore her hair loose, the chestnut-brown lengths hanging almost to her lower back and very glossy, like liquid silk in the light.

Like her mother, she had that slightly tanned complexion, thanks to her Hispanic roots. She wore a white T-shirt with tight-fitting jeans, also barefoot in the house. When she saw Klemens, she gave him a smile that made him uncomfortable for reasons he couldn’t explain. There was something predatory about it, like a carnivore sizing up its prey. She wasn’t wearing lip gloss like Candela, but her lips still looked full and glossy, as if she had just bitten them.

But just like her mother, she looked stunning, even dressed so casually, the kind of girl who was probably incredibly popular in high school and still had influence over her old classmates. Her presence filled the room, drawing all attention to her like a magnet.

Klemens had no idea how his father had managed to win over a woman with such good looks. His father wasn’t ugly, but rather “conventionally attractive,” and he worked a regular nine-to-five job. It seemed like a cosmic imbalance to him.

Klemens honestly hated it, because thinking of his new family as “hot” made him feel really strange. A wave of guilt and discomfort washed over him.

Candela turned to her daughter, who was still smiling with an almost mischievous expression, one hand casually resting on her hip.

“This is Estefania, my daughter,” Candela introduced. “She’s nineteen, just like you, Klemens.”

“You know, you probably went to school in the district next to mine,” Estefania remarked. There was something playful in her voice, as if she were toying with him. “Otherwise, we probably would have met already.” She looked him up and down without any restraint.

“Probably,” Klemens responded with little enthusiasm, but it seemed to amuse Estefania, his stepsister flashing him a grin that revealed a row of perfect teeth. Her eyes sparkled in a way that accelerated his pulse.

“Well, now that we’ve all been introduced, I should show you around the house. Get you familiar with the place,” said Candela, clapping her hands lightly.

“Sounds like a plan,” Alexander agreed and put an arm around Candela’s waist.

It was the only thing Klemens was really looking forward to. At least it would help him forget the piercing gaze of his new stepsister for a moment.


Chapter 2
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The house was quite appealing. Nothing extraordinary, but spacious with numerous rooms. The room they assigned to Klemens even had its own television, though otherwise it was rather sparsely furnished – intentionally so, allowing him to design it according to his wishes. The bare, cream-colored walls waited to be filled with life, and the empty bookshelf beside the desk stood like a silent invitation in the room.

He wasn’t quite sure what to make of the fact that his stepsister had her room right next to his. Throughout the entire house tour, Estefania kept giving him glances, a strange mixture of teasing mischief and curiosity. Klemens didn’t dare address it, but it caused him an odd sensation that shot through his body like a warm electric current whenever their eyes met.

They had gone back downstairs to the living room. The evening news was on as the sun disappeared below the horizon and the interior lighting automatically came on – a soft, ambient light that made the contours of the room appear softer. Yet nobody paid attention to the television during their conversation.

Well, actually Candela and Alexander were doing the talking.

Klemens tried to focus on his phone and participate minimally in the conversation, his thumbs hovering aimlessly over the screen while he occasionally nodded or grunted.

Estefania, however, wasn’t making it easy for him; the living room was arranged around a central steel frame with a glass tabletop, with a TV cabinet and flat-screen in the corner, the front at a 45-degree angle. The modern furnishings looked well-thought-out, almost like from a home design magazine.

There were two sofas, one on each side of the coffee table, with two armchairs at the end of the table opposite the television, with an additional small table between the armchairs and sofas. The upholstery was in a deep blue tone that contrasted with the light wooden floor.

Alexander and Candela sat together on the sofa away from the main hallway. Klemens sat on the other sofa. And so did Estefania, who stretched out on it in a relaxed and casual way that Klemens found unintentionally provocative. Her long T-shirt repeatedly slid up over her tanned thighs, a detail he desperately tried to ignore.

Every now and then she would react to something Candela or Alexander said and try to draw Klemens into the conversation, each time flashing him grins that made him uncomfortable. It seemed she already intended to tease him a little, and he didn’t know how to feel about it. His palms grew damp, his breath catching imperceptibly.

“I’m surprised your boss agreed to that raise,” Alexander said to Estefania. “From what you’re saying, he’s a hardliner.”

“Hardliner, yes, but nothing more. I more or less run the company. Maybe I’ll take over from him someday,” Estefania replied, twirling a chestnut-brown strand of hair around her finger. “He thinks being difficult is a virtue. That won’t get him far these days.”

“Sounds like one of my former bosses. She was a real piece of work. Her company went bankrupt shortly after I quit. Turns out, when you pay your employees poorly, they leave, and they talk about it,” Alexander remarked, sipping from his wine glass.

“Oh yes. Too few employers these days seem to know the virtue of keeping their employees satisfied. That falls within my responsibilities at the company.” Candela’s voice had something hypnotic about it that involuntarily drew Klemens’s attention to her.

“Well, you’re pretty good at making people happy, Mom,” Estefania remarked. She looked over at Klemens and gave him another one of those seemingly characteristic grins, her light brown eyes twinkling in the dim light. “That’s a pretty useful skill.”

“Hmm,” Klemens mumbled, giving Estefania a furtive sidelong glance. He noticed the perfect curve of her full lips forming into that seductive smile.

“True,” Alexander agreed, leaning affectionately against Candela, his hand stroking her arm. “I don’t think I’ve smiled this much in a long time as I have around you.”

Candela laughed and put an arm around Alexander, her large breasts pressing against the fabric of her blouse.

“There’s a difference between making employees and colleagues happy and making family happy. I take pride in the former, but my devotion is to the latter.” Her red-gold eyes seemed to glow for a moment as they swept over those present.

“Who even talks like that?” Klemens thought to himself, grimacing slightly at this display of affection between his father and stepmother. A feeling between discomfort and fascination crept up his spine.

Estefania, on the other hand, seemed quite taken with it and kept giving Klemens those amused looks. She seemed to inch closer to Klemens at every opportunity, causing him to press himself a little more against the armrest of the sofa. The sweet scent of her perfume – a mixture of vanilla and something exotic – filled his nostrils and made it difficult for him to think clearly.

Candela then rose from the sofa and clapped her hands. Klemens mobilized all his willpower not to blush as he saw her bust, even if only slightly, bounce in the neckline of her blouse, and focused on his phone while a GIF of a cat falling asleep while standing played across his screen. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed dryly.

“I think pizza works for tonight,” she remarked. “Any objections to pepperoni and cheese?” Her voice sounded like dark honey slowly dripping from a spoon.

“None from me,” said Alexander.

“Throw in some garlic bread too,” Estefania added, stretching like a contented cat, her T-shirt riding up even higher, revealing more of her golden-brown skin.

“Works for me too,” Klemens mumbled, his gaze fixed on his phone, though the letters blurred before his eyes.

“Good. I’ll call,” Candela declared, pulling out her mobile phone from between one of the sofa cushions, her long fingers gliding skillfully across the screen.

She walked away and dialed the number of the nearest pizzeria, while Estefania turned to Klemens and gave him a thin smile that emphasized her full lips and revealed a dimple in her right cheek.

“What?” Klemens finally asked gruffly, his voice rougher than intended.

“Oh, nothing special, I’m just happy to have a brother,” she replied cheerfully, placing special emphasis on the word “brother” that made the hair on Klemens’ neck stand up.

“Stepbrother,” Klemens quickly corrected, catching a stern look from his father that made him feel guilty.

“Works for me,” Estefania said without hesitation, her voice a seductive purr as she bent her long leg and placed her foot just inches from his thigh.

Klemens flinched and turned back to his phone, a hot tingling spreading through his lower abdomen. Already his stepsister was proving to be... more demanding than he could have ever imagined. And somehow he instinctively knew that this was just the beginning.

* * *

The pizza arrived quickly, and the four ate their meal at the counter between the living area and kitchen. Despite the generous floor plan, there was no proper dining table in the house, just a small covered patio behind the kitchen that led into the narrow garden surrounded by tall hedges, next to a more spacious stone-paved terrace.

Klemens’ father and his new stepmother chatted between bites of the cheesy meal, laughing at jokes and obviously getting along splendidly. Their fingers touched as if by accident when reaching for napkins, and their gazes lingered on each other a moment too long.

Klemens, meanwhile, struggled to focus on his food as Estefania constantly threw conversational tidbits his way. Politeness required him to respond, but something about her subtly playful tone deeply irritated him. With every bite, she watched him from the corner of her eye, her full lips glistening from the olive oil of the pizza.

“It would be really nice to introduce you to my old schoolmates,” she said with a mischievous smile, tucking a chestnut-brown strand of hair behind her ear.

“Why?” he asked dryly, pushing his half-empty plate away. “They don’t know me, and I probably wouldn’t know them either. Why would anyone care?”

“Can’t a stepsister introduce her new family to her friends?” Her voice sounded like honey, and she leaned forward slightly, allowing the neckline of her top to reveal a hint more.

“I’m not an exhibit!” Klemens felt his cheeks grow hot – from anger or from some other reason he didn’t want to name.

“Now, now,” Candela interjected with a gentle voice. Her words seemed to flow through the room, easing the tension somewhat, yet at the same time Klemens felt strangely touched, as if a warm hand had brushed his neck. “I’m sure Estefania didn’t mean it that way. She’s just excited to have a brother.”

“Yes... yes,” mumbled Klemens, staring at the marble countertop, unable to withstand his stepmother’s intense gaze.

“It’s only the first day,” Alexander chimed in, patting Klemens’ shoulder with fatherly awkwardness. “We’re all still getting used to each other, but with enough time, we’ll get along wonderfully.”

“Exactly, darling,” Candela agreed as they both leaned in for a tender kiss. Klemens wasn’t yet accustomed to these displays of affection and turned his head away with a slight twitch, his stomach clenching. “We’ll be spending a lot of time together now, we’ll surely get along well.”

“Yes,” Estefania agreed, giving Klemens a vaguely devious look, her light brown eyes sparkling in the ceiling lights. “We’ll definitely get to know each other very well.”

This statement sent goosebumps crawling up Klemens’ neck, as if someone had run an ice cube along his spine. His pulse quickened imperceptibly, and he couldn’t tell whether it was discomfort or another, unspeakable emotion that made his breath catch.
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Since that day, life went on as usual.

Well, as well as Klemens could manage, but in the following weeks, he discovered that living with Estefania was... complicated.

She didn’t tyrannize him, nor did she humiliate or tease him... at least not directly with the latter.

But certain... peculiarities in her behavior put Klemens on high alert. Since their first meeting, there had been dozens of small, seemingly harmless things at home that simply threw him off balance.

Her loungewear always hung precariously loose, sometimes the straps of her bra flashing on her shoulders. She didn’t seem to notice how often she – albeit subtly – offered glimpses of her décolletage, especially in the loose tops she wore, like those tank tops that appeared a size too big for her. Every time she bent down to pick something up, Klemens involuntarily held his breath, caught between the urge to look away and the inability to avert his gaze.

She always greeted him with a somewhat playful tone, ostensibly innocent, yet beneath it lay a certain sharpness that, combined with her hidden winks, triggered a strange flutter within him. Her lips curled into a smile that hovered somewhere between sibling affection and something entirely different.

Like Candela, she also had that underlying sensuality in her voice, in her casual tone – unintentional from both – though Estefania seemed more energetic when speaking. Her words seemed to brush against his skin like warm summer air.

Estefania also often leaned against things when talking to Klemens, inadvertently showing the contours of her breasts through the loose sleeves, even when the conversation was completely ordinary. Her posture – a hip bone pressed against the kitchen counter, an arm casually draped over the back of the sofa – was so natural and yet so agonizingly conscious in Klemens’s perception.

When she played video games on the couch, her posture was always casual, yet somehow also seductive, without her noticing it. Her legs bent, often barefoot, her toes sometimes unconsciously playing, while she stared intently at the screen and occasionally groaned in frustration or laughed triumphantly.

In the mornings too, she seemed to have no sense of shame; more than once her bedroom door stood half-open while she dressed unconcernedly, and Klemens caught fleeting glimpses of her in underwear as she moved between the laundry basket and bathroom. Not once did she confront him, get angry, or tease him; the few times she noticed him, she simply greeted him or asked if he needed anything, to which he hastily replied with a “Hello” or “No” and quickly made himself scarce, his heart pounding in his throat.

Often enough she lounged on the couch, and no matter how she lay, her body radiated this magnetism. Klemens became unwillingly more familiar with the suppleness and curves of his stepsister than he cared to be – and he didn’t want to know anything about it. The way her hips outlined under the fabric, how her chest rose and fell with each breath, burned into his memory.

Moreover, she never really looked rumpled, neither in the morning nor evening. Perhaps a bit disheveled, but her hair always remained glossy and only minimally tousled. Even when she appeared tired, it was only slightly, never with puffy or reddened eyes. The sunlight filtering through the blinds made the chestnut strands of her hair shimmer like copper.

So even when she was “messy,” she looked good, never as miserable as he often did in the morning with crusty eyes and wild hair.

He also had difficulties with her choice of shorts; at home they were barely there, sometimes covered by her long shirts so that it looked as if she wasn’t wearing pants at all. When she stretched, the fabric rode up and revealed more of her tanned, firm thighs than his self-control could handle.

There were also occasions when he was certain she wasn’t wearing a bra, her chest appearing less supported through the shirts and somewhat bouncier. With every movement, he could discern the gentle outlines of her nipples, forcing him to frantically fix his gaze on something else while cold sweat ran down his back.

Yet even when she was dressed in public-appropriate clothing, Klemens found no relief from the seemingly casual seduction that she either didn’t notice or didn’t care about. Tight jeans and figure-hugging shirts showcased her figure advantageously, and at public events, she seemed to make small efforts to look fashionable and attractive, as was common for girls her age, but she was something special. Her 34F cups and narrow waist made her stand out in any outfit.

And between the apparent unawareness of her attractiveness and her playful, albeit familial manner in which she often interacted with Klemens, he found it hard to stay calm. His body repeatedly betrayed him with sudden, unwanted reactions.

His father seemed to notice none of this, though he was enchanted by Candela, which might have been the reason; they often did things together when not working, leaving Klemens and Estefania alone. The silence in the house was then broken only by her light footsteps and occasional laughter.

During these times, Estefania frequently tried to engage with Klemens, and he did his best not to be too influenced by her casual erotic aura. She did tease him now and then, as a sister would, but over time she seemed to become somewhat more devious about it, though never crossing boundaries. Her fingers sometimes brushed his arm as if by accident when she passed by, or she leaned closer than necessary to show him something.

Nevertheless, Klemens sometimes felt his member stirring, and he did everything to suppress these feelings. He spent more time under cold showers than ever before in his life.

She was damn well his stepsister. His really hot stepsister with those full, soft lips and that seductive smile...

It just wasn’t fair.

He also didn’t understand why she didn’t have a boyfriend. Or a girlfriend, depending on her preference. She was too hot not to have a partner. Or several. And her personality had a strong magnetism. The way she laughed, how she moved, how she thoughtfully chewed on her lower lip when thinking.

But again: stepsister. Klemens struggled with her behavior because they were family now. A fact that his body stubbornly ignored.

Yet she made him horny without trying. Sometimes at night, when he pleasured himself, it was hard to push her out of his thoughts. There were moments when his mind drifted to her, and he wondered what it would be like if they were strangers and not stepsiblings. How her skin would feel, how her breath would sound against his ear, how her lips would taste.

However, he couldn't reconcile himself with this, couldn't separate himself from their actual relationship. After every such thought, shame followed like a cold wave, bringing him back to reality.

This only made things more awkward between him and her. Every encounter was a balancing act between polite distance and trying not to be too obviously fascinated by her.

Until one day things took a... turn.
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Klemens was lounging on the couch, his gaze fixed on his smartphone. It was the weekend, and his father and Candela had gone out again. He wasn’t exactly sure what they did during these outings besides their frequent restaurant visits, but he preferred not to think about the possibilities. It was bad enough dealing with the intrusive thoughts about his sister. The images in his head persisted stubbornly, no matter how hard he tried to suppress them.

But their absence meant he was alone with Estefania, which only made everything more complicated. The silence in the house seemed to make his thoughts even louder.

It wasn’t long before she appeared, stretching her arms above her head, gathering her hair and letting the strands fall again after she had stretched — an unintentionally sensual display, especially how her movements pulled her shirt taut across her breasts. The thin fabric traced every curve, each movement revealing more than she perhaps intended.

She wasn’t wearing a bra again. Klemens tried to ignore her visually, but he was still forced to interact with her. His eyes betrayed him, wandering to her repeatedly before he hastily looked away.

“Hey, brother dear,” she announced. He didn’t feel nearly comfortable enough to call her “sister.” Estefania, on the other hand, seemed to accept him infinitely more than he accepted her. Her voice sounded warm, familiar, as if they had always been siblings.

On a certain level, he felt bad. That he was so closed off toward her, while she never seemed bothered by his not exactly subtle antisocial behavior around her. Every time she entered the room, he tensed up, became taciturn, and yet she remained friendly and open.

But he couldn’t help it; things were just... strange between them. An invisible tension hung in the air that he didn’t want to name.

“Hey, Estefania,” he replied, trying to focus on his phone as she came around and settled at the other end of the couch, taking the remote from the coffee table and flipping through channels. His fingers slid aimlessly across the screen, not really perceiving anything.

He couldn’t help but glance over at her as she relaxed on the couch, letting the gray-white shirt slide over her body, the brand logo distorted by her bust. With each of her movements, the fabric seemed to dance, clinging to her curves and then releasing.

She wasn’t wearing any slippers, not even socks, exposing her feet. Even those looked as flawless as the rest of her. That was the kind of thing she did to him — even her feet made him have strange thoughts. Dainty, with perfectly polished nails, slender ankles transitioning into well-formed calves.

“You’re not finishing your game?” she asked. Her voice broke the silence like warm honey seeping into his thoughts.

“Nah. I’m waiting for the DLC,” he said, almost mumbling, his gaze fixed firmly on his phone. “Then I’ll go through the whole thing at once.”

It was the one topic the two could have a somewhat genuine conversation about; they both liked video games. But it didn’t stop him from feeling strange around her. His palms grew damp, his heartbeat imperceptibly quickened.

“You know, we could download a co-op game, play through it together,” she said, her tone becoming playful again. Affectionate, sincere, but in a strange way. She leaned forward slightly, her hair falling in a soft cascade over her shoulder.

“Maybe,” he mumbled. “But you know splitscreen sucks.” He felt her eyes on him, penetrating, as if they could see through his facade.

“We can work with that,” she said. He murmured in agreement but didn’t offer much more conversation. So she leaned back with a shrug, her lips curling into a barely perceptible smile. “Or we can just hang out here. Either is fine with me.”

He wished he could tell her how not fine it was with him. But it wasn’t her fault. Maybe. The words remained stuck in his throat, trapped between desire and shame.

He was behaving like quite an asshole. The awareness of this gnawed at him, only intensifying his irritability.

She flipped through the channels again until she landed on a music station, some meaningless pop music filling the living room. The rhythmic bass vibrated softly through the room, forming a strange counterpoint to his restless heartbeat.

His nose twitched as an aroma made itself known, and he grumbled internally; it was her. A hint of vanilla and something exotic he couldn’t name.

The house smelled of Estefania and Candela, and not in a bad way. It was as if both wore subtle perfumes when they weren’t using anything more obvious. It was sweet and a little soothing, but when Estefania joined him for whatever reason, it didn’t take long for the scent to become somewhat stronger. Not overwhelming. But somehow distracting. He involuntarily breathed in deeper, letting the scent envelop his senses.

He could never bring it up with her because he liked it. It was a pleasant aroma, but it only made things stranger for him. It awakened something in him that should better remain dormant.

“Are you still looking for a job?” she asked him. Her fingers played absentmindedly with a strand of hair, winding it around and around.

“What do you think? There’s nothing at the moment,” he retorted. His voice sounded harsher than intended, a reflexive defensive posture.

“That’s understandable,” she replied. Nothing seemed to anger her; his prickly attitude wasn’t enough to disturb her; she took it in stride. “At least Mom has a good job, Dad too.” Her fingers glided through her hair, a hypnotizing movement.

That was another thing about her that he couldn’t quite handle; she referred equally to her mother and his father, never “your dad.” As if they had always been a family, not just recently thrown together.

“Do we really have to talk about jobs?” he tried to shut down the topic. His fingers clung to his phone like a lifeline.

“I’m just saying,” she explained, leaning back on the couch and pulling her shirt tight enough to emphasize her chest. The fabric stretched across her full breasts, clearly outlining the contours of her nipples. He couldn’t help stealing a glance. His throat went dry.

This time, however, she seemed to give him a smirk and turned toward him, showing some of her décolletage as her shirt hung loose. The gentle curve of her breasts was clearly visible, golden-brown skin that shimmered in the light of the room.

“You know, jobs are a good place to find a girlfriend,” she remarked. Her eyes sparkled as if she knew exactly what was going through his mind.

Normally, Klemens would probably have been surprised by this comment – and to some extent he was – but his irritable mood made him counter instead. The words came out sharper than he had intended.

“Why don’t you get a job then? You’d hook up with someone in no time,” he grumbled. An uncomfortable feeling spread in his stomach as he spoke the words.

“Mmm, true, but I haven’t really been looking for a partner. Still enjoying the freedom after school,” she said. Her tongue briefly glided over her lower lip, a fleeting but somehow sensual gesture. “Besides, you could use someone, might help you calm down.”

“Calm down?” That seemed to hit Klemens. She had never said anything like that before. Heat rose to his face. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“Come on, I’m not stupid, Klemens. I know you’ve been annoyed with me since we met.” Her voice grew softer, almost sympathetic, while her eyes examined him penetratingly.

Caught. He looked down with some shame, his fingers tensing around the phone. The feeling of being seen through was uncomfortably intense.

“I’m sorry, Estefania,” he said. The words came heavily over his lips.

“Nah, don’t worry too much.” Again she addressed his fears, but brushed aside all concerns for herself. She was much too “relaxed” for that. “You’re still getting used to all this. To me and Mom.” She stretched again, her body tensing like a cat’s.

“The least you could do is close your door in the morning,” Klemens joked, swiping across his phone with a bit more force than necessary, as if afraid his thoughts might be transmitted to the screen through his fingertips.

“Oh, so that’s what this is about?” she ventured, her tone becoming... knowing. Disturbingly knowing. A slow smile spread across her face.

“What?” He tried to sound ignorant, but his voice betrayed him, becoming higher, more uncertain.

“Does it bother you to see your stepsister almost naked?” Her eyes sparkled challengingly as she leaned forward slightly.

“Shit,” he thought. His heartbeat accelerated, blood rushing in his ears.

She laughed playfully, a melodic tinkling that echoed through the room.

“Yes, you find me hot.” It wasn’t a question but a statement that hung in the air like a heavy scent.

“We’re not going there,” he said firmly, but she wouldn’t let up, now that she had apparently seen through him. This was somewhat different from her usual behavior. There was something predatory in her gaze.

“Hey, no need to be so hostile. I’m not blaming you, Klemens. We never grew up together, suddenly you’re living with a super pretty girl? Of course that would be weird.” She shrugged, a movement that made her shirt slip again, revealing a hint more skin.

“It’s now weird,” he claimed. “And who said anyone is hot?” He felt his cheeks glowing, betrayed by his own body.

“Klemens, boys and girls have already told me I’m hot,” she said with such confidence that he could hardly contradict her. Especially since she was right, he did find her hot. That was the whole problem. She bit her lower lip slightly, a gesture that magnetically drew his eyes.

“Okay, so what, you’re hot, you’re supposed to be my stepsister. I’m supposed to not find you hot.” The words burst out of him, frustrated and confused.

She changed her posture. Even that seemed playfully provocative, and Klemens had no idea whether it was intentional or not. Her body moved with a flowing grace that held his eyes captive.

“And I find you pretty cute, even as my stepbrother. I don’t let that bother me,” she revealed. Her voice grew deeper, velvety, brushing over his skin like a physical touch.

He didn’t need to hear that. He really didn’t need to hear that. It sent a tingle through him that made him feel terribly conflicted. It was one thing when a girl called him cute. It was another when an insanely hot Hispanic girl called him cute. The words echoed in his head, igniting a fire in his lower abdomen.

But it was a completely different matter when this incredibly hot Hispanic girl was his stepsister. The word “stepsister” floated in his consciousness, a faint warning signal drowned out by his desire.

He pulled his legs up, trying to suppress any willful... physiological reactions. The fabric of his jeans rubbed uncomfortably against his growing arousal.

She laughed again. It was playful, teasing, but not necessarily humiliating. It was annoying. It only made him more excited, especially now that she had found a weakness in his defenses. The sound of her laughter seemed to penetrate directly into his core.

“Shut up,” was all he could manage while trying to focus on his phone. He felt like he wanted to run away, but he was honestly unsure how to react to this rather... open conversation. His fingers trembled slightly as he aimlessly swiped across the screen.

It got even worse because of her relaxed manner, how she casually lay on the couch and seemed unaware – or unashamed – of how she affected him. Each of her movements seemed choreographed to torture him.

“You know, I think you could loosen up a bit. Be like me, don’t worry so much, not even about clothes,” she remarked as she moved and leaned on the opposite arm of the couch, her legs bent toward her, feet facing him. The shirt dangerously rode up over her thighs. “We shouldn’t overthink how we behave at home.”

He rolled his eyes, but that was a serious mistake... because it led him to look between her legs. Time seemed to stand still as his gaze fell on her most intimate area.

He caught a glimpse of her exposed crotch. The smooth, golden-brown skin of her pubic area was completely bare, not even a hint of panties in sight.

Estefania was wearing nothing under her shirt. Absolutely nothing.

“Damn it,” he spat out, grabbing one of the extra pillows on the couch and throwing it at her. “Put on some damn pants.” His voice broke, betraying his arousal.

He pulled one of his legs tighter, feeling a bit panicked as he noticed his cock filling with blood. The tightness of his jeans became painful as his body responded to the forbidden sight.

She took the pillow throw with a laugh and deflected it. The pillow fell to the floor while her amused gaze remained fixed on him.

“Maybe, if it makes you feel better, but I like having the choice at home,” she replied. Her voice was velvety, inviting, as she moved again, this time in a way that made her shirt ride up even higher.

“I like having the choice not to see you naked,” he said, squirming in his seat as his face turned red with heat. He felt his jeans getting tight, and he desperately tried to prevent his penis from responding. The battle was hopeless; his body betrayed him with every heartbeat.

In that moment, he lost. His arousal was now clearly visible, a bulge pressing against the fabric of his jeans.

She gave him a questioning look, her eyes slowly moving to his crotch, lingering there. A knowing smile played around her lips.

“Are you getting hard?” The question hung in the air, vibrating between them like a taut string.

“Shit!” His insides screamed as heat flooded his face.

“You are, aren’t you?” She laughed again, playful and much more teasing than before. Her eyes sparkled with a hungry gleam that made his blood boil.

“Shut up, Estefania,” he snapped, feeling both angry and trapped now. Trapped between his desire and the knowledge that he shouldn’t have it.

“I could do that... orrr...” she let the sentence trail off, her tone disturbingly cunning. Her tongue slowly glided over her upper lip, a deliberately seductive gesture.

She changed her position and crawled closer to him, her shirt hanging down and allowing him to see her uncovered breasts through the neckline. The full, round shapes moved gently with each of her movements, the dark nipples hard and erect.

Then she reached around him and grabbed one of his thighs with a gentle touch, softly rubbing over his jeans. “...I could help you deal with your little problem.” Her voice was barely more than a whisper, her warm breath brushing against his ear.

Klemens was now in full panic, clutching his phone so tightly that he feared he might break it. His knuckles turned white as his breath caught.

“What are you doing?!” he burst out. The words sounded hoarse, choked by desire and shock.

“What do you think I’m doing? Do you want me to stop?” Her fingers moved slowly higher up his leg, leaving a burning trail even through the fabric of his jeans.

“I--” The words stuck in his throat, caught between reason and desire.

He couldn’t answer. What was happening was insane, and yet... It felt like he was trapped in a dream, a forbidden dream from which he didn’t want to wake up.

She smiled and managed with her other hand to push his legs apart, meeting only weak resistance. Her hungry gaze on his bulge sent a shiver down his spine. Her eyes seemed to have grown darker, almost black with desire.

He could have pulled back. He should have pulled back. But he didn’t. A part of him... wasn’t fighting against it. That part was growing stronger with each second, slowly taking control of his mind.

As she gently grasped his erection through his jeans and began massaging it, that part grew stronger. A soft moan escaped his lips before he could suppress it.

“I could stop now,” she said. “Leave you alone.” Her hand paused, the pressure of her fingers a sweet torture on his arousal.

He grunted but gave no answer. His body spoke for him, pressing slightly against her hand.

“That’s what I thought,” she said with a playful giggle, while tracing the contours of his erection. His stepsister gently swayed her well-shaped behind to an inaudible rhythm, her bottom uncovered due to the absence of pants, her shirt sliding down her slightly curved back.

It was... seductive to watch, and his gaze was drawn to glimpses of her chest. He could see her nipples and noticed they were erect. Dark and hard, surrounded by areolas that stood out clearly against her golden-brown skin.

Now that it was happening, he could hardly stop the various images in his head... like the fact that her behind and her pubic area were completely exposed at the other end of the couch. The smooth curve of her buttocks, the narrow waist transitioning into lush hips – everything was freely displayed before his hungry gaze.

She let out soft sighs of delight while caressing his erection, making the tightness in his pants painful. Her other hand glided over his thighs and across his stomach, fingers spreading wide over his shirt before gently digging in her fingertips. The warmth of her touch penetrated through the fabric, leaving burning trails on his skin.

She gripped his member firmly, almost possessively, before sensually sliding her hand away and bringing her mouth closer to breathe over it. Warm, moist breath brushed across his bulge, making his cock tingle. Moreover, she leaned forward to place her lips sensuously over his erection – something that should actually be uncomfortable with the fabric, yet she showed no discomfort. Her face was a mask of pure devotion, as if she were unwrapping a precious gift.

Estefania continued, performing slow, sensual movements on his tent-like erection, brushing her lips over it and occasionally kissing, before her fingers wandered to his crotch and pulled down his pants until only his strained underwear stood between his cock and his stepsister’s naked lips. The cool air on his exposed legs made him shiver – or was it anticipation?

She did the same thing, brushing her lips over the bulge, only now it felt more intense with less fabric in between. He felt her hot, moist breath practically tickling his trapped penis, moisture from her lips barely seeping through to make his cock tingle, the warmth pleasant for him despite everything. Each breath from her sent small shock waves through his lower body.

Then she unfurled her tongue and made slow strokes over his bulge, disregarding the fabric. It made him gasp as he felt more direct pressure against his erection, more moisture and warmth. She exhaled, letting hot breath flow over his bulge before closing her lips around the tense mound, gently kissing, sucking, and changing position so that even his testicles felt her terrible, wonderful touch. His hips involuntarily jerked upward, seeking more contact.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he warned. But she only gave him a knowing look, her lips curling into a smile around his bulge, as if asking: “Do you want me to stop?” Her eyes sparkled with a devilish gleam that nipped his objections in the bud.

He said nothing. And so she let out a deep, seductive chuckle that was itself a lustful tease, vibrating through his underwear to stimulate his cock. The vibration of her voice shot through his entire body like an electric current.

Occasionally she looked to the side to plant a kiss on his exposed inner thighs; the touch of her lips was electric. Wonderful. He felt her tongue, gently nudging and making tiny strokes with the tip against his skin, letting her lips glide together in a sensual kiss. The contrasts between her velvety lips and the rough, wet tongue made him tremble.

Things escalated even further when she proceeded to caress his erection with her hands. There was determination in her touch, but nothing painful or senselessly mean; she teased him, of course, but her teasing was meant to arouse and stimulate, and she was extremely effective at it. She pressed his bulge possessively, and did the same with his hidden testicles, albeit with slightly less force. Her fingers danced across the fabric with a precision that drove him crazy.

Then she reached out to hook her fingers under the waistband of his underwear and slowly pulled them down. Her short but well-manicured nails gently scratched across the skin of his crotch, her eyes glowing with desire and delight as she saw the first piece of his cock, as if she had just discovered a grand prize, her mouth opening in excitement. Her breath audibly caught, as if she were beholding something sacred.

Then the corners of her mouth turned up into a radiant grin, and she gave him a knowing, teasing look, making sure the revelation was excruciatingly slow. Her gaze wandered slowly back and forth between him, taking in his reactions and his moaning admission that this was happening and that she was making it last as long as possible, and his emerging penis, which was painfully erect, until the waistband of his underwear slipped off his glans and his length stood large and proud, though he himself was anything but proud in that moment. The air between them seemed to crackle with unspoken lust.

It was one of the hardest erections he’d ever had, and the fact that it was caused by his stepsister only made the feelings more conflicted. His cock twitched slightly, as if craving her touch.

Estefania, on the other hand, marveled at his shaft, though it was hardly anything special, an average length and width protruding from an admittedly short and thin bush. Her eyes widened as if she were contemplating a work of art.

“Delicious...” she praised, as she gently placed her fingers around the middle and then let go in a stroking, teasing touch. Her fingertips left a trail of goosebumps.

“Don’t make it weird,” Klemens complained with a slightly aroused snort. His voice sounded hoarse, even to his own ears.

“Isn't it already strange...?” she replied teasingly, her voice like liquid honey.

“Shut up.”

He looked away in frustration and embarrassment, but couldn't keep his gaze averted for long and watched as Estefania began to run her fingers up his shaft in teasing touches, tracing the protruding lines of his veins with gentle finger pressure; her fingertips were smooth and silky, and the featherlight pressure she applied was almost ticklish and terribly stimulating. Each touch sent shivers throughout his entire body.

How could she be so skilled? Klemens didn't believe he was her first partner, that notion was almost ridiculous, and he would have laughed if she weren't currently busy touching his cock. Her movements were too precise, too deliberate, as if she had years of experience.

An idle, slightly unwelcome thought, but she must have been with many guys even during late high school. Or had she acquired these skills in other ways? The thought made his mouth go dry.

The thoughts were dispelled as she drew her fingers to his tip, hovering her palm over his head and placing her fingertips claw-like around his helmet. She moved her fingertips gently up and down over his glans, and already pre-cum began to drip from the tip. The glistening wetness gathered like dew on his sensitive skin.

Her other hand left his stomach and slid sensually down his body, over his groin between cock and thigh, until she fluidly turned to cup his jewels and caress them with careful touch. The warmth of her palm enveloped him like a velvet cocoon.

The way she moved was so mercurial, smooth and without trembling or sudden interruption, but there was still a hint of eagerness to it. Her movements had something hypnotic about them, as if she were following a secret rhythm.

He felt a finger pressing on one of his testicles, a thumb stroking over the other, while the middle finger gently pressed between his balls to separate them and very carefully squeezed them between the fingertips and knuckles of her hand, before returning to her gentle, caressing embrace. Each touch was so precise, so targeted, that he wondered if she had studied his reactions.

There was a moment when he felt he should pull back. Push her away, pull his pants up from his knees, yell at her for it... but as quickly as the feeling came, it was blown away in the whirlwind of sensations in his head, because ultimately his only true problem was the fact that she was his stepsister. Reason fought a hopeless battle against the flood of lust.

But... she was breathtakingly hot, not related by blood or connected through previous friendship at any phase of his life, and right now her teasing was almost as incredible as anyone going all the way. His conscience fell silent under the wave of arousal pulsing through his body.

She rubbed her index finger over his tip, smearing his pre-cum over his glans and making the excited, swollen head shine. It twitched under her touch, more pre-cum welling forth as soon as she had spread the last drop.

This time she moistened her fingertips with it and released his glans to lustfully slip the finger between her tightly pursed lips and taste his flavor. She let out a deep moan, as if sampling the most delicious delicacy. Her eyes half-closed as she sighed with pleasure.

It was probably just to make him hornier than he already was, he could hardly expect it to have any decent taste at all, but she did it so convincingly that he wondered if his pre-cum was somehow actually sweet. The way her tongue glided over her lips made his cock twitch again.

She withdrew her finger, letting it slide over her tongue, which she extended in a provocative gesture. The rosy tip danced over her fingertip like a sensual invitation.

“You haven't been with anyone for a while, have you?” she said with lustful confidence. Her voice was deep and husky, as if she herself was having trouble controlling her arousal.

“How can you even know that?” he shot back with excited disbelief. His voice broke slightly, betraying his nervousness.

“Just a feeling,” she answered with a giggle that made her breasts bounce gently beneath the thin fabric of her shirt. Klemens groaned in frustration and tilted his head back; her playful jibes and teasing would be his undoing. His heartbeat thundered in his ears like a drum roll.

She managed to elicit a moan from him as she leaned forward to give his tip a sloppy kiss, her lips settling over his helmet with a soft, luxurious touch, her full lips conforming to the shape of his glans and creating a slight suction that led to a barely audible smack as she pulled back. A thin thread of saliva connected her lower lip to his glans for a moment.

“Damn,” he said, quietly and weakly, his hips involuntarily moving upward. Estefania giggled playfully, but softly, and then moved her hand to wrap her fingers around his shaft and begin slow strokes, while her other hand continued to caress his testicles, making the balls bounce in their sack with gentle lifting of her fingers, her palm rubbing over his scrotum. Pre-cum constantly welled from his tip, as if being milked out of him by her gentle strokes... though her grip was becoming firmer. Each drop seemed to encourage her to intensify her movements.

He watched as his foreskin pushed over his glans and retracted, smearing pre-cum over it and collecting it in thick amounts before finally running down the rest of his length and becoming slippery under her fingers. Her grip loosened a bit, allowing for a slow, soft gliding motion. It loosened enough that his foreskin soon no longer moved, her hand simply gliding up and down his shaft with the slightest pressure. She executed a gentle twist that, with her featherlight touch, felt like a different sensation, like silk brushing over his sensitive member. The wet sound of her movements filled the room, obscene and arousing at the same time.

Then she pulled tighter again and began to stroke with a bit more earnestness, slowly increasing the range of motion until she was pumping him from root to tip, rubbing her thumb over his frenulum and the top of his glans, tracing the edges of the cleft on the back of his glans between the frenulum.

It coaxed more precum out of him, more lubricant to make her movements smooth and fluid, even as she squeezed tighter bit by bit, but never too tight. Her eyes fixed on his face, studying every twitch and every suppressed moan, as if cataloging his reactions for later.

“You’re so warm, Klemens,” she praised. “And hard as steel.”

He wanted her to shut up; her dirty talk was surreal to him and made his head spin just from the feelings her words evoked. The way she said these things so matter-of-factly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, made his heart race and his mind swim.

Yet what came out of his mouth made him want to sink into the floor.

“Thanks.”

He regretted it immediately and groaned with embarrassment, but she just laughed in her playful way and began stroking faster, a subtle wet sound emanating from his groin as his lubricating precum slipped almost silently under her fingers and palm. The moisture between her touches and his sensitive skin created a new dimension of sensation that made him quietly gasp for air.

Klemens could feel pressure building in his loins, driven by the caressing of his testicles; Estefania was bringing him to what would be an explosive climax, almost unbelievable to him. His hips moved involuntarily, pushing into her hand, betraying his will with every small movement.

Again, he felt he should have stopped this before he came; the ejaculation seemed like a line he couldn’t cross. A final boundary of reason that still tied him to his moral concerns.

But the longer it went on, the more fleeting and unconvincing such thoughts became. This was just a handjob and a few kisses on his cock, and it was already more intense than anything he’d ever done with any other girl in the past, and his experiences were sparse. His body was responding in ways he didn’t know—every nerve was on fire, every touch seemed to go straight to his spinal cord.

He felt his testicles beginning to throb, his member starting to twitch, the constant dripping from his tip a prelude to what was coming. Estefania was stroking faster now, imperceptibly changing the pressure of her fingertips as they glided up and down his shaft for that special stimulation. Moans escaped from Klemens’s mouth, raw and unfiltered, as if he no longer had control over his voice.

The finale was approaching.

“Estefania... wait... I... damn...” he warned, the words pushed out between heavy breaths.

She just smiled at him with a truly lustful expression, her eyes gleaming with a hunger that shook him to the core.

“Just come, Klemens... Make a mess for me...”

“W-Wait... not... now... aaaaaa...”

His testicles drew tight against his body, and his cock pulsed as streams of semen shot from his tip. She stroked a few more times to milk him completely before her hands became still, a joyful laugh escaping Estefania as she observed her work. Her facial expression was a mixture of triumph and genuine joy, as if she’d received a gift she’d long desired.

Even he couldn’t help being minimally impressed by the height of his first spurts. She gave a few more tormenting strokes, then let go and observed where his semen landed; most of it fell on the lower part of his stomach, just above his groin, some of it landed on his shirt. The white fluid formed small puddles on his heated skin, slowly cooling and reminding him of what had just happened.

He groaned, knowing he’d have to clean that up later.

A few drops ran down his cock, his glans stained and her hands slightly sticky from the residue. The feeling was strangely intimate, as if a part of him was now on her, a connection he had never planned.

Estefania smiled, her tongue sliding from one side of her mouth to the other in a seductive movement that still made his exhausted body tremble.

“Good thing you didn’t get any on the couch...” she joked with a suggestive, teasing tone, her voice honey-sweet yet with a sharpness that pierced him.

“You’re the one who just jerked me off,” he shot back, his voice rougher than intended.

“Yes, I did,” she lustfully agreed, not the least bit ashamed. “So should I help wipe some of it away?”

Before Klemens could even question it, he watched in disbelief as she leaned forward, extended her tongue, and pressed it against his frenulum. The warm, moist pressure of her tongue made him inhale sharply, his fingers digging into the cushion beneath him.

His cock began to go limp already, but a fresh twitch ran through it from the almost electric contact. She started licking around the upper part of his glans, the sides, and then along the traces of residue down his shaft, before ending with a few slow, wet kisses along the lower part of his stomach, lapping up all his seed before bringing her stained hand to her mouth and sucking on her fingers and licking her palm clean as well. Her eyes half-closed as she did so, as if enjoying a delicacy meant only for her.

He was stunned; he had never seen a girl behave so slutty. It was equally hot and disturbing. The fact that she enjoyed licking his semen as if it were a treat made his head swim and his body react with conflicting feelings.

If there was any relief, it was that she didn't subject him to further extravagant oral attention, licking her lips clean and finally crawling away from him. Her movements were smooth and feline, as if she were taking her time to savor the moment.

As his cock began to soften and his breathing normalized, Klemens glanced at her, trying to organize his thoughts that were swirling like a whirlwind in his head.

“I can’t believe you actually did that,” he exclaimed with a scowl, but even to his own ears the protest sounded weak.

“No reason to be so upset,” she assured him, her voice soft and soothing like warm honey. “It was just a bit of harmless fun!”

“Harmless?!” he burst out, his voice breaking. “You’re my stepsister, for heaven’s sake!”

She seemed amused by his statement, but for some strange reason she got a peculiarly smug look at the last part. Otherwise, she appeared unimpressed by his outburst, as if she had expected exactly this reaction and found it cute.

“Exactly, ‘step’... We’re not blood relatives, Klemens... Besides, I know you enjoyed that. I mean, really enjoyed it...”

He wanted to speak, protest, refute, but he had nothing; he still couldn’t quite comprehend her casual attitude in all this, but he also couldn’t say she was wrong. He had enjoyed it. With all his conflicting feelings, with all his thoughts about Estefania as a person up to this point... no other relationship had managed to draw this kind of orgasm from him with just a handjob. The intensity still made him tremble, as if part of him was still caught in her hands.

It was incredible, yet he couldn’t shake the shame about what had happened... or the budding feelings that it should happen again. This thought frightened him the most – that he wanted it again, despite everything.

“That was wrong,” he claimed, though he didn’t sound convincing, even as he hastily pulled up his pants and stood up from the couch, his movements awkward and shaky.

He needed to get away from her so he could think clearly. He also needed a shower and fresh clothes, as his semen was seeping through his shirt, cooling on his skin and leaving a sticky feeling, which was a major distraction in itself. The physical reminder of what had happened was literally sticking to him.

“I’m going to shower,” he said, grabbing his phone and making his way out. Then he stopped and turned to her, a stern pointing finger matching his grim look. “Not a word to anyone, understood?”

“As if I’d tell anyone about this... I’m not that kind of girl...” she assured him. He was fuming, hating how... calm and casual she was. Especially because it made everything seem so... normal. As if it were completely natural for stepsiblings to do such things with each other.

His face contorted with frustration, but he decided to retreat, knowing he couldn’t win in an argument against her; he was too confused, and after all this, just the sight of her seemed to drain his willpower. Every second in her presence made it harder to hold onto his moral concerns.

As he left, however, she had one final move up her sleeve.

“Enjoy your shower... dear brother...”

He let out a desperate sigh and stormed into the bathroom, her melodious, teasing giggle following him as he went. It echoed in his ears, like a promise of more to come that was both disturbing and strangely enticing.


Chapter 5
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Naked under the shower stream, Klemens felt the warm water trickling down his body. It was soothing, pleasant... yet it didn’t completely calm him. In the solitude of his thoughts, everything seemed so quiet despite the steady rushing of the showerhead, and he couldn’t stop thinking about the other warmth he had experienced this afternoon.

The way Estefania’s hot breath brushed over his member... how it danced around his shaft, swirling currents of intangible caresses. How her lips felt, hot and full, as they slowly closed around his skin... how her tongue seemed to electrify his nerves, each touch a small electric shock that jolted through his entire body.

And her masterful handiwork, combining featherlight pressure with firm but fluid pumping. The gentle yet determined grip of her fingers, knowing exactly how much pressure was needed to bring him to the edge and keep him there until he almost begged for release.

Then that truly lustful “cleaning” at the end, as she licked his cock and part of his stomach clean of his semen, even sucking her own hand clean as if it were an addictive taste. Her eyes looking up at him, dark with desire and with a sparkle that took his breath away.

His mind told him he should be disgusted, perhaps even appalled, but that logic felt hollow because he couldn’t summon the feelings that should underpin it. Instead, he only felt this throbbing desire that had settled deep in his stomach.

He lightly punched the tiled wall of the shower. The echo reverberated through the small space, mingling with the sound of rushing water.

The truth was, he had never felt like this before. And part of him was even aroused by the forbidden nature of it. The adrenaline pumping through his veins intensified every sensation tenfold.

But was it really forbidden? They were only siblings because their parents had married, and they didn’t share a drop of blood. She was his age and insanely attractive. Under different circumstances, he might have considered it a pleasant fantasy to date a girl so far out of his league. Those full lips, those large, expressive eyes, her seductive curves...

And she had made him feel very good tonight. So good that his body was responding again at the mere memory, despite his desperate attempts to suppress it.

But... she was his stepsister. Klemens was uncertain what to make of Estefania and her... open-hearted intimacy with him. What would their parents say? What would others think? And more importantly – what did this mean for the two of them?

As he pondered the consequences, he was again distracted by memories of the sensations he had experienced tonight. That made everything more difficult and intensified the conflict within him all the more. His head said no, but his body... his body screamed for more.

And worse still, it was causing his cock to awaken under the shower. The treacherous member slowly rose as if it had a will of its own, unimpressed by his moral concerns.

He cursed and thought that his own efforts would now be futile, he could never match her artistry. He commanded his member to stay down, he didn’t want to masturbate after what had happened, but he feared he might have to do it later. The arousal was like an itch beneath his skin that he couldn’t scratch.

“That witch...” he growled between clenched teeth. “What has she done to me?”

He knew exactly; she had given him a taste of the forbidden fruit, and now he wanted more, as much as he wanted to deny it. The sweet nectar of her touches had corrupted him, had awakened a longing in him that he could no longer ignore.

“What am I supposed to do...” he muttered, standing motionless under the shower for longer than necessary, while the water slowly grew colder, a feeble attempt to extinguish the fire burning within him.

* * *

After he finished showering, he quickly slipped into fresh clothes and grabbed something for dinner... for his room. The idea of sitting at the table with Estefania didn’t appeal to him, especially after his father had texted that he and Candela wouldn’t return until tomorrow – they were spontaneously staying overnight with friends.

Such absences weren’t unusual; occasionally they would disappear to some motel for privacy, and Klemens always tried to banish thoughts about what they were doing there from his mind. The thought of his father with Candela, how they... No, better not to think about it.

This time it was easier. Because the thought of what Estefania might possibly want to do with him completely dominated his mind, pushing away every other thought like a hungry predator.

This overnight stay of his parents made everything even more confusing, because now he was alone with the stepsister who had given him a breathtaking hand job just hours ago. The walls of the house suddenly seemed closer, the air electrically charged.

This memory couldn’t simply be shaken off. It clung to him like a second skin, every detail crystal clear in his memory.

So he tried to surf the internet, find distraction, watch anything, even cat videos, while lying in bed, the covers pulled up to his waist, the laptop on a small plastic table over his covered thighs. His fingers typed restlessly, without really having a goal.

But his thoughts refused to be tamed. She kept floating back into his consciousness like a persistent ghost haunting his brain. The feeling of her fingers, her scent, the soft giggling. He wanted more, knew he shouldn't, but could hardly find an argument that stood against the fact that she had felt incredible. His body betrayed him with every thought of her.

Sighing in frustration, he was about to search for something risqué to clear his head through self-gratification. Perhaps that would finally release this torturous tension.

Then came a knock at his door, and the hairs on the back of his neck stood up – undoubtedly Estefania. His pulse immediately quickened, his mouth went dry.

“What,” he growled, his voice reflecting his current mood, rough and defensive.

“May I come in?” she asked. Polite enough, even friendly. That annoyed him even more – she didn't seem to regret or feel ashamed about the earlier events in the slightest. As if it were the most normal thing in the world to touch her stepbrother.

Although he felt he should simply send her away, a less logical part of his mind decided to wait and see where this would lead. Curiosity triumphed over reason, as it often had lately.

“Whatever,” he muttered. He knew it was a mistake, but the situation was becoming unbearable. The air in his room suddenly seemed to vibrate.

His door opened, and he was somehow surprised that she didn't appear naked for some reason. She was wearing a bathrobe, however, and he suspected there wasn't much hidden underneath... The silky fabric clung revealingly to her curves, revealing more than it concealed.

She greeted him with a smile. Her smiles were always inviting, and he had the feeling she could seduce a man with that alone. It reached her eyes, making them sparkle in a dangerous amber tone.

Damn, he could be that man...

“How are you feeling?” she asked, her voice a velvety purr.

He put his laptop in sleep mode, closed it and placed it along with the plastic table on the dresser next to his bed. The sound echoed unnaturally loud in the tense silence.

“How do you think I feel?” he snapped. “Damn strange and confused.” His hands unconsciously clenched into fists, his knuckles turning white.

He crossed his arms and hoped she would now back down and show remorse. As expected, she didn't seem particularly remorseful, but at most slightly apologetic... though playful. A cat playing with its prey.

“That doesn't surprise me,” she said, as she stepped to the foot of the bed. Even her gait seemed to have taken on a seductive note, as if she were trying to entice him with every fiber of her being. Her hips swayed hypnotically, the bathrobe opening a little more at the leg with each step. And it was having an effect. “But you really don't have to feel so bad about it.”

“And why not? You're my stepsister, Estefania, we shouldn't have done that!” He tried to give his voice firmness, but it didn't sound convincing even to his own ears.

“And as I already said, we're not blood relatives. You find me hot, what's wrong with that? I think you're cute”

When she called him cute, he felt so terribly vulnerable, as if her charms could effortlessly penetrate his skin and soften him up. The word hit him like an electric shock, melting something in his chest.

“Do you think this is some kind of game?” he countered, though he knew that might not be the smartest thing – she might actually consider it a game. “How am I supposed to think about you now? How am I supposed to behave around my father and Candela?” The thought of his parents sent cold sweat running down his back.

At that, she gave him a strange, almost annoyed look. Mild, but she clearly seemed to think he was being deliberately obtuse about something. Her eyebrow raised slightly, her lips curled into a knowing smile.

“Do you really expect me to believe that everything will be normal between us from now on?” she emphasized, each word like a small dagger thrust into his self-deception.

That caught him off guard; with her casual manner, he hadn't thought she really understood. Now he began to suspect that she comprehended more than she admitted. Perhaps she was even smarter than him in this matter.

“Well...” he mumbled, suddenly unsure where this conversation would lead.

“I gave my stepbrother a handjob. I almost gave you a blowjob too,” she said and got that mischievous grin back. “From there, there's no 'normal' anymore. Things have changed.” She spoke the words with a finality that brooked no argument.

She was right, but the way she said it didn't sound reproachful. If anything, she seemed to have an idea, a plan that was already taking shape in her head.

“So what are we supposed to do? Live with this secret for the rest of our lives?” he demanded, his voice a mixture of desperation and suppressed desire.

Her smile deepened, becoming something predatory that chased his pulse.

“Of course not... instead... we change the situation... Establish a new normal...” Her voice lowered to a seductive whisper that made his neck tingle.

She leaned forward, and he flinched as he caught a glimpse of her décolletage. The bathrobe gaped open, revealing the deep shadow between her full breasts. However, he was too fixated on her words to be distracted by the sight. He suspected what she was suggesting, but could hardly believe it.

Estefania was generally incredible. Incredibly direct, incredibly seductive, incredibly dangerous.

“You can’t be serious,” he said as she sat down on the bed. The mattress sank under her weight, inevitably bringing them closer together.

“I am,” she confirmed. “We can’t live as if nothing happened, and honestly... I don’t want to either.” Her eyes sparkled with these words, as if she had discovered a delicious secret.

She gave him a seductive smile, loving and dangerous for his willpower and moral sense. It radiated a warmth that went straight to his loins.

“What do you mean?” His voice sounded hoarse, even to his own ears.

“You’re sweet, Klemens... And I can’t be satisfied with just a handjob. Those sounds you made... they really turned me on...” She unconsciously licked her lips at this memory, a fleeting movement that made his blood boil.

He slid a bit further toward the headboard of his bed, especially as she came closer and sat on the edge of the bed, making Klemens feel trapped between the wall and this lustful stepsister. The situation had something of a sweet prison – he didn’t really want to escape.

“You’re crazy,” he said, but the words sounded hollow even to his own ears.

“A little, but what’s life without a touch of madness...?” she remarked with a shrug, which caused her robe to stretch slightly and momentarily showcased her breasts better. The silky fabric glided over her golden skin, revealing for a fleeting moment the beginning of her nipples.

“But this is—” he began to protest, but she placed a finger on his lips and silenced him, still with that smile. Her touch burned on his lips like a brand.

“Klemens, I won’t force you into anything... but I know you can’t get me out of your head. You’ll go crazy. You can’t pretend there’s nothing between us... so you might try to go with the flow... Accept it, turn it from a forbidden mistake into something fun... Besides, it’s not like you haven’t watched stepsister porn...”

She said the last part with such knowing confidence that he realized – she knew some of the videos he had watched. Heat shot into his cheeks, making him blush to the tips of his ears.

“You snooped through my search history!” he accused her. At that, she laughed, a melodious sound that danced through the room.

“Hardly, I’m not that twisted. I just happened to walk by when you hadn’t turned the volume all the way down, and I recognized the video by the sound...”

She laughed again, and Klemens could only give her a truly astonished look; somehow it seemed worse that she knew he watched stepsister porn because she recognized it. The implication made his mind reel.

“Just because I watch that stuff sometimes doesn’t mean this is okay,” Klemens rejected. “This isn’t porn.” He tried to give his voice firmness, but the words sounded unconvincing even to him.

“No... but that doesn’t mean we can’t have fun... We’re not blood relatives, as I keep saying. We were just brought together by other circumstances, that’s all...” Her voice took on a gentle, reasonable tone, as if explaining to a child that two plus two equals four.

He sighed and hated that she had a point. Although he suspected that his own arousal was impairing his judgment, he felt his member beginning to stir under the covers, and inwardly cursed the influence her presence had on him. His body reacted so treacherously quickly to her.

Still, as much as she emphasized that they weren’t blood relatives, she tried to act very much like a family member in his presence... when she wasn’t trying to seduce him. It was strange and surreal. The duality of their relationship made his head spin.

And yet... he longed for this forbidden fruit. There was something quite exciting about breaking a taboo, and Estefania... she knew how to break taboos and keep it exciting the whole time. The thought sent a sweet shiver down his spine.

“We don’t need to have a wall between us... We don’t even have to be partners... We can just have fun having fun together...” she suggested, her voice a gentle lure.

“What, like friends with benefits?” he asked somewhat sarcastically, but he was beginning to find the idea... appealing. The thought made his heart beat faster.

“Step-siblings with benefits, yes...” she corrected with a mischievous giggle that bubbled like champagne.

“Please don’t say it like that,” he pleaded. He realized that he would never escape the familial connection with Estefania, especially when she herself seemed to insist on it. She was diabolical in this way, using the very taboo that made him hesitate to arouse him even more.

But still, her suggestion seemed... somehow clever. If he tried to reject and ignore her, he would probably get an aneurysm trying not to go crazy. If he accepted her... well, maybe if they did it often enough, it would become “normal” and wouldn’t seem so bad anymore. The logic was twisted, but frighteningly convincing in that moment.

And not many could claim to have a sexual relationship with someone as sexy as Estefania, not that Klemens would point that out. Her body was like a work of art just waiting to be explored.

He desperately wanted to know what else she was capable of... The thought made his member twitch, pressing painfully against the fabric of his pants.

In that moment, he knew that any moral resistance had failed and he had given in. The last bastion of his reason collapsed like a house of cards.

He sighed and relaxed against the headboard, raising a white flag to his own desire.

“I can’t argue with you anyway...” he sighed. He sat up and turned to her. “So... I guess we’re doing this now?” His voice sounded rough, hoarse with suppressed arousal.

He knew she wasn’t just here to make the proposal. She didn’t want to wait to “formalize” this new “arrangement.” Estefania wasn’t the type to postpone things until tomorrow.

Her almost predatory grin seemed to confirm this while simultaneously making Klemens nervous. It was the smile of a predator that had finally cornered its prey.

“You already know me too well...” she said, grabbing the sides of her robe and opening it in a lustful gesture, exposing her predictably naked breasts. The fabric slid like water from her shoulders, revealing golden skin and luscious curves.

Although he had strongly suspected from the beginning that she was naked underneath, he still wasn’t prepared for the revelation. The sight hit him like a punch to the gut, taking his breath away.

None of the fleeting glimpses and impressions of her breasts before could compare to seeing them fully displayed. He fought against the reflexive urge to look away and caught himself staring at Estefania. Her breasts were full and round, crowned with darker nipples that already seemed to be hardening under his gaze. The skin stretched smooth and flawless over the feminine curves, inviting his hands to explore them.

She was truly too hot for him. A creature from another dimension, too perfect for this world.

“Like what you see...?” she remarked, her tone becoming particularly mischievous and sensual as she leaned slightly forward to showcase her breasts even better.

“Yes... but maybe keep the dirty talk to a minimum, okay? This is still kind of strange,” he admitted, his face heated and deep red. His ears burned as if one could roast marshmallows on them.

“No promises...” she teased and crawled toward him. Even on all fours, she possessed a mercurial eroticism. Every movement was fluid, her breasts swaying hypnotically with each forward motion.

She grabbed the edges of his blanket and slowly pulled it back, revealing his bulging pants with the precision of a striptease dancer. Again, she delighted in the sight of the tent and immediately placed a hand on his crotch, giving his tense erection an extensive caress that instantly elicited an energetic throbbing from his cock. The warmth of her hand penetrated through the fabric, sending waves of lust through his body.

“He remembers me...” she teased affectionately, making slow circular movements against his cock through his pants. Now that they were “officially” doing this, she seemed even more uninhibited in her behavior, and her teasing was a little more devious... or cheesier. Her fingertips danced over the contour of his member, exploring its shape through the fabric.

“Really? You’re talking to my cock?” he remarked dryly, but his voice trembled slightly with suppressed arousal.

She gave him a mischievous look, her eyes sparkling with anticipation and something deeper, hungrier.

“I’ll do more than just talk to him...” she warned seductively, while teasingly rubbing his bulge a few more times before pulling down his pants along with his underwear in one fluid motion. The cool air hit his heated skin, making him inhale sharply. An appreciative murmur escaped her as his member was released and proudly stood before her, already secreting the first drops of pre-ejaculate, the foreskin slightly retracted so that the sensitive tip was visible. He twitched under her admiring gaze, his body already in feverish anticipation of what was to come.

Klemens could hardly believe this was actually happening, but now that he was approaching the situation more relaxed, it didn’t seem so strange anymore. Still, watching Estefania lick her lips made him simultaneously uneasy and aroused. A hot shiver ran down his back while his fingers unconsciously clutched the bedsheets.

He briefly wondered if she had other sexual partners. Someone so uninhibited must surely have other men – perhaps even women – with whom she had fun. The image of Estefania looking at someone else with the same hungry gaze flashed before his mind’s eye.

Strangely, this thought didn’t particularly bother him. He doubted that anyone else would ever get so close to Estefania as he did, living under the same roof. This intimacy, this daily closeness – it gave him a strange sense of exclusivity that made his heart beat faster.

Her hand grasped his cock and pulled the foreskin back completely to expose his glistening head in the light of his bedroom, already wet with the first drops of pleasure. The cool air made him shudder, while the warmth of her fingers created a delicious contrast.

She gave his member a few slow, firm strokes, enough to elicit a gasp from him. He watched as she swayed her bottom to an inaudible rhythm, and since her robe was open in front, it was now only held by her sleeves. The fabric slipped from her backside and revealed that well-formed ass, evoking memories of her handjob from just hours ago. The velvety skin of her buttocks shimmered in the dim light, perfectly rounded and enticing.

The whole situation had developed quite quickly... but now that he was here, he didn’t want to back away anymore. His pulse hammered in his ears as arousal flooded his body.

This time, however, it didn’t stop at a handjob. Estefania pulled her arms out of the sleeves of her robe and let the garment fall to the floor, leaving her completely naked before him. The soft rustle of the fabric on the floor underscored the intimacy of the moment. She grasped his cock again, pumped it a few more times before moving closer and cupping his cheek with her other hand. Her fingertips were warm against his heated skin. She brought her face close to his, and he blinked nervously, especially when she grinned seductively, her eyes sparkling with barely restrained lust.

“What are you...” he began, but fell silent.

Before he could finish his sentence, she leaned forward and kissed him.

It completely surprised him, his eyes widened and a soft, startled sound escaped his throat as her lips united with his. The scent of her skin—a mixture of sweet perfume and natural warmth—enveloped him.

Since he was in the middle of speaking, she could effortlessly deepen the kiss. It started tenderly, gentle, almost romantic... but her lustful energy soon took over and she moved her lips more passionately. Their softness against his own lips made his heart stumble.

Then her tongue entered his mouth, while she completely merged her lips with his, the kiss becoming almost smacking and deeply erotic. Klemens couldn’t hold the tension forever, relaxed and began to return the kiss. His hands found their way to her hips as if by themselves, feeling the warm, smooth skin beneath his fingertips.

It was breathtaking. Heavenly. He tried to move his tongue around hers, but she mastered this dance better than he ever had. Each of her movements seemed perfectly choreographed to take his breath away.

Her lips felt so soft, moist and supple, gentle smacking sounds arose where they kissed. Her tongue was surprisingly skilled, swirling around his while they entwined their muscles together. The intimacy of this connection made his cock twitch against her grip.

She even tasted sweet. He knew this should be a strange thought, but at this moment he didn’t care. A hint of mint and something exotic he couldn’t name confused his senses.

The kiss was divine.

Which made him a little disappointed when she pulled away with a gentle smack, her lips lingering on his for a moment until the contact finally broke. She smiled and ran her tongue over those seductive lips. A thin thread of saliva connected them briefly before it tore.

With heated breath, Klemens asked: “What was that for?”

“A good kiss is foreplay in itself...” she explained. “Besides, I don’t think you’d appreciate kissing me after your cock was in my mouth...” Her voice had taken on a smoky undertone that seemed to go straight to his loins.

“Understandable,” he admitted, though after this wonderful experience he might have been willing to accept it if she had thoroughly wiped her lips and mouth. The thought surprised even himself—how quickly she was shifting his boundaries.

“You’ll have plenty of opportunities to kiss me, dear brother... Don’t worry...” Her fingers stroked teasingly over his thigh as she spoke.

“That ‘brother’ stuff again...” he grumbled. “Don’t make it weird.” A slight discomfort mixed with his arousal, like oil in water.

She wouldn’t stop with that, he knew, but he wasn’t ready yet for her to make things perverse in that way, even if he was beginning to enjoy the rest.

Estefania just giggled and gave his cock a few firm pumping motions, which was enough to silence him. The sudden intensity made him gasp for air. She slid backward, and Klemens watched as her back undulated, the bedroom light making her caramel-colored skin gleam when she moved just right, her smooth black curls also reflecting the light. The fluid movement of her muscles beneath her skin had something hypnotic about it.

Now she was positioned in front of his cock, her eyes fixed on his erection while she pumped him slowly, again with a twisting motion of her hand to make the stimulation even more enticing, but she never increased the pace. She just kept him hard, kept him aroused. The gleam in her eyes revealed how much she enjoyed his reactions.

Still, she continued longer than necessary, teasing him and coaxing out even more pre-cum, letting her hand glide down to briefly caress his testicles, squeezing them gently before sliding back up to grasp his tip. The whole time she was grinning, casually pursing her lips to blow hot air over his glans before gently cupping it with her palm. Each warm puff of air sent an electric impulse through his body.

“Come on, Estefania,” Klemens growled. “Stop teasing.” His voice was rough with desire, barely recognizable.

She gave him a playfully pouting look, her lower lip pushed forward in a way that magically drew his gaze.

“Oh, but I like how you twitch when I tease you... It’s sweet...” Her voice had a sing-song undertone that only intensified his impatience.

He frowned in annoyance, but that quickly disappeared when she firmly rubbed her thumb over his glans in slow circles. A drop of pre-cum welled up, which she skillfully spread with her fingertip.

Fortunately, Estefania didn’t intend to torture Klemens for long. She laughed and let her hand glide to his shaft... to finally bend down until her lips were just a breath away from his tip. He could feel her warmth even before she touched him.

Even her normal breathing felt electrifying against his sensitive glans. It wasn’t his first blowjob, but this... something told him that Estefania would give him a blowjob like he’d never experienced before. The intensity of her gaze, the precision of her movements—everything pointed to an experience that would overshadow his previous encounters.

She let her lips hover, just before contact but without touching, for a few more agonizing moments to tease him. Then she placed a tender kiss on his frenulum. And then another on his glans. And then on his corona. Each kiss was like a signature, precise and placed with intention.

Each kiss made him twitch, just like earlier when she’d pleasured his cock with her mouth after giving him a handjob. Only now she would go all the way. The anticipation made his heartbeat stumble.

She nestled her cheek against his length, lingering with her head pressed against his cock, while Estefania let out a murmuring sigh of enjoyment. The vibration of her vocal sound transferred directly to his sensitive flesh.

“You’re so warm...” she remarked in a soft, husky voice. It sounded delicious and seductive in his ears, unfairly seductive. Why was everything about her so sexy? Even the sound of her voice seemed directly connected to his cock.

Then he felt her tongue at the base of his cock and shuddered; the wet muscle was hot and soft, and as she began to glide it up his member, the touch was simply luxurious. A moist streak remained behind, cooling in the air and intensifying the sensation.

When she reached his head, she curved the tip of her tongue away from his frenulum, fixing him with an intense, hungry gaze, the corners of her open mouth twisting into a devilish grin. She leaned forward to stroke his head with her wet tongue, followed by a slow, sucking kiss, closing her lips around the upper half of his tip and slowly drawing them together into a wet smack. The moisture and warmth of her mouth enveloped him like a silky glove.

Here he let out a sigh, letting his head fall back against the headboard of the bed, though he didn’t take his eyes off the scene. The image of Estefania between his legs, her lips on his cock, burned itself into his memory.

Estefania ended her kiss with a loud smack, her gaze moving back and forth between his face and his needy shaft. Then she licked, running her tongue over the sides and crown of his member, applying firm, enticing pressure while pumping the base of his cock with her encircling hand. The combination of her hand and tongue made his hips involuntarily thrust upward.

Her other hand brushed strands of her hair aside so she could focus on him and his penis. The gesture had something strangely intimate, almost tender about it.

Her eyes radiated such intensity, they were almost hypnotic, full of lustful fire. Klemens felt like he could lose himself in them. For a moment they even seemed to change color, becoming darker, but perhaps that was just a trick of the light.

He sighed again as she placed another of her slow, sucking kisses on his tip, this time from a slightly different angle to focus on a different part of his head. Her lips formed a perfect O around his cock.

She lowered herself again to guide the flat of her tongue along his cock, before placing the underside over the curve of his head and rubbing it against it in a circular motion. The rough texture of her tongue against the sensitive skin made him shudder.

“Daaaamn,” whimpered Klemens, which elicited a playful, mischievous giggle from Estefania. The vibration of her laughter transferred directly to his cock. She gave him a few more of those wet smacking kisses, to the left, to the right, on the upper curve and on his length directly below his frenulum.

The way her wet lips contracted and rubbed against each other, nestling tightly against his contours, proved to be extremely pleasant. Sometimes she slurped, causing a brief, bubbling sensation on his skin or his head. Then she released his shaft and cupped his head with her palm, turning gently as she lowered herself to glide with her tongue from his head to his base, pushing his pubic hair aside with her chin. The warmth of her breath brushed against his skin.

Between her saliva and his dripping pre-cum, his tip was now quite slippery, allowing her hand to twist and rub her palm against his head in a most pleasant way. The wet sound of her movements filled the room, obscene and arousing at the same time.

Estefania then ran her tongue over his scrotum and without warning took one of his testicles into her mouth, lips firmly closed around it, her tongue gently stroking the skin of his scrotum while teasing his testicle. The unexpected warmth and moisture made him gasp for air.

She released it with a smack, then did the same with his other testicle, while skillfully switching her hand from rubbing his head to pumping the upper half of his cock, her fingers sliding over his crown and head one after another before sliding back down. Her coordination was astonishing, as if she had done this hundreds of times before.

Never before had a girl sucked on his testicles. It was new and fantastic, though she wasn’t as forceful as he had expected. The gentle suction sent waves of pleasure through his lower abdomen.

She released his jewels with a smack and gave them a quick lick, giggling at him. Her eyes sparkled with mischief and lust.

“You should shave, Klemens...” she said, continuing to pump his cock. “It would feel much better...” Her fingernails gently scratched through the curly hair at his base.

“Now you’re even telling me how to... haaa... groom my own body?” he joked. His voice broke as she brushed a particularly sensitive spot.

“Well... it would certainly allow me to be even better...” she replied, turning her head slightly to spread her lips around his girth, keeping them pressed against his contours and gently rolling her tongue up and down against the skin between her lips. The wet warmth of her mouth partially enveloped him, a foretaste of what was yet to come.

He twitched with pleasure, and that convinced him. The thought that she could be even better was almost frighteningly enticing.

She moved her tilted head up and down before releasing his cock and bringing both hands down to glide up his body under his shirt; her fingertips were silky smooth, and her touch was both soothing and stimulating. The combination of gentle pressure and grazing touch sent goosebumps wandering across his torso. And as she pushed her hands up, she unrolled her tongue and glided from root to tip, slowly curling it off his head while laying his cock against his stomach. Then she went back down the same way, her tongue pressing more with the tip than with the flat surface. She moved up again, this time with a slight serpentine motion while licking.

She hadn’t even properly taken him into her mouth yet, and already he felt like he was going to burst. If not through an orgasm, then through pure need; she was good. His breath came in short, choppy bursts, and he had to control himself not to thrust into her mouth.

Damn good, and she seemed to be having great fun teasing him. The sparkle in her eyes revealed how much she enjoyed his reactions, his helplessness under her skilled hands and talented tongue.

"I can really feel you throbbing, Klemens... your cock burns against my tongue..." she purred, keeping her gaze fixed on his. A fine thread of saliva hung from her lower lip. Then she turned her head to suck his member from the side, closing her lips around its girth.

His toes curled under the blanket, and a loud moan escaped his throat. Every nerve in his body seemed to be on fire, concentrated at the point where her lips touched his cock.

"How the hell are you so damn good?" he asked, whereupon she let her lips slide from his tip and wrapped one hand around his shaft. The sudden coolness of the air on his wet skin made him shudder.

"Would it hurt you if I told you that you’re not the first man I’ve pleasured...?" she replied with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. Despite this confession, it didn’t diminish the eroticism of the moment at all. And as he had already suspected, it didn’t surprise him. Somehow it only made her more alluring in his imagination.

"Honestly, I wouldn’t be surprised if you sucked other cocks just yesterday," he remarked, feeling his pulse quicken at the thought. "You must have had men on every finger in school."

"And women..." she confessed with lascivious casualness, while her fingers gently stroked over his sensitive skin.

Her obvious, unabashed promiscuity was surreal, but the thought of her sleeping with a girl created enticing images in his head – two intertwined bodies, Estefania’s lips on soft skin, her hands between slender thighs.

"You’re a slut," he said, the words more observation than insult.

"I know..." she agreed, without any sign of offense, as she began licking his member again, pausing between wet kisses and slow tongue strokes to verbally tease him further. "I know no shame... I’m currently licking the hot... throbbing... cock of my stepbrother... It’s so wrong, and yet... it only makes me more depraved..."

She laughed seductively and lowered herself so deeply that he could feel the sides of her breasts against his thighs. Sometimes her nipples brushed against his skin, and they were so hard that he could clearly feel the stiff tips. The idea that she was enjoying this contact sent further waves of arousal through his body.

She had to be finding pleasure in it, and she wasn’t even touching herself. Was oral sex that arousing for her? The power she had over his pleasure seemed to excite her.

For him it was... and it became even more intense when she grasped his cock again and guided it to her mouth. She closed her lips around his tip once more, enveloping his glans... but this time she didn’t let go. She moved her head slightly up and down, gently pleasuring just his tip, while her tongue circled around his head behind her lips, lapping up dripping beads of pleasure like a delicacy. His toes involuntarily curled under this attention.

After a while she pulled away, but didn’t stop licking, except to offer more verbal teasing. Her eyes held his gaze captive while a fine thread of saliva stretched between her tongue and his glans.

"Feels good, doesn’t it...? Being pleasured by your stepsister..."

He didn’t answer that, as there was no point in challenging her extravagant manners at this point. He just murmured in agreement, a deep rumble in his throat, and she gave another mischievous giggle before attaching her lips to his glans again, this time with a wet smack that echoed obscenely in the silence of the room.

He moaned again and watched as she began to take him deeper into her mouth. His cock slid over her tongue, each movement swallowing more of him. Her lips were tightly sealed around his girth, making the gentle suction even more intense and causing a rather loud smacking sound when the vacuum was briefly interrupted. The sight of his own manhood disappearing between her full lips was almost hypnotic.

Klemens was also overwhelmed by how warm her mouth felt. It practically burned him, but in a pleasant way. And every part felt incredibly soft and smooth, except for her teeth... but even those found devilish and stimulating use, as Estefania sometimes carefully trapped his shaft between her jaw, creating targeted stimulation with a careful scraping motion. She enhanced this by withdrawing to his glans and letting her teeth gently graze over the sensitive tip, curling her lips to better show this, grinning mischievously and giggling devilishly before returning to her seductive and luscious sucking, lips tightly wrapped around his girth.

She grasped the base of his member with thumb and forefinger, pumping gently and giving steady attention to his root, while her lips began to cross the halfway point of his manhood. The contrast between the warmth of her mouth and the slight coolness of her fingers at his base intensified the sensations even more.

"That... that feels so damn good..." he moaned, his head falling back before he forced himself not to miss the sight of her.

Deep inside, that part of him that had previously resisted because she was his stepsister kept reminding him of this fact. But after this experience, the prospect of more made him push such concerns aside. The forbidden nature of their relationship seemed only to enhance the pleasure, a sweet poison he willingly drank.

She began to twist her hand, a movement that was slippery thanks to her saliva and mainly his drops of pleasure, thoroughly smeared and distributed over his cock. Each twist sent new waves of pleasure through his lower body.

Then she released his cock with a wet smack and a giggle and pumped his entire length with the same alternating twisting motion. The sight of her slender fingers closing around his manhood was almost as arousing as the feeling itself.

She giggled and ran her tongue over the back of his glans before sliding down and briefly sucking both testicles into her mouth. The unexpected sensation made him gasp for air. She was gradually becoming more energetic in her efforts, and it showed. He moaned, digging his fingers into the sheets until his knuckles turned white, watching as Estefania covered his cock with saliva, with broad brush strokes of the flat side of her tongue, sometimes just curling the tip of the muscle to trace his veins with a teasing touch.

»Haha, you're so hard, Klemens... You won't last much longer...«, she released his manhood to make long licking motions from root to tip. »I'm going to squeeze it out of you...«

Her dirty talk was cheesy, but the way she said it inflamed him. The tone, the breathless edge in it, was irresistibly seductive. He could feel his testicles tightening at her words, as if preparing themselves at her command.

She slowed down for a moment, running both her tongue along his length and her lips over his cock, a sensual glide that brought him to the edge of control.

She exhaled slowly, like a sigh, caressing his sensitive member with her breath as she returned to his tip and gave him a slow, rolling kiss, her tongue gently licking against the frenulum and the ridge around it. The moisture of her lips glistened in the dim light of the room.

»God... keep doing that...«, he said with a sigh; it wouldn’t push him over the edge, but the feeling was divine. Her eyes turned to him, and she grinned around his member, a sight of such erotic intensity that for a moment he thought he would come from that alone.

Then she returned to her blowjob, taking his cock into her mouth, her tightly sealed lips sliding over his skin, her tongue rolling against his head and further down, moving from side to side. This time she wasn’t pumping the back half of his cock... because this time she went deeper, which caused Klemens to widen his eyes in surprise.

He had never experienced deepthroat before, and he could feel his tip brushing against the top of her throat as she approached his root. The sensation was so intense that he involuntarily raised his hips to push even deeper into her throat.

She slid one hand up his side and over his chest, while the other hand skillfully caressed his balls and gave them a pleasant pressure, just as her lips met his groin like a lustful kiss. She slurped for a moment, sending tingling sensations across his cock. He could tell that his pubic hair bothered her a little, but she went all the way down anyway, her nose touching his lower abdomen. Estefania then began to rise from his root, her tongue curling from side to side against the underside of his manhood until she reached his tip. She slowed down, tightening the grip of her lips around his head as she slid off, grinning as soon as she released his cock, giving his tip a lustful stroke with her tongue before descending onto his penis again and taking him directly to the root, with the tip sliding into her throat.

She didn’t even gag. She gurgled a little, but she didn’t choke. She took his entire length with ease and murmured with pleasure, as if his cock was a delicious treat she was enjoying.

»Oh, damn!«, he exclaimed; whenever she made those sounds, he felt the walls of her throat vibrating around his member and tingling with delight. His fingers dug even deeper into the sheets as he tried to hold back.

Estefania finally began to bob, murmuring softly as if enjoying a delicacy. She continued to caress his balls and occasionally slurped, never allowing a pause in the stimulation. Every movement was precise, as if she had practiced for years to satisfy his specific needs.

Klemens’s sighs became more frequent, as did his moans of pleasure. He raised one hand and placed it over his face, blocking his view, but hardly diminishing the sensations he felt as Estefania blew him, better than some of the few times he had had sex. The heat and moisture of her mouth, her skilled tongue, the rhythmic sucking – everything combined into an overwhelming experience.

At that moment, he felt a strange sensation. It was brief, mild, so that he thought he had imagined it, but he was sure he felt an almost electrical tingling across his cock, especially where Estefania’s lips and tongue made contact, electrical in a non-metaphorical sense. He felt it under his skin too, and it sent a shiver down his spine that radiated to his toes.

But it was only temporary, and it felt good, so he attributed it to the fact that she was simply so damn good that he was getting some intense reactions. His body was responding in a way he had never experienced before.

That, and he could feel pressure in his loins. He would come soon, and between her masterful blowjob and her seductive giggling, which added a stimulating vibration to her throat work, he knew it would be intense and irresistible. And she added yet another layer to her efforts by rotating her head in an alternating manner, similar to what she had done earlier with her hand. She continued to massage his balls, rounding out the layers of pleasure he was receiving. Each of her movements seemed designed to elevate his pleasure to a new level.

He could feel his orgasm approaching rapidly, an unstoppable urge in his lower abdomen that spread into his stomach.

»Estefania... I... damn, I’m about to come«, he warned, his voice rough with arousal.

For a moment, Estefania let go, taking her hand from his chest to grasp his member and continue pumping it, not letting him rest. Her fingers closed tightly around his pulsating length.

»Then come, Klemens...«, she said with a hungry look. He thought she would bring him to climax, that didn’t seem unusual, but she immediately descended onto his cock again, directly to the root, releasing her hand, which now grasped his hip on one side. She was bobbing quickly now, moving her tongue rapidly back and forth against the underside of his member, turning her head and constantly slurping. The wet sound of her mouth on his cock filled the room.

He even felt that strange, arcing tingling, though this time it felt more like a “pulling.” It only intensified the pleasure and helped bring about his climax. It was as if she was drawing something out of him that went beyond the physical.

"Fuuuuck!" A jerk of his hips—which she controlled with her hand on his pelvis—signaled as semen erupted from his cock. His entire body tensed as waves of orgasm rolled through him.

She stopped moving, halfway down his member, so that his tip was just at the entrance of her throat, while thick ropes of seed pumped down her throat, the back of her tongue rubbing against the underside of his glans and the rest of the muscle gently stroking over his length to keep him pulsing. He could feel her swallowing every drop, her throat working rhythmically around his tip.

He didn’t believe he had ever pulsed so hard when coming, and she continued her gentle caresses and stroking massage of his balls. Each pulse of his cock elicited a deep moan from him as his body writhed under the intensity of the orgasm.

Slowly she began to withdraw to his tip, sucking firmly to ensure not a drop was spilled, his final spurts were taken into her mouth as she hung just on his tip, her tongue rolling up and down on his glans. Then a few more drops came, which she licked up before releasing him. A final trickle came from his tip, but it had no chance to spill, a long stroke of her tongue collected it and drew it into her mouth, her eyes closing with pleasure at this last taste.

She smacked her lips and then let out a satisfied sigh, showing her mouth almost completely clean; she had swallowed everything without hesitation, as if it were a precious elixir.

Klemens sat there, breathing slightly heavily; he wasn’t exactly exhausted, but that was a blowjob to remember, and it was an intense climax. His limbs felt heavy, his body pleasantly relaxed after the intense release.

"Damn... feels like you could suck out my soul that way..." he remarked, pausing to look at her as she licked her lips and swallowed a few more times, her cheeks bulging slightly as her tongue moved and made sure she got all the remnants. "You’re a freak, you know that?"

"Freaks make for the best sex..." she defended with a grin that had something predatory about it. "And you don’t lead a terrible life, so your cum isn’t as bad as some, but I think I’ve gotten used to the taste." She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear, her eyes gleaming with a hunger that seemed far from satisfied.

"Are you aware how strange that sentence was that just came out of your mouth? Besides, I thought the idea of ‘healthy eating, tasty cum’ was a myth."

"Mmm, yes and no," she answered. "A good diet can reduce the salty taste. Plus, there are other aspects." Her tongue slowly ran over her lower lip, as if she wanted to analyze the taste once more.

"What ‘other aspects’ could there possibly be?" he inquired, simultaneously curious and a little disturbed by her clinical approach to the subject.

"Can’t really explain," was her enigmatic response, while her eyes sparkled strangely for a moment. "Besides, I don’t think we’re quite finished here..."

She pointed to his cock, which, although somewhat softened, had by no means gone limp. He was still incredibly aroused, and Klemens was honestly surprised that he hadn’t completely deflated. Usually after an orgasm, he needed significantly longer to recover.

"You want me to go again?" he asked incredulously, his breathing still not fully regulated.

"After a little recovery break..." she replied, gently grasping his cock and stroking it slowly, her remaining saliva keeping the movements smooth. He twitched from the stimulation, a throb running through his member, which wavered between hypersensitivity and new desire.

"Damn, Estefania, I just came, it’s sensitive!" he complained, but couldn’t deny that her warm hand was awakening something in him. She just giggled and made a soothing hissing sound that somehow seemed hypnotic.

"Just relax... You’ll be ready again soon... But I’ll make sure you don’t need a third round..." Her voice had something guttural, almost predatory about it.

It almost sounded like a threat, but it aroused him anyway. But surely she wouldn’t give him another blowjob. What else could she do? His thoughts swirled as his lower body responded to her touches.

Certainly not.

A few moments passed while Estefania nursed Klemens’s cock back to full strength, as he gently panted and let out hot breaths. Her fingers danced skillfully over his sensitive skin, finding exactly the right spots. Soon precum was dripping from his tip again, which she massaged into his skin with some full pumping motions and cleaned her hand with obscene mouth movements, her eyes never leaving his.

"I think you’re ready..." she said, her voice deep and velvety.

"Yes..." Klemens agreed and watched as she crawled over him, pushing the blanket further away from him and completely exposing him, except for his shirt and his pants that were still wrapped around his knees. The cool air sensation on his heated body parts intensified his sensations.

She straddled his thighs, and he realized, yes, of course. That was her plan. The warmth emanating from her body was almost tangible.

"Wait, you can’t be serious!" he protested as he felt her belly brush against his erection, a twitch running through him as the tip of her slit grazed the base of his member. The heat and moisture he felt there made his pulse race.

"What else do you want me to do...?" she remarked teasingly, her voice a sweet poison. "And what else did you expect...?" She rocked slightly, just enough to increase his arousal.

When she put it that way... yes, he should have expected it. Still, it surprised him. He still had some of those "stepsister" reservations, and sex seemed to cross a boundary that was significant even after everything they had already done.

But what crossed an even greater boundary: She wasn’t getting any condoms. In fact, he didn’t believe she had come in with anything except her nightgown. Not even a packet in her hand.

“Wait, what about a rubber?” he said quickly, his voice a mixture of panic and arousal. “You can’t expect me to fuck you without one, can you?” The thought was simultaneously frightening and incredibly tempting.

“Smart boy...” she praised, and Klemens felt a certain indignation at being called a “boy”; it was almost as bad as “brother.” “But you don’t need to worry, we both had health checks a week ago.” Her fingers stroked soothingly across his chest.

“That’s not the point, I’m not going to get you pregnant!” His voice sounded firmer than he felt.

“I wouldn’t worry about that either... Do you think I’m the kind of girl who would risk that? I have my own protection. A kind of... implant. You won’t feel it,” she explained, her voice a confident whisper that seemed to penetrate directly into his ear, though she hadn’t leaned forward.

Klemens was a little suspicious; it was often said that any guy who claimed protection wasn’t necessary, that “he would pull out,” was sending up a red flag. The same applied to girls, Klemens thought. But there was something convincing, almost hypnotic about her gaze.

But if she was as sexually experienced as she claimed, maybe she was right about this “implant.” Still, he had his doubts, which fought against his arousal.

“I’m not sure,” he murmured. Estefania smiled and placed a finger on his lips, the touch sending an electric shiver through his body.

“If it makes you feel better, you can watch me take my pill tomorrow morning; I don’t take any risks...” Her eyes had that strange glow that he couldn’t quite place.

He still wasn’t sure, but his cock was throbbing like crazy, full of desire. The thought of entering her without a condom was... extraordinarily tempting. He could almost feel his rational thinking giving way under the wave of lust.

“Alright... but I’m pulling out, okay?” he insisted, a final attempt to remain reasonable.

“Sure, of course...” she replied seductively and rolled her hips forward to rub her slit against his erection. Both moaned, Estefania because her clitoris pressed against his cock, and Klemens because this excessively hot, promiscuous Hispanic girl was rubbing herself against his cock. The wetness between her legs allowed her to glide effortlessly.

She continued rolling her hips until she was practically pressing the length of her slit against his erection and letting her labia spread to either side of his girth, allowing him to feel the warm, wet softness of her vulva. She slid up and down for a moment before pressing down to trap his length between her vulva and his stomach. It was a little uncomfortable, as his cock wanted to stand upright, but her rubbing more than made up for it as she rolled her hips with almost hypnotic grace, each movement precise and calculating.

Klemens couldn’t help himself, he reached out to gently grasp her thighs, stroking them softly, letting one hand glide to her hip, then the other, holding her carefully and feeling her movements. Her skin was incredibly soft, almost silky under his fingers. She smiled and loosely took hold of his wrists, her legs positioned on either side of him, as she rubbed without supporting herself, an image of perfect control and grace.

“Feels good, doesn’t it...?” she purred sensually. “My wet pussy sliding up and down your cock... It’ll be nice and slippery when I put it in...” Her words were direct, almost vulgar, but the way she spoke them made them something sensual, seductive.

She licked her lips in one of her provocative gestures, and Klemens groaned plaintively. Everything she did seemed to make him horny. Even her dirty talk, as cheesy as it was, was delivered with such lustfulness that it aroused him. It was as if she had a direct line to his most primitive instincts.

“Your... pussy... feels a little empty right now,” he replied in an attempt to counter her. His voice sounded rough, almost foreign in his own ears. It was a challenge he shouldn’t have made, because she narrowed her eyes and grinned devilishly, an expression that was simultaneously threatening and irresistible.

“Is that so...?” she said softly, with seductive danger. “Are you sure you don’t want to continue this...?” Her voice was a deep purr that he seemed to feel more in his chest than in his ears.

She slowed down, pressed harder and moved her hips almost in slow motion, rubbing her soft flesh against his erection and practically drowning his nerves in the erotic pressure. Each movement was precisely calculated to drive him to the edge of madness.

“Feel how my pussy pushes your cock down...”

She pressed downward and circled from side to side, pressing his cock slightly into his stomach, the friction on its sensitive underside making him tremble.

“...polishing that swollen head of yours...”

She moved to his glans, letting her lower folds wrap around the tip, rolling her hips to give his helmet a wet coating and a sensual massage. The heat and moisture were overwhelming.

“...feel how my ‘lips’ give your throbbing cock a nice ‘kiss’...”

She slithered her crotch up and down his length, twisting her spread labia slightly and further coating his member with a film of her arousal. The wet sound of her movements filled the room with an obscene soundtrack.

God, she was so damn wet. He could feel her moisture running down his thighs.

“Okay, okay, damn it! I get it,” he exclaimed, his voice a little breathless from how easily she got him worked up. His hands gripped her hips more firmly, almost desperately. Her foreplay methods were incredible, almost supernatural in their effect.

She let out a deep chuckle, ending her torture after he had understood the point. It sounded like the satisfied purr of a predatory cat playing with its prey. She slid downward, far enough to brush against his testicles, before lifting herself and letting his cock rise with her, her pussy sliding along his standing member until she positioned her vulva on his head. One last tease, slowly circling her sex against his helmet and making him moan, his hips jerking involuntarily upward.

“If you keep that up, I’m going to pull you down onto my cock,” he warned with some frustration, his voice deeper than usual. As expected, this only seemed to excite her, her eyes widening with pleasure.

“Oh, so Klemens does have some fire in him...” she teased, her voice a mixture of surprise and appreciation.

“Shut up.” His words had no real edge, more of a rough desperation.

She giggled, but after a few more circular motions, she decided to finally end Klemens’s torment... and slowly slid onto his cock, both letting out a soft sigh of pleasure. The moment his head penetrated her was almost overwhelming – the sudden heat, the wet tightness enveloping him.

“Damn, you’re tight,” he remarked, as he felt her taking him inch by inch. Indeed, her dripping walls gripped his member tightly, but it was the perfect degree of tightness. He could feel his head gliding over the contours of her walls. Hell, he could even feel the pulsations of her heartbeat, tiny contractions around his cock with each beat. It was as if her body was welcoming him.

And in another impressive moment, she took him to the root, coming to settle on his groin, his cock completely inside her. She let out a pleasurable sigh as she sat properly, her eyes closing briefly in an expression of pure ecstasy.

Klemens groaned and looked up at her almost weakly, overwhelmed by the sensations flowing through his body.

“Fuck me,” he exclaimed. “You feel better than the last girl I was with.” His honesty surprised even himself.

He wasn’t sure if he should have said that, but she seemed modestly open with her own sexual preferences, and she immediately giggled in response, obviously flattered.

“I always appreciate compliments...” she purred, her inner muscles briefly contracting around him as if to confirm his words. “As for the first part... with pleasure...” Her eyes glittered with an almost supernatural hunger.

She began to rise, and Klemens rolled his head back against the headboard of his bed, pleasure coursing through him as he felt her walls gripping his length, pulling as she ascended. It was as if her body was trying to hold onto him, not letting him go.

Only his tip remained inside her when she stopped, but he only got a quick, knowing look from her before she dropped down with enough speed to make a slapping sound. Light, gentle, but wet and erotic. The impact sent waves of pleasure through his entire body.

Then she moved at a steady pace, rising and falling with those wet slaps echoing through the room, an obscene rhythm that seemed to dictate his heartbeat.

“Yesss...” she hissed, her hands leaving his wrists and spreading across his chest, her nails digging slightly into his skin. “That’s what I needed...” Her voice had something wild, almost animalistic about it.

“Fuuuck,” Klemens groaned, his head falling back. Even as she moved, he could feel those walls gripping his member, seemingly in waves, as her muscles tensed and massaged his entire length. The contours, the little folds, they got under his head and rubbed wetly against his most sensitive spots. It was as if she was caressing him from the inside.

He watched as her spine undulated, especially when she stopped bouncing on his cock to instead roll back and forth in another rubbing motion, pressing his length against her front and back walls. Or from side to side when she began a lateral rocking. Her body moved with a grace that seemed almost supernatural.

She looked down at him with such intense lust on her face, her eyes particularly intense. He could have sworn he saw a glow in them, a reddish gleam that didn’t seem natural, but he paid little attention to it, assuming it was a trick of the light and his own brain getting a little confused through the pleasure. Perhaps it was just the moonlight coming through the window.

She bit her lower lip and moaned, a sound that seemed to go straight to his spinal cord.

“It feels so good...” she praised, before fixing him with a lustful gaze that seemed to hold him in place. “I bet it feels good for you too... To feel my hot pussy taking your cock to the base...” Her words were like a spell, increasing his arousal even more.

“Damn...” he muttered, barely a response to her. Whenever she rotated her hips and bent his cock, he felt it pressing into her walls, his head gliding over the contours and receiving additional stimulation. It was as if she knew every inch of him, exactly how to stimulate him best.

Estefania soon returned to her bouncing motion, her breasts jumping just as she did, a hypnotic jiggle that drew his gaze, which didn't go unnoticed. The way the moonlight gleamed on her moist skin made her appear almost otherworldly beautiful.

“Come on, brother, you can touch your stepsister...” she enticed, even with the mention of their relationship. The word should have deterred him, but in this moment, it seemed to only add another forbidden allure.

He had no chance to complain about her renewed strange remarks before she grabbed one of his wrists and pulled it to one of her breasts, which fell soft and heavy into his palm.

“Go on, feel me up, Klemens... Feel me...” she encouraged, her voice a hoarse whisper that seemed to penetrate directly into his ear, though she sat upright on top of him.

Klemens couldn't help himself, he dug his fingers in to get a handful, felt how her breast flesh slightly filled the gaps between his fingers, and felt her erect nipple practically pressing against his palm. The softness of her skin contrasted with the hardness of her tip, a sensation that sent an electric shiver through his arm.

He squeezed, caressed, even slid his hands back to play with her nipple with a fingertip, though it was difficult to grasp her globe while she was bouncing. His touches became more instinctive, greedier, as if his hands were following their own will that no longer obeyed his mind.

The slapping sounds grew louder, filling his ears like a rhythmic drumbeat. He felt drops of pleasure seeping into her interior, yet he could hardly resist the overwhelming sensation. His climax was already approaching, his member pulsating inside her, enveloped by her wet heat that seemed to milk him mercilessly.

In this moment, he perceived an extremely strange sensation. It felt like an immaterial pull inside him, subtle and weak, but stimulating, strangely pleasurable. As if a weak current flowed from his chest through his body and escaped through his member, seeping into her femininity. Like a warm thread of honey being drawn from his innermost being.

He thought he saw a faint purple-blue haze around his loins, but with all the stimulation clouding his mind, he wasn't sure if it was real or not. The colors shimmered and danced before his eyes, blending with the golden glow of her skin.

But the tingling in his head seemed to only grow more intense as he felt this strange sensation. Everything became even more pleasurable, and he had difficulty thinking clearly. Both his hands gripped her hips while a slight weakness flowed through him, although the pressure in his loins was stronger than ever before. It was as if he was simultaneously growing stronger and weaker, as if his body was being pulled in two opposite directions.

“Yes, yes...!” cried Estefania as she crashed her hips onto his member, racing toward climax. Her voice sounded deeper, rougher, almost no longer human in its intensity.

Klemens was so dazed that he possessed neither the clarity to warn her of his impending orgasm, nor to recognize it himself, apart from a quick, ecstatic murmur “I’m about to come,” forgetting his insistence on pulling out. His thoughts shattered like glass under too much pressure.

“Come for me, Klemens...!” urged Estefania, lost in her own ecstasy, occasionally changing her movements, switching to circular motions, but always returning to her pounding bounces, her buttocks slapping loudly, each impact making her backside quiver. Her fingernails dug into his chest, leaving crescent-shaped marks on his sweat-soaked skin.

His member was on the verge of explosion. He didn't try to warn her; that strange sensation had slightly weakened him and made the stimulation even more intense. Breathlessly, he uttered a final warning, the words barely more than a rough whisper.

“I... damn!”

“Yes...!” screamed Estefania, as a long, deep moan of ecstasy escaped Klemens. He arched up powerfully and gripped Estefania’s hips firmly while releasing a mighty surge of seed directly into her femininity. Each pulse of his member felt as if more than just his seed was flowing out of him.

She pressed her hips hard against him, pushing as firmly as she could so he was as deep as possible, unable to withdraw, as a sudden spasm overcame her. A cry of delight escaped her, she arched her back and threw her head back as the orgasm seized her too... Klemens didn't notice the faint swirl of misty light dancing around her body, while that strange sensation seemed to intensify and rob him of even more of his strength. It felt as if something essential was being sucked out of him, sweet and painful at the same time.

He discharged several heavy spurts before his climax finally subsided, and felt his loins splashed with her own juices. Her trembling also calmed, Estefania breathing quietly, sounding far less strained than he was with his heavy, heated panting, though hers was much more lustful. His vision was somewhat blurred through half-closed eyelids and a surprisingly intense orgasm, so he only saw the vague figure of Estefania as she leaned over him and went limp while coming to rest. The contours of her body seemed to flicker, to blur, as if she wasn't quite of this world.

But when he fully opened his eyes and his focus returned, he noticed with shock that she looked different. Fundamentally different.

At the sides of her head, two black, goat-like horns now grew. Her ears were longer and pointed, and on her back, two large leathery, chestnut-brown wings gently unfurled, so dark they appeared almost black, bat-like, while a similarly leathery tail with a spade-shaped tip gently brushed against his leg. The transformation was complete and undeniably real — no hallucination of his overstimulated senses.

As her breathing normalized, she brushed aside her hanging strands of hair and let Klemens see her glowing eyes — of a gentle, yet striking red color with slitted pupils that widened as Estefania noticed that he had noticed, and watched as he stared at her in disbelief and mouthed “what the hell.” His lips moved, but no sound came out, as if the revelation had robbed him of his voice.

She laughed nervously, a sound that seemed strangely human coming from the mouth of a being that was obviously anything but human.

“Haha... well, I guess I have some explaining to do.”


Chapter 6
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Klemens stared at her with a horrified expression, speechless and frozen, before he screamed and tried to press himself against the headboard, though he was still inside her. His heart hammered so wildly against his ribcage that he thought it would leap right out.

“What the hell?!” he blurted out, as ice-cold fear rose in him like a tidal wave. His fingers clutched the sheets until his knuckles turned white. But before he could try to push her away, Estefania gripped his tip with the walls of her vagina in a surprisingly precise movement that sent a contradictory, pleasurable shiver through his trembling body.

“Calm down,” she whispered in a soft, soothing voice, its sound seeping into his consciousness like warm honey. “Don’t panic, I won’t hurt you.”

Although her squeezing effectively prevented him from crawling away, his fear didn’t completely disappear. His chest rose and fell rapidly, the sweat on his skin cooling. He stared at his now demonic stepsister, with whom he’d just had the best sex of his life – a thought that both aroused and horrified him simultaneously.

He tried to calm himself as best he could, clutching the sheets and looking into her red eyes, whose slit-shaped pupils narrowed as she fixed her gaze on him. The sight of those inhuman eyes made his insides freeze.

“What... the heck... are you?” he managed to say, each word a struggle against his parched throat.

She sighed, seemingly annoyed by his fear, as if his reaction was nothing but an irritating formality.

“I’m a succubus,” she answered and poked him on the nose, an oddly playful gesture given the situation. “You know, demons of lust and sex and temptation and all that stuff.”

“Succub-- but don’t they kill men?!” he blurted out, while his mind desperately tried to process the incredible reality.

“Many of the old myths like to claim that,” she replied calmly and placed a hand on his chest. Her touch left a warm tingling on his skin, and he couldn’t explain why, but it seemed to calm him, his breathing becoming somewhat steadier, as if she were directly influencing his pulse. “But that’s exactly the nonsense part of it.”

He tried to process this, but his head was still spinning like a carousel... and it didn’t exactly help that he was still inside her, albeit flaccid, and she was still naked, her golden-brown body shimmering in the dim light. Despite her newly discovered demonic features – or perhaps even because of them – she looked even more seductive than before.

Finally, he managed to form more words, his voice rough and uncertain.

“How can I trust you?” he asked, still fearful and confused, his gaze darting between her eyes and the small, barely visible horns at her temples.

She shrugged, an all-too-human gesture for a supernatural being.

“I suppose you can’t really trust me,” she said, before she smiled and reached forward to grasp his chin. Her skin felt warmer now, almost feverish. “But I mean it when I say I don’t want to hurt you... That’s no fun. It’s much more amusing to make you moan, though I must admit, your energy is delicious...”

“My energy? So you are sucking on my soul or something!”

He tried again to crawl away, his body flooded with a surge of adrenaline. But she grabbed his shoulder with surprising strength, her fingertips seeming to burn into his skin, and sighed in frustration.

“Your energy, not your soul. They’re connected, but not the same,” she explained in a tone as if she were explaining to a child the difference between chocolate and vanilla ice cream. “Besides, I only took a sip. I didn’t want to frighten you until you learned what I really am, but... well, I guess I can’t control my form that well yet.”

She giggled nervously, a melodic sound that seemed strangely out of place in the tense atmosphere. There was something... odd about it. Not disturbing, but rather genuine. Not this bizarre, subtle flirting she had been doing since their first encounter, but a real moment from her. It made her seem credible, almost human in her uncertainty, but he was still afraid to let himself be convinced by her.

She sighed again and looked into his eyes, her red irises now glowing more gently, almost hypnotically.

“You’re not in the best state to think about this,” she said. “You’re scared. So how about this: I’ll let you sleep it off, and I can tell you everything tomorrow morning. Deal?”

He thought about it for a moment, his mind battling between fear and reason. He considered that she had not hurt him so far – on the contrary, she had given him pleasure like he’d never experienced before. Was it a long-term attempt at deception or was there really no malice in her actions?

“How do I know you’re not trying to deceive me?” he asked, while his gaze involuntarily wandered to her full lips, which had now taken on a deeper shade of red.

“I guess you can’t know. Deception and seduction are our thing, after all,” she admitted. Then she smiled and cupped his cheek with her hand. Klemens felt the tips of her now elongated nails gently stroking his skin, leaving goosebumps. “But you’re more than just a meal, Klemens... That I can assure you.”

She leaned back, causing him to moan as her walls moved around his softened member, sending a wave of unexpected pleasure through his exhausted body.

He remained silent for a moment, his breath shallow, then let out a frustrated sound while slapping his hands on the bed, the soft mattress yielding beneath his palms.

“How the hell am I supposed to sleep now?” he asked, his voice wavering between fear and fascination.

Estefania examined him with a cunning look, her slit-like pupils widening slightly.

“Well, if you’re willing to show a little trust, I could help you with that, and it doesn’t even involve sex...” she purred, her voice deeper and more velvety than before.

“I don’t trust you... but all of this is just so damn crazy,” he said, his thoughts spinning like in a whirlwind. “A break from it would be nice.”

She smiled and sighed, as if he had just lifted a burden from her shoulders, her facial features visibly relaxing.

“Then relax and don’t panic,” she said, while cupping his chin and lifting his head so he could look into her bright red eyes, which now glowed more intensely than embers in a fireplace. They seemed to pulse gently, a rhythmic waxing and waning like a second heart, and quickly he lost himself completely in Estefania’s gaze. All the fear he had felt before disappeared like morning mist in the sun, and he could see nothing but those deep, unfathomable orbs. In the deepest corners of his consciousness, a part of him hammered for escape, that he should panic.

But he couldn’t overcome it. Couldn’t resist her hypnotizing gaze, as if his will were a leaf in the storm of her power.

Then she placed her other hand on his forehead and gently spread her fingers. A faint aura formed around her fingertips, a delicate violet that pulsated in the darkness of the room.

And then an overwhelming tiredness came over him, his eyelids becoming heavy as lead, his thoughts blurring into an indistinct hum, and he fell into sleep like a stone.

* * *

Morning broke, and Klemens stirred beneath the rumpled sheets. He groaned softly and shook his head groggily as the leaden weight of sleep slowly fell away from him. It had been a strangely refreshing sleep—deep and dreamless, except for some disturbingly vivid, suggestive images with Estefania that had burned like glowing coals into his subconscious.

The memories of the previous night returned in fragments, like shards of a broken mirror. He tried to categorize the images, to dismiss them as bizarre dream sequences conjured by his overheated brain.

However, when he pulled back the sheets, a dejected sigh escaped him. His flaccid, unclothed cock lay like a silent witness between his legs. The cool morning air on his naked skin confirmed what his mind desperately wanted to deny: What had happened was not a dream.

The memories now crashed down on him with full force. He swung his legs over the edge of the bed, the cool wooden floor beneath his feet a sudden contrast to the feverish heat of his thoughts. With a dull feeling, he put his head in his hands and felt a black hole opening in his stomach, swallowing all certainties.

He had had sex with his stepsister. That alone was disturbing enough, but she had skillfully manipulated the situation, choosing her words to dispel his concerns. She had even made it seem as if the idea had come from him, as if he had secretly wanted it.

And then that incomprehensible turn—she had revealed herself as a demon. A damn succubus. Even now, in the sober morning light, this thought seemed so absurd, so impossible, that his mind searched for rational explanations. Hallucinations? A psychotic episode?

But the more fragments of his memory came together, the more real the experience became. The supernatural heat of her skin. The glow of her eyes. The way she had absorbed his energy, like a sponge soaking up water. And then her suggestion to talk about it.

Talk. The last thing he wanted right now. A part of him—the rational, survival-oriented part—urged him to pack his things and run as far away as possible. But what would happen to his father then? Unknowingly married to a demon whose true nature he didn’t know.

He rubbed his temples as his thoughts whirled around like startled birds. It was all so damn crazy. So impossible. And yet so undeniably real.

Perhaps Estefania was right; the first paralyzing shock had subsided. A strange calm had settled over him, like the eye of a storm. Maybe he was indeed capable of talking about it now. Although he had no idea where to even begin a conversation with a sex demon.

With a deep grumble, he pulled himself together and gathered his clothes. Each garment felt like a thin suit of armor. If he was going to face the devil—figuratively speaking—he could at least arm himself. For heaven’s sake, he wouldn’t face a demon of lust naked again... though he secretly knew that Estefania could probably still get him worked up even if he were wearing a knight’s helmet and a chaste monk’s robe.

“This is all so damn fucked up,” he muttered, while his hand hesitantly rested on the doorknob. He took a deep breath before leaving his room, and had to grudgingly give her credit for one thing: Despite all the supernatural craziness, despite the moral abysses and the existential crisis she had plunged him into—it had been a damn good sleep, deeper and more refreshing than he’d had in months.

* * *

He entered the living room and discovered Estefania on the bench seat between the kitchen and lounge, sipping from a glass of juice. The glass cast small reflections of light on the wall as she turned it between her slender fingers.

She was wearing clothes again, as modest as usual, yet maintaining her casual allure. A loose t-shirt and jeans, nothing provocative, and yet his gaze automatically traced the gentle curves of her silhouette. At least she appeared human, no longer showing any demonic traits—no glowing eyes, no supernatural aura clouding his mind.

She looked up and gave him a weak smile; it was neither as playful nor teasing as usual, not even cunning. There was something vulnerable in her posture, almost as if she was uncertain how he would react.

“Sleep well?” she asked, her voice quieter than usual.

He hesitated for a moment and then sighed; his breath deep and heavy. There was no point in being confrontational, it would probably get him nowhere except into an argument he couldn't win—not against someone who apparently possessed supernatural powers.

“Yes,” he admitted, while running his hand through his tousled hair. “What did you do to me?”

“I used a spell,” she explained, as she carefully placed the glass on the counter. “I hypnotized you and then put a sleep spell on you.”

For a moment he bristled at the word "hypnotized," his neck tensing, but relaxed when he remembered that she had suggested something to help him fall asleep, and he had agreed. The memory came back hazily—her gentle voice, the feeling of heaviness in his limbs.

Anyway, it had worked. He hadn't slept so deeply in weeks.

“And that's all?” Distrust resonated in his voice.

“That's all,” she said calmly, holding his gaze. “I didn't plant any suggestions or anything. I only do that with my regular 'prey,' and before you panic—I don't hurt anyone. In fact, it helps me feed without harming anyone.”

There was something eerie about how casually she used words like "prey" and "feed," as if she were talking about a snack. But she seemed to be making an effort to be honest, her hands lying open on the table as if to show she was hiding nothing.

He had to respect that, at least. Klemens moved to the other side of the counter, his socks barely making a sound on the cool tile floor. He found a chair and sat down across from her; he wanted to be further away, but if she was being diplomatic, he should be too. The kitchen table between them felt like a necessary barrier.

They were silent for a moment. All he could hear was the barely perceptible hum of unused appliances and muffled sounds from outside—birdsong, the rush of a passing car. The clock on the wall ticked softly, marking the passing seconds.

Finally, he spoke, his voice sounding strangely calm even to his own ears given the circumstances.

“So... a succubus, huh?”

“Yes, a succubus,” Estefania answered and shrugged one shoulder. “Demon of lust, literal sexual predator, ruin of men, blah blah blah.” She made a dismissive gesture, as if it were nothing special.

“But you won't lead me to ruin?” He tried to make it sound joking, but the tension in his voice betrayed him.

She shook her head, a chestnut-brown strand of hair falling across her face.

“Very few of us exist, and even fewer have the urge to kill anyone... and those usually don't survive long,” she explained, while tucking the strand behind her ear. “If they even get the chance to harm anyone.”

“Why's that?” he asked, now genuinely curious.

“If what Mom told me is true, they find some dedicated hunters. Not humans, us. But that could be a legend, because I don't know many other succubi, and they don't know of any who have hurt humans in recent years.” Her fingernails drummed lightly on the tabletop, a nervous tic he had never noticed in her before.

“Your mother? You mean Candela?” In retrospect, it made sense and explained why she looked damn good for a woman in her thirties, the flawless skin, the supernatural attraction. But still, the idea that his stepmother was also a succubus... surreal. A cold shiver ran down his spine.

“Yes. Apart from conversion, succubi can have children... though both are rare. It takes... special circumstances for both, and the circumstances are different for both situations. I won't go into it, it's too complicated to explain to you right now.” She suddenly looked uncomfortable, her fingers playing with the hem of her T-shirt.

“That's okay,” he muttered, trying not to think about the implications. “But what you said earlier about 'prey.' And 'feeding.' What's that about?”

“I figured you'd ask that soon enough,” she surmised, a faint smile flitting across her lips. “You know the legends, the old Bible stuff about succubi draining men's life force? Until they eventually die? That's kind of true.” She made a weighing gesture with her hand. “We feed on life energy. And if we feed for too long, it could kill someone. Even in a few moments, if we drain enough at once. But we don't do that. We can sustain ourselves by feeding from many different people, allowing them to recover. We seduce or charm people, drain their energy, and then manipulate their memories so they don't remember us as demons... or at all, and think it was just a nice wet dream. It depends on the situation and our mood.” Her tone was matter-of-fact, as if she were discussing an everyday business practice.

Klemens took this in, his hands clasped in front of his mouth, elbows on the counter. His pulse quickened at the thought that this could actually be his new reality – a world where demons existed and fed on human essence.

“But you didn’t do that with me?” he asked, his gaze boring into hers. “Why?”

She gave him a gentle smile, leaned forward and unintentionally revealed her décolletage. The movement caused her shirt to fall forward, just enough to reveal a hint of her bra’s lace. He felt warmth rising in his face and grunted softly, trying to ignore it, though he noticed Estefania’s quick grin, which only made him more embarrassed. His ears burned.

“Because you, Klemens, are something special,” she explained, her voice becoming softer, more intimate. “You and your father, for me and my mother. You could say you’re our... soulmates, in a sense.”

Klemens perked up and looked at her questioningly, his eyebrows drawing together.

“Somehow I get the feeling you don’t mean that in the romantic sense.” His voice sounded dry, almost sarcastic.

She shook her head with a small laugh, the sound like gentle wind chimes.

“No, although it does come with a certain connection.”

She leaned forward and tapped her fingers on the tabletop as she began to explain, her face now concentrated and serious.

“You see, to survive, we succubi and incubi – yes, incubi exist too – must feed on life energy. For us, doing so through sexual acts or bodily fluids provides the most nourishment, and that’s why our feeding can trigger orgasmic pleasure in our ‘prey.’” Her eyes gleamed at these words, almost as if she were remembering past meals. “We can feed on anything that can be considered a ‘source of life,’ like blood and semen, with the latter sustaining us better, though we don’t literally eat the semen and don’t necessarily need it.”

“Do you know how damn bizarre that sounds? Like a bad dirty movie,” Klemens interjected, his cheeks turning red. Estefania laughed, a full, throaty sound that seemed to fill the room.

“Truth is stranger than fiction, remember?” she countered, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Haven’t you read that in one of your books?”

“Fair point.” He had to smile reluctantly.

Estefania continued, her hands drawing patterns in the air as she spoke.

“We could feed through something as simple as a kiss. Even bring someone to orgasm with it. Which is pretty fun...” She winked at him, and he felt his stomach do a somersault. “Of course, we could also suck someone’s soul out through a kiss or kill them, though as I said, we don’t really do that. But that brings me to the next point; the soul and life energy are not the same thing. It’s more like...” She searched for the right words, her eyes wandering to the ceiling. “A star. As if the soul were the sun. And life energy is produced by it. As long as we don’t drain too much energy, the soul can recover and produce more of it. Of course, we can also steal someone’s soul, but we rarely do that outside of some... specific scenarios that rarely occur nowadays.” Her voice grew quieter, almost conspiratorial. “It doesn’t kill the person. It doesn’t even prevent them from producing energy, since their soul is still connected to them. But in our possession, it means they are forever bound to whoever holds their soul, obligated to follow any command the holder gives. A servant, so to speak.”

Klemens nodded slowly as he absorbed this information, his brain working overtime to process everything. Although it seemed insane to him internally, what was particularly bizarre was how straightforward she was – as if she were talking about the weather, not soul theft and supernatural powers.

He also held his tongue from saying that it sounded more like a “slave” situation, but he was still trying to be diplomatic. The thought made him shudder internally.

“But you can hypnotize people, right?” he said, remembering how completely fascinated he had been with her last night – how his will had melted like butter in the sun.

“We can. We can easily wrap humans around our fingers with magic, as long as they don’t have protection or their will isn’t iron-strong.” She raised her hands in a placating gesture. “And before you get offended, I’m not calling you weak-willed. You relaxed, remember? You gave a little trust.”

“I still felt something fighting in the back of my mind,” he admitted, his fingers drumming nervously on the table.

“Of course. But you weren’t fully trying to mentally resist me at that point, so I could easily charm you.” She nodded appreciatively. “But back to what I was saying, we can manipulate humans, basically control their minds, but possessing their soul means they are bound to fulfill our commands, regardless of their willpower or protection. But that’s not what drew Mom to your father and me to you.” Her eyes softened as she looked at him.

“What then?” he asked, now genuinely curious.

“You see, to avoid raising suspicion and not harm anyone, we have to feed from quite a few people. Not that we mind, variety is the spice of life.” She shrugged. “But there are certain bloodlines and lineages that... well, I don’t think ‘destiny’ is the right word. I think ‘compatibility’ fits better.” Her voice became softer, almost reverent. “And sometimes these bloodlines have generations strong enough to produce ‘soulmates.’ People we can feed from more regularly, with less impact on them. When we find them, we’re drawn to them like crazy.” Her eyes gleamed as she said this. “And it’s more than just a matter of a better food source, there’s this... connection, this attraction. It’s always people who turn us on. I can tell you now, the marriage between your father and my mother? That’s real, even if she does fool around with others. It’s just our nature, but I wouldn’t be surprised if she does crazier things with him than with anyone else.”

Klemens raised his hands defensively, his face contorting.

“I... really don’t need to know anything about my father’s sex life,” he said, his tone somewhere between horror and amusement.

Estefania shrugged, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

“The point is, if not fate, then you and I, Alexander and Candela, are highly compatible. That’s the thing between you and us.” She said it with a finality that left no room for doubt.

Klemens leaned back in his chair, the wood creaking softly under his weight. Estefania seemed to be waiting for him to process everything she had just said. Her gaze rested patiently on him as he wrestled with the information.

He shook his head and snorted, a dry laugh escaping him.

“This is insane. You know that, right?” he joked, though part of him was still trying to decide whether to believe her or if this was all an elaborate prank.

“Of course it is, at least for you. You’re human, it would be crazy for you.” She grinned widely. “Until now, demons didn’t exist. And now you have a super hot, super horny, sperm-drinking, energy-slurping, mind-blowing-sex-giving succubus as a stepsister.”

She grinned at him while making this unnecessarily descriptive statement, her eyes sparkling with suppressed laughter. Estefania was, as always, incapable of restraining her lustful side for long – as if part of her was always burning to provoke and seduce.

“When you put it that way, it sounds even crazier. Too good to be true, even,” he muttered, running his hand over his face. He then sighed and looked around as if searching for answers in the walls before looking at Estefania. “What now?”

“Now? Well, I think we could do what I suggested before. Live life, just that we can do the exciting things sooner,” she said with a lustful grin that covered her cheeks with a rosy shimmer. “Show you all the nice tricks you’ll never get with a human girl...” Her voice grew deeper, more seductive, and for a fleeting moment, he thought he saw a reddish gleam in her eyes.

It was a tempting offer, Klemens couldn’t deny that. His body was already responding to the mere suggestion, a warm tingling spreading through his lower abdomen. He was still afraid, still a little suspicious. But if she was telling the truth, then her idea might not be bad. After all, he had already gotten a taste of her supernatural abilities, and it had been... intense.

“And otherwise?” he asked, his voice rougher than intended, causing her expression to fall a little and she appeared more thoughtful, the playfulness disappearing from her features.

“Otherwise... I suppose I’d have to alter your memories, because I don’t think you could live with this knowledge and pretend nothing happened.” Her voice became softer, almost sad. “Think about what I said yesterday. Knowing that I’m a succubus would only make everything worse, for both of us. I don’t want to do that, not to you, Klemens.” She reached out a hand as if to touch his, but pulled it back at the last moment. “But you would lose your mind.”

“Doesn’t sound like much of a real choice,” muttered Klemens. “More like a reluctant ultimatum.”

“Something like that,” Estefania agreed. “I’ll leave the decision to you, but personally, I’d choose the first option. That one’s more fun.”

Klemens had to agree with her internally, it did sound more tempting. Still, he couldn’t shake the thought that every word of hers could be a clever deception. A dark realization dawned on him – unless he tried to kill her or something similar, he was doomed anyway. She would capture him sooner or later, and that would be it.

Of course, there was always the possibility that she was telling the truth. She had admitted that deception was part of a succubus’s nature – either that was part of the elaborate fraud, as his paranoid mind whispered to him, or she was simply being honest with him.

In her own... strange, demonic, succubus-like way.

Suddenly she leaned forward and grinned mischievously. Her eyes sparkled with a gleam that he could now classify as dangerous – a predator circling its prey.

“I have a suggestion that could win your trust and help you with your decision...” she purred with a cunning undertone and licked her lips – a clear sign that it wouldn’t be a harmless idea. The tip of her tongue left a wet trail on her lower lip that shimmered in the light.

His mind was already foggy from her surrealistic revelations, so he was honestly ready to listen to her. The boundaries between madness and reality had long since blurred anyway.

“I guess I can muster a little trust.”

“Funny word, but anyway. How about... a kiss... I’ll really drain you... You’ll experience what it feels like... I’ll draw energy from you until you pass out... And when you wake up, then you can make your decision...”

She seemed eager to try this. Klemens found it crazy, especially because of her direct manner – so different from the playful, indirect flirting he knew from her. But presumably she was setting that aside for his sake... even though this direct approach still confused him. There was something hungry in her voice that accelerated his pulse.

“You won’t lose control like last night?” he asked, still somewhat suspicious. His fingers drummed nervously on the table.

“Control over my form,” she corrected. “Not draining someone to death is easier. I just return to my true form. Hard to explain.” She shrugged, an all-too-human gesture for a being that was apparently anything but human.

That somehow made sense to Klemens, but still there remained a certain hesitation. A knot formed in his stomach – half fear, half perverse curiosity.

Yet her idea seemed... tempting. Perhaps a little frightening, especially since it sounded so bizarre and alien. But the thought of trying it was... seductive. Images flickered in his mind – her glowing eyes, the inhuman grace of her movements.

After a moment of inner struggle, he raised his arms in surrender. The pulse in his ears thundered.

“I guess I can take a risk,” he said. “But if you kill me or take my soul or something like that, then I swear, I’ll find a way to haunt you,” he warned with a raised index finger, desperately trying to approach the situation with humor.

She giggled playfully, a sound like silver bells that stood in stark contrast to what she was about to do.

“I wouldn’t want it any other way...” she purred, before suddenly leaning forward, cupping his cheek with one hand and pressing her lips to his in a soft, sensual kiss. Her fingers were cooler than expected, almost like silk against his heated skin.

It surprised him, but after a moment of fighting against rising panic, he allowed Estefania to continue and sank into the kiss, relaxing. His resistance melted like ice in the sun.

The kiss deepened, changing from gentle to lustful, his stepsister tilting her head slightly to merge her lips more erotically with his, her tongue sliding into his mouth to dance teasingly around his. She tasted sweet, almost like honey with a hint of something exotic, spicy.

Arousal set in immediately, without requiring any additional magical touch; she was simply a damn good kisser. His body responded instinctively, blood rushing to his lower body.

The soft smacking of their lips filled his ears, and Klemens caught himself slowly moving his jaw to return the kiss. Every touch of her tongue sent electric impulses through his body.

After last night’s revelation and everything Estefania had revealed so far, the idea of kissing his stepsister seemed downright mundane. The incest taboo thought faded beside the fact that he was kissing a supernatural being.

Of course, the kissing itself was wonderful. Her lips were softer than anything he had ever felt, and moved with a precision that couldn’t possibly be human.

She leaned forward a bit more, almost crawling onto the bench, while placing her other hand on the opposite side of his head. Her thumb stroked his temple in hypnotic little circles.

Her kiss became hotter, more demanding. Klemens had the impression that she was becoming overeager. But he couldn’t break the kiss, didn’t want to. And he was currently operating with a certain advance of trust. He didn’t want to back away now. Something in him longed to cross this abyss.

She closed her eyes and moaned deeply, enjoying the kiss as if it were physical pleasure for her. Perhaps it was, since she wasn’t human. The vibration of her moan transferred directly from her lips to his.

Then she opened her eyes, and Klemens looked into those deep red orbs that glowed around their slit-shaped pupils. They pulsated to the rhythm of an alien heartbeat, hypnotic and eerie at the same time.

It was frightening and seductive all at once, but everything happened very suddenly. A shudder ran down his back, half fear, half arousal.

Then he felt something strange. A vibrating, airy feeling deep in his chest that radiated outward with a bizarre stimulation. He felt a pull on this... ball of humming sensation, and a writhing stream of it began to make its way up through his throat. It was as if an invisible thread was pulling at his essence.

Strange colors began to swirl around his body, an aura forming around both of them, pale purple-red or blue, the color seemed to fluctuate. It wafted like mist around their intertwined bodies, pulsating in time with the suction in his chest.

Belatedly, he recognized that it resembled the bizarre sensation he had felt last night during sex with her. Only stronger, probably because she wasn’t holding back her extraction now. The intensity was overwhelming, as if every nerve in his body was being stimulated simultaneously.

Part of him wanted to pull back. It was somewhat frightening, but the lust and the bit of trust he mustered kept him from panicking. He felt his cock awakening in his crotch, feeling this lust, though nothing was directly affecting it. He could even feel a drop of precum forming at the tip, while his shaft throbbed. The tightness of his jeans suddenly became uncomfortably noticeable.

Estefania deepened the kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth more aggressively than before, each touch sending a small arc of stimulation from every point of contact. Soon the stream of sensation found its way into his mouth and began to flow out, being sucked in by her as if she were inhaling his essence. His tongue tingled, caught in the midst of this flow, and his lips vibrated with similarly enticing stimulation. His erection grew harder in his pants, and he could feel the precum beginning to stain his underwear. A wet spot formed, sticky and warm against his skin.

Her lips then parted from his, but the strange feeling didn’t stop... it just let him experience more directly what was happening. Estefania took a long breath, as if she never needed to exhale, and in doing so drew a stream of luminous, smoky something directly from his mouth, which was held open by an invisible force. Swirling lights spiraled around the cloud, which seeped into the skin of her face and elsewhere. He could see her throat glowing, brighter than the column of vaporous light streaming from his throat. It was as if she were drinking his life essence.

He saw how the corners of her mouth curled into a grin. Admittedly, the whole thing was pretty frightening. But he couldn't force himself to stop, the surreal sensation had cast a veil over his mind... and the lust only intensified further, his cock throbbing and soiling itself with his own precum, his testicles twitching with desire. Every fiber of his body seemed to burn, to vibrate, to yearn for release.

Estefania then moved her head forward again and reestablished the seal of their lips, moaning softly again, as if she were experiencing pleasure. Perhaps she really was, he couldn't really tell. Klemens certainly felt that he was having a supernatural experience. Her lips seemed hotter than before, almost feverish.

Not helping was the weakness that slowly set in, his limbs felt light and his head became somewhat dizzy, but nothing could completely divert his attention from Estefania as she pressed her lips against his again and again, her tongue performing a tango around his, which weakly tried to lick back. The room around him began to blur, contours dissolving.

The lust also didn't subside as his other senses began to fade and physical exhaustion spread. On the contrary – with each piece of energy she drew from him, the sensation seemed to intensify, as if his body were desperately trying to compensate for the loss through increased pleasure.

A fog reigned in his head, everything that wasn't focused on her or the lust he felt became a numb mush. Sounds became muffled, colors blurred, only Estefania remained in razor-sharp focus.

There was nothing else but Estefania and her kiss, and her extraction. She had become his universe, the only fixed point in a dissolving reality.

Klemens still felt a little fear, the feeling of weakness and lethargy mixed with acute lust, it was bizarre and alien, and with the clarity of mind he could still muster, he understood how a succubus could kill with this. The victims would go to their deaths smiling, numbed by otherworldly ecstasy.

But the fear was distant, his mind clouded by lust and weakness. His loins, however, he could feel about to burst with pressure, his testicles bubbling and his cock smearing his underwear with precum alone. Every movement of his hips sent waves of arousal through his body.

And still Estefania kissed and sucked at him, turning her lips against his mouth and exploring every inch of his cavity that her tongue could reach. Sometimes he thought she had stretched, but in his twilight state, he couldn't tell. Had her tongue grown longer? Was it penetrating deeper into his throat than anatomically possible?

His eyelids grew heavier. It wouldn't be long before he would simply... lose consciousness. The light in the room flickered, or was it his eyes failing?

But before that could happen, he let out a strained moan of ecstasy, arched up on the stool, his cock throbbing with each surge of semen that soaked his underwear, his eyes rolling upward. The waves of orgasm flooded his weakened body with an intensity he had never experienced before – as if every cell were exploding and reforming.

Yet Estefania continued, and the fear he felt intensified a little. He couldn't tell her to stop, but the lust was just as intense, if not stronger than ever before, increasing with his climax, as if something had broken. It was overwhelming, all-consuming, his vision darkened and his gaze flashed with a faint light from the aura surrounding him. Black spots danced before his eyes as his body twitched in aftershocks.

He was about to sink against the tabletop, held upright only by her hands. He was so exhausted that he could barely keep his eyes open. He felt numb, apart from the stimulation that remained as acute as ever. His limbs were leaden, his head weighed a ton.

Time lost its meaning, and his body began to twitch as if he were having a seizure. He was both frightened and euphoric. Each second stretched into eternity as his consciousness shrank to a thin line between wakefulness and darkness.

Then he came a second time in his pants... and slipped into unconsciousness. The last thing he saw was Estefania’s triumphant smile, her lips wet and red from his essence, before the world around him sank into velvety blackness.


Chapter 7

 [image: ] 

A sleep deeper than any before enveloped him. Dreamless. A sleep like death... except that the dead aren’t awakened by knocking at the door.

Dazed, he opened his eyelids, struggled to sit up, and realized that at some point he had been brought back to his bedroom and even tucked in. The blanket felt heavy, as if trying to press him into the mattress.

At first, he only remembered passing out in the kitchen. What happened afterward remained blurry... but as the knocking and the calling voice at his door further roused him from sleep, memory slowly returned, along with growing clarity. Images of Estefania’s glowing eyes, her lips on his, that indescribable pull.

“Klemens? Are you in there?” his father’s voice reached him. “Estefania said you were having a bad day, but your nap should be over by now.” The doorknob moved slightly, as if Alexander was considering entering.

Klemens actually wanted to snap at his father for the rude awakening, but given the events, he held back. It was only fair. Amazing how restrained he could be despite his grogginess. His tongue felt heavy, as if made of lead.

“Yes,” he answered sleepily, “yes, I’m here.” His voice sounded rough, as if he hadn’t spoken for days.

“Just wanted to check on you,” Alexander replied. “Candela and I are back, I hope our overnight stay wasn’t too stressful for you.” The irony in his father’s words hit Klemens like a blow.

If only he knew what had transpired between Klemens and Estefania, Klemens thought. Then again, Candela was also a succubus... he preferred not to think about what she and his father were doing together. Images formed unwillingly in his head, which he immediately tried to suppress.

“Not the first time,” he said, blinking away the sleep. “I think I’m used to it by now.” A lie that came surprisingly easily to his lips.

“Alright. Then I’ll let you sleep some more, but you should probably get up, it’s already afternoon,” said Alexander, and then Klemens heard his retreating footsteps echoing down the hallway.

Afternoon. It had been morning when Estefania had persuaded him to let her feed from him. Now it was afternoon. The sun falling through the blinds cast elongated stripes on the floor.

He glanced at his watch.

15:37

He had been unconscious for hours. He didn’t know exactly how long; he hadn’t checked the time when he woke up. And he felt like he could sleep for hours more, he was still exhausted. His limbs felt like wet sandbags.

But he decided to dispel any suspicion, not yet ready to reveal anything to his father and stepmother... although with the latter, he suspected she already knew. Or had foreseen it. Estefania had hinted at something like that, that he and his father were “soul mates.” The thought sent an uncomfortable tingle down his spine.

He paused to think; only now did the true insanity of what had happened dawn on him. His stepsister was a succubus, as was his stepmother, both attracted to him and his father because apparently some genetic lottery or such nonsense made them particularly compatible. His heart began to beat faster as the full scope of the situation hit him.

The most monstrous part was the succubus bit. The horns, the wings, that inhuman beauty.

And then that draining... it was simultaneously frightening and stimulating beyond anything he’d experienced before. He came twice, and all she did physically was kiss him. His body trembled slightly at the memory, an echo of pleasure coursing through him.

It was so unreal. But then he remembered his deal with Estefania; he still had more to discuss with her. And he remembered her reluctant ultimatum. The way her eyes had looked at him – half pleading, half demanding.

Either go with the flow and enter into a sexual relationship with his stepsister, who happened to also be a demon who fed on fucking and other obscene acts, or have his memory altered so he wouldn’t endanger either her or her mother... but above all, to protect him from the madness of living as if nothing was different while knowing everything. She had seemed so sincere when she said she didn’t want that. Her voice had trembled, her hands had trembled.

Still, it was an ultimatum, even if she didn’t like it, and part of him was still paranoid that it was all just a four-dimensional deception. There was a bias there, she was supposedly a demon after all, and she had admitted that succubi worked with lies and deception. But then again, she had been so direct with her information. Almost painfully honest.

He ran his hands over his head and groaned. The same thoughts kept repeating in his mind. “She was a demon, so she must be lying, but she seemed so honest.” It was driving him crazy. His fingers dug into his scalp as if the pain could drive away the confusing thoughts.

“This is fucking bullshit,” he muttered. He didn’t want to make these kinds of decisions, didn’t want to reflect so deeply, he just wanted to lounge around, play games, just... hang out until he had to find a job. The normality of a boring life suddenly seemed like an unattainable luxury.

And not necessarily in the literal sense, as Estefania had suggested...

But honestly, it was... very tempting. More than tempting. His lower body was already reacting to the mere memory, a telltale tug in his loins.

She had been the best fuck of his life, even before she revealed she was a demon. And now... he couldn't help but think about the "tricks" she knew that no human could do. Just that extraction alone, as frightening as it was... was in its own way damn incredible. Like a high, more intense than any drug could ever be.

Perhaps, if he could convince her not to do that every time... and provided she wasn't slowly killing him... diving into the supernatural could prove all the more delicious. The prospect made his blood flow faster.

“Screw it,” he muttered, swinging himself out of bed and noticing that during his unconsciousness he had been changed, probably by Estefania. Both strange and considerate, but he wouldn't blame her for undressing him while he was unconscious, just to put fresh clothes on him – it was probably the least strange thing she could have done. The thought of her hands on his unconscious body stirred conflicting feelings within him.

He hadn't fully decided yet... but he was definitely leaning toward the idea. No one else he knew could claim to be in a weird open sexual relationship with a sex demon. A slight, almost insane laugh escaped his lips as he wondered if he was about to make the biggest mistake or the most exciting decision of his life.

* * *

He strolled out of his room, still feeling somewhat dazed; the exhaustion had left deep traces in his body. Each step cost him more energy than usual as he navigated through the hallway. He went looking for Estefania, hoping for a private moment, while he could hear the muffled voices of his father and stepmother from downstairs – a reassuring background noise assuring him they were occupied.

Only now did he realize that Estefania must have carried him up the stairs like a sack of potatoes. The image of this petite girl hauling his limp body up the steps seemed absurd. Then again, she wasn't human. She possessed real magic, powers beyond his imagination. Perhaps she had simply “cheated” – made him float with a spell or something similar.

He leaned against her bedroom door and hesitated; he had never entered here before. The polished wooden surface felt cool under his fingertips. He had always avoided it, especially since Estefania tended to be rather... scantily dressed, even when the door was just slightly ajar. The memory of fleeting glimpses of tanned skin made his pulse quicken.

And now, after the revelation of her true nature, it felt like he was entering the lion's den – or rather, the lair of an exotic predator that fixed him with hypnotic eyes.

“Pull yourself together, damn it,” he scolded himself internally, as his palms grew damp. If he wanted to have this conversation, he needed to overcome his uneasiness... about entering his stepsister's bedroom. The thought alone made him swallow nervously.

Under different circumstances, it would be ridiculous to worry about this. But the circumstances weren't different – they were exactly as complicated as they could possibly be.

He raised his hand, briefly clenched it into a fist, and then knocked decisively.

“Who is it?” Estefania's voice sounded from inside. It was calm and mercurial, strangely soothing like warm honey, which relaxed Klemens a little. Even through the door, her voice seemed to whisper directly in his ear.

“It's me, Klemens... you know what this is about,” he answered, trying to give his voice firmness.

He heard footsteps approaching the door – light, almost dancing – and braced himself against the doorframe to avoid falling forward when she opened it. His heart hammered against his ribcage.

The knob turned with a soft click and the door swung open. Her eyes were normal again, a warm light brown, but after having seen the depths of those red orbs, even her “human” eyes somehow seemed distracting – as if he could sense the demonic presence behind them, like a predator lurking behind a curtain.

“Come in,” she said with a slightly sensual undertone that seemed to vibrate in the air, though it seemed she was holding back somewhat for his sake. Her lips curved into an inviting smile.

He entered, feeling the soft carpet under his feet, and the door closed behind him with a gentle click. He felt somewhat trapped, like an animal in a velvet snare, but it was better than letting their conversation drift downstairs where curious ears might be listening.

Her room looked somewhat girlish, not quite what he would have expected from a demonic being. Scattered boyband and movie posters adhered to the walls painted in matte mauve, with pale pink sheets under a slate gray comforter. The bed was neatly made, but inviting. Here and there stood a few stuffed animals on shelves, but ultimately her room was quite tolerable in terms of its girlishness, not much in it except a desk with a laptop, some figurines as decoration, and not much more. A subtle scent of vanilla and something exotic he couldn't name hung in the air.

The most striking thing was herself; the conversation wouldn't be easy, as she was wearing only a loose tank top that stretched over her voluptuous chest and revealed a strip of her flat stomach, and a skimpy pair of panties, nothing else. The tanned skin of her long legs gleamed in the subdued light. She could hardly be more casual unless she removed her clothes entirely. Not outside the realm of possibility, he thought, feeling his mouth go dry.

She sat on the bed, knees bent and legs laid to the side, in a pose that was simultaneously relaxed and seductive, and patted a spot beside her for him to sit. The mattress gave slightly under her movement.

He still hesitated, his gaze involuntarily drawn to the curves of her body, but he really didn't feel like standing for long, so he gave in and sat down beside her. The mattress sank, bringing them closer together than intended.

“How are you feeling, dear brother?” she asked, her voice like silk brushing against his skin. He refrained from correcting her about the “brother” remark, still not entirely comfortable with it. The term seemed to have taken on a completely new, disturbing dimension now.

“I feel drained,” he said, shaking his head and blinking rapidly several times, letting out a sharp breath. His limbs felt heavy, as if he’d run a marathon. She giggled, a sound like rippling water.

“No wonder. I practically went as far as I could without sucking out your soul.” She leaned forward slightly, her eyes sparkling. “If it makes you feel better, that’s still far from killing you, so you were never in danger. Although you probably needed a night’s sleep to properly recover, you should be fine now.” Her fingers played with the hem of her tank top, unconsciously pulling it up even higher.

“I still feel like I’m about to collapse.” He rubbed his eyes, trying to dispel the fog in his head.

“I could make that happen without draining you...” she remarked with that all-too-familiar seductive undertone and leaned forward to present her décolletage. The fabric stretched across her curves, threatening to give way.

“I’m sure you could,” he muttered, shaking his head, while his gaze involuntarily lingered on her full breasts. Then he looked at her and found it wasn’t easy to focus on her eyes when her breasts were there to be looked at, as the hypnotizing feeling of her eyes now made it difficult to look at her without feeling strange—as if he were staring into an abyss. “So... you’re offering to be my bedmate, basically?”

“Something like that,” she said and gently ran a hand over the blanket in front of her, briefly biting her lower lip, a gesture that drew his attention to her full mouth. “We pleasure each other, I can feed from you, you get the best sex of your life and more, and I can try out the fun stuff on someone who will remember...” Her voice grew deeper with the last words, almost hoarse with desire.

Klemens could hear how excited she sounded at the thought, especially at the last part. A shiver ran down his spine, half arousal, half fear of the unknown.

He had already accepted, without much thought, that she would probably sleep with others. She was already doing it, she admitted it, and somehow it didn’t bother him as much as it should. Part of his mind wondered if this was another of her demonic tricks.

Perhaps because she wasn’t human, so the concept of fidelity... probably didn’t apply too strongly, especially since sex was her food source. It would be like asking a human to eat at only one restaurant.

Still, the idea that he would be “special” in some way and the subject of some... more exotic experiences, made up for it in his mind. His pulse quickened at the thought.

“And the only conditions are the feeding part and that I keep it secret?” Klemens added, trying to remain pragmatic while his body was already responding to her mere proximity.

“I thought that was obvious,” Estefania agreed. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, a casual gesture that seemed strangely human. “That and that I’ll probably continue to feed from others.” She said it so matter-of-factly, as if she were discussing the weather.

“Yes, I had already assumed that, but given this whole scenario, I don’t think I expected a ‘faithful girlfriend.’” He tried to sound equally matter-of-fact, though the thought of her with others left a strange feeling in his chest—not quite jealousy, more a kind of territorial insecurity.

She was silent for a moment, her eyes studying his face, and then giggled. The sound was like bells in the wind.

“What’s so funny?” asked Klemens, suddenly self-conscious.

“Just that of all the things I expected you to freak out about, the fact that you seem to be okay with my... ‘inclinations’ surprises me.” Her eyes glittered with amusement. “Not everyone is so relaxed about it.”

“Well, since you’re a succubus, it’s probably in your nature to have an ‘appetite,’ right?” He shrugged, trying to appear cool. “Even if I’m apparently ‘special,’ you wouldn’t be satisfied with just me.” The thought that he alone wouldn’t be enough gnawed at him, though he understood it logically.

She leaned forward, her scent—exotic and sweet at the same time—enveloping him, and playfully nudged his nose. Her proximity made his breath catch.

“You’ve got it...” she chirped, her voice like honey. “It’s simply not in our nature to stay with a single partner, even with our soulmates, unless you want to be constantly exhausted from being drained.” She leaned back, her breasts bouncing slightly under the thin fabric. “You probably would never reach the point of dying, but you would likely always feel tired, even if I were to dose it.”

“Yeah, I’d rather pass on that,” he said, trying to tear his gaze away from her body. “But... you do use protection, right? That’s a lot of guys...” The question sounded silly as soon as it left his mouth, but he had to ask it.

“Klemens.” She looked at him with an expression that wavered between amusement and disbelief. “I’m a demon. Descended from hell or something like that. Who lives off life energies, primarily gained through sexual acts.” She spoke slowly, as if talking to a child. “If we were susceptible to or could transmit STDs, we probably wouldn’t exist anymore. And as I said, having children? That’s a complicated set of circumstances that basically requires a ritual.” She crossed her arms, which emphasized her breasts even more.

Klemens was silent for a moment, letting the information sink in.

“...you don’t actually have an implant, do you,” he said, fixing her with a blank stare, as if suddenly seeing everything in a new light.

“I told you that we don’t shy away from deception.” She shrugged, completely unfazed by his realization. “Just that it’s not about leading humans to ruin or tempting them to commit atrocities, all for a taste of demon loins.” The vulgar expression made him flinch. “Whatever allows us to get close to our prey. Or in this particular case, to explain certain... inconsistencies. Better than simply manipulating someone with magic, right?”

“In a strangely twisted way, yes, I suppose it is,” Klemens admitted, rubbing his neck. “You know, you’re very open with a lot of this information.” It was almost disturbing how willingly she revealed her secrets.

“I want you, Klemens,” she stated unequivocally, her voice suddenly deeper, more intense. The direct words hit him like an electric shock. “If honesty helps convince you, no problem for me. ‘Playing hard to get’ is just a game for others, and I couldn’t care less about being considered ‘easy.’” Her openness was as refreshing as it was frightening.

“Some would call you a slut,” Klemens countered, testing her reaction. “But I shouldn’t really judge.” He immediately regretted the words, fearing her reaction.

“That term is practically dirty talk for us,” Estefania replied with an amused twinkle in her eyes. “It doesn’t really mean much to us.” She actually seemed more amused than offended.

“Fair point.” He relaxed somewhat.

“We’re sluts by nature,” she said in a joking tone, leaning back on her elbows and deliberately cupping one of her breasts, kneading it slightly through the thin fabric. “Like porn brought to life.” Her eyes fixed on his while she struck the provocative pose.

He winced and felt his member stirring, pressing against the fabric of his pants, even if she was only doing it as a joke. Or perhaps she was trying to seduce him. Probably both. Heat rose to his cheeks.

“You’re not making this easy, you know that?” he gently chided, trying to hide his growing arousal.

“You’re in my room, right in front of me, wavering on a decision.” She lowered her hand, but her gaze remained intense. “Can’t really help what is basically instinct for me...” She licked her lips, a small movement that immediately captured his attention.

So it was seduction. He muttered in frustration, but glanced down briefly at the obvious bulge in his pants. In a way, it was like dangling a bag of money in front of someone’s nose; it would be hard to ignore. Or in this case, the juiciest piece of meat ever for a hungry predator.

He tried to push the thought that he was just a piece of meat for a predator out of his mind and looked at her again. Her eyes seemed to glow in the semi-darkness of the room, though she maintained her human form.

“The catch is that nobody remembers, at least not everyone, right?” he summarized, trying to bring the conversation back to a more factual level.

“And if they do, we leave enchantments to obscure how many people we’ve done it with. You’d be exempt from that,” she answered, her voice more businesslike again, though the seductive undertone never quite disappeared. “You would keep everything – every touch, every kiss, every... experiment.” She pronounced the last word with special emphasis.

On a certain level, it was pretty twisted how much she admitted to manipulating people’s minds. The idea that she could simply enter someone’s head and alter memories made him shudder. But in a twisted way, she seemed to have better reasons for it than most others. She did it to hide her nature and the full extent of her behavior. Though she probably also did it to seduce people into sex. He tried not to hold that against her.

She was a demon after all; they probably lived by different moral standards, but if she was being honest, hurting people in whatever form remained off-limits. At least physically – mentally was another question.

He was silent for a moment, thinking about the additional information he had received. His fingers drummed nervously on his knee. The prospect of being in an erotic relationship with something equivalent to an alien was becoming more and more tempting... especially with each glance at her seductive body.

“I’ve heard succubi can change their appearance? I mean, apart from what you did last night. Like other people. Is that true?” he asked, his voice slightly hoarse with suppressed arousal.

“What’s wrong, I thought you liked your super-hot stepsister?” she remarked with a playful, seductive tone, leaning back and brushing her leg against his, a slow, deliberate touch that sent fire across his skin. She bit her lower lip, slowly releasing it again. “After all, it was this body you wanted to fuck.” The vulgar words from her mouth sounded like an invitation, a challenge.

It was becoming harder to resist her not-so-subtle seduction attempts. His hands clenched into fists to keep from reaching for her. But she had admitted she would try, since he was in her room and so close to saying “yes, I’ll be your lunch ticket-slash-fuck buddy.” The air between them seemed to vibrate with tension.

She laughed, a melodious sound that danced through the room, and sat up straight again, giving him some space to breathe.

“But yes, we can change our appearance.” She brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Looking completely like someone else requires skill and practice, though. Usually... we refine our appearance to better match the desires of our chosen prey.” Her voice grew deeper, more sensual. “What that means for you...” She leaned in close, until he felt her breath like a seductive caress over his ear, warm and moist, and whispered: “Room for experimentation...” Her lips almost brushed his earlobe.

A shiver ran up his back, making every hair on his body stand on end. The moral objections he had against accepting memory erasure were... becoming less and less convincing. They faded like mist in the morning sun in the face of the burning heat spreading through his lower body.

His growing erection, which she had certainly noticed, seemed to have the stronger argument. It pressed painfully against the zipper of his jeans, demanding attention.

He knew it was never wise to make decisions while aroused, but he wouldn’t be able to do it any other way. He thought about it, considered... and after a while he spoke, his voice deeper than intended, rough with suppressed desire.

“I have one condition,” he said, turning to her with a raised finger, finding it impossible to miss the excited sparkle in her eyes. Like a predatory cat with its prey firmly in sight, she fixed him with that unmistakable glow.

“Name it,” she said eagerly, her voice a silky whisper that made the air between them vibrate.

“I want the... memory erasure to remain an option. I want to be able to make that decision at any time. Is that fair?” His voice sounded firmer than he felt, while his pulse hammered in his ears.

Briefly, a wistful expression flitted across her face, a fleeting shadow of disappointment, then she nodded, her full lips slightly pursed.

“That’s fair,” she said, before her expression turned mischievous and she moved closer to him, her body a gentle wave breaking against his side. “But you’ll never want it...” The last part was barely more than a breath against his skin, a promise that wrapped around his willpower like a warm noose.

“Then... I guess I accept your terms,” he said. Only now did he realize that he had practically made a contract with her. In a way. Perhaps not exactly the same, but that’s what succubi did, right? Made contracts with mortals that usually swindled them. A slight tingling ran down his back – half fear, half arousal.

In this case, however, the swindling seemed to be meant in the literal sense.

He also felt a weight lifting from his shoulders, as if accepting a sexual relationship with both his stepsister and a demon of lust had removed a lot of stress he would have otherwise had. The tension that had knotted his neck dissolved in a wave of relief.

“So... I guess we’re a thing now,” he said. It felt strange to say that, but he was admittedly excited at the thought. The forbidden nature of their connection only made it more intoxicating. If she would use that against him... well, he would find out in the future. A risk he was willing to take.

“We are...” she said, leaning in so close that her lips brushed his cheek, making him shiver; he would have to get used to her casual suggestiveness. Her breath was warm and sweet, a seductive whisper that made his skin tingle.

Then he flinched as he felt a hand grasping his erection through his pants. Her fingers closed around him with just the right pressure, as if she had explored his body a thousand times before.

“So why don’t we put a proper period on it...?” Her voice had grown deeper, rougher, a velvety purr that seemed to flow directly into his spinal cord.

She began to rub his hard-on, and he gasped softly; he wouldn’t say no, because honestly, he had expected this. Lion’s den and so forth. His hips moved involuntarily toward her hand, his body betraying him with every pulse.

“Parents though...” he muttered breathlessly, a last weak attempt at reason.

“We don’t have to make too much noise... This whole thing is about more than shoving your cock into my hot, wet pussy...” The vulgarity of her words made his ears burn, while his cock twitched against her hand.

She leaned into his neck, and he felt her lips gently nibbling at his throat, making his Adam’s apple jump. Her tongue left a wet trail that cooled in the room’s air, sending a shiver across his skin.

“When you say things like that, it sounds like that’s exactly what you want,” he murmured, his voice barely more than a rough whisper.

“Maybe... but variety is the spice of life... Besides, even I have to be practical sometimes...” Her hand found a rhythm that brought him to the edge of his self-control.

She giggled and unrolled her tongue against his neck in a lustful lick, while continuing to stroke his cock through his pants, as moisture from pre-cum began to seep through the fabric. A dark spot formed, telltale and unmistakable.

“I’m still tired, you know,” he said, though her renewed seduction had revitalized him. His body belied his words, every muscle tense with anticipation.

“I won’t drain you much... besides, I have the perfect thing...” Her eyes sparkled with a supernatural glow as she hinted at her plan.

She pulled away from him and slid off the bed, keeping her hand on his erection the whole time, until she was crouching in front of him and moved both hands to her shirt to take it off, lifting her tits and letting them bounce as she tossed her shirt away. The soft flesh undulated hypnotically, her nipples already hard and erect.

“God, you really have amazing tits,” he said in what was probably his first, most honest compliment to her. His eyes couldn’t stop tracing the perfect curves.

“God had nothing to do with these,” she said smugly, looking down and cupping her perfect globes, squeezing them together and pressing them against each other, the flesh spilling between her fingers. “But you’re right about the sexy part...”

She lifted one up and bent her head down as far as it would go, showing off her flexibility, so that she could glide her tongue over an erect nipple in a provocative display. The wet tip of her tongue circled around the hard nipple, her eyes never leaving his gaze. Then she slowly turned her attention back to him and grinned, biting her lower lip, a picture of erotic promise.

Estefania leaned forward and draped her supple mounds over his crotch, gently shaking her breasts against the bulge in his pants. The soft warmth of her skin penetrated through the fabric, making his cock throb painfully.

“I bet you’d love to feel these wrapped around your cock, wouldn’t you, dear brother...?” she purred, the forbidden term of address like sweet poison on her tongue.

“You’re never going to give that up, are you?” he growled, and all she did was laugh, a melodious tinkling that only fueled his arousal as she moved her hands to the waistband of his pants and began pulling them down. Her fingernails deliberately grazed his skin, leaving burning trails.

“Nooo...” she said, as she pulled his pants off his feet and tossed them away. His underwear had a wet spot from his precum... which she leaned forward to give a gentle kiss, with Klemens feeling her dabbing with her tongue regardless of the fabric. The pressure of her tongue through the thin material made him tremble.

He felt a tiny arc, a familiar but excessively dampened sensation of her sucking. Unlike before, it was much more superficial, but it sent a pleasant tingle through his cock, an electric impulse that shot up his spine.

“Damn... I bet you could make someone come without even touching them,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

“I’ve been told that powerful enough succubi or incubi could rip a soul from a person just by extending their hand, making them twitch in ecstasy while doing so...” she replied, conjuring an image in Klemens’ mind that was both arousing and terrifying. The thought made his cock twitch while simultaneously sending a cold shiver down his spine. Though it was hard to focus on such things as she started pressing her bosom against his tent, caressing it and teasing him a bit more before finally removing the last layer of fabric... only to do the same thing again, pressing her breasts together and gently shaking her cleavage against his crotch.

However, it felt much better now with direct skin contact. She was so smooth, flawless, and she felt so warm to the touch. Her firm breasts also didn’t give way too much before they resisted and exerted a pleasant pressure on his genitals and thighs. Each movement sent waves of pleasure through his body.

The whole time she alternated her gaze between his cock and Klemens’ face, biting her lower lip, her eyes sparkling with undisguised lust and satisfaction at his reactions.

Klemens was softly gasping by now and feeling a little embarrassed at how quickly he seemed to be reduced to such a mess. His thighs were already trembling, and a thin film of sweat covered his forehead. Estefania simply had this effect, as if her mere presence dissolved his self-control.

She continued the teasing, brushing her bosom around his member and nudging it before sliding forward and crouching more upright, grinning. Then she cupped her breasts and squeezed so firmly that the breast flesh filled the gaps between her fingers, kneading her own globes in a provocative display that held his eyes captive.

“I can see it in your eyes,” she purred, her voice like melted honey. “You want these bad girls wrapped around your cock so badly.”

She repeated her earlier demonstration, craning her neck and lifting one of her breasts to dab the bud with a few lustful licks of her tongue, giggling lasciviously. Her tongue glistened wet in the dim light of the room.

“Read my mind, why don’t you,” he joked dryly, his breath catching. “You probably could do that.”

“It helps when trying to figure out what turns someone on,” she answered without hesitation, her eyes flashing with supernatural knowledge. “But not everyone needs to have their thoughts searched to be read like an open book.”

“Am I that easy to see through?” he murmured, suddenly vulnerable under her all-knowing gaze.

She looked him in the eyes and wrapped her bosom around his shaft, making him gasp softly. The sudden embrace of her soft, warm breasts made his head fall back.

“Yes...”

She didn’t have the biggest bosom in the world, but they were still enough to tightly envelop his cock. It was a different feeling, with the only lubricant being his own precum, and he could feel her skin against his “raw” in a sense, at least in the places where his precum hadn’t yet been worked in. The friction was exquisite, an interplay of resistance and gliding.

Her breasts were warm and felt smooth, so the first few pumping movements of her chest were still pleasant for Klemens, but slowly Estefania could move a bit faster, making longer strokes as his precum was distributed over more of his cock and the insides of her cleavage. With each glide, the movement became more fluid, a rhythmic up and down that accelerated his breathing.

He watched as his tip peeked out from between the top of her breasts before disappearing again, and so on. Slowly, but regularly. The appearing and disappearing of his glistening head between her breasts was hypnotic, almost surreal in its eroticism.

She applied firm pressure, her breasts pressing around his girth and enclosing the contours, pulling from below against the head during her upward movements and rubbing over his head down to his root during her downward movements. Every inch of his shaft was stimulated, enveloped in her velvety warmth.

Klemens's breath became gentle, repetitive, and hot, while Estefania let out quiet, seductive giggles here and there, at one point slowly and erotically licking her lips, her tongue tip gliding over her full lower lip in a display that was almost as stimulating as what she was doing with her breasts.

“Let’s keep this interesting...” she remarked, pausing for a moment and leaning forward to unfurl her tongue and guide saliva down the muscle, dripping onto his head, the bubbling spit adding additional lubricant that she subsequently worked into his skin. The sight of her extended tongue, the glistening thread stretching from it to his sensitive tip – it was almost too much.

Had he not noticed it before, or was her saliva somewhat... slicker than other girls’? Perhaps he was imagining it, or perhaps it was a succubus trait. It had an almost oily consistency that made his skin tingle wherever it touched him.

In any case, it allowed her breasts to glide more smoothly along his shaft than before, even as she exerted the same pressure... and moved at a somewhat faster pace. He could hear a slippery sound, that of moving and rubbing flesh, an obscene soundtrack to the visual feast before him.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?” she said, her voice a deep, sensual melody. “My perfect fuck tits?”

Half the things she said were hellishly cheesy, but the way she said them made them seem like the most erotic things ever. Every vulgar word from her mouth sounded like forbidden poetry flowing directly into his pleasure center.

It was also particularly difficult to criticize the one who was so expertly massaging his cock, with Estefania varying the movements, moving her breasts in opposite directions to each other, and Klemens felt his cock bending and bobbing when one globe pressed against his root and the other against his tip. Each new technique brought fresh waves of pleasure shooting up his spine.

She briefly accelerated, making him gasp, before returning to her previous tempo. Then she slowed to a stop, all just so she could release her breasts and shake her upper body, gently slapping her mounds against both sides of his member. It wasn’t much stimulation, but it was still exciting, and her playful giggle only added to the spice. She also knew not to let the technique last too long, quickly grabbing her breasts and jumping right back into a pumping motion, the slippery sound reaching Klemens and mingling with his own panting breath.

“Dammmn,” he murmured, his fingers digging into the bedsheets. “My last girlfriend didn’t have enough tits for this.” The words escaped him before he could hold them back, honest and raw in his arousal.

“Good thing we met...” she said, as she leaned forward to drool even more onto his cock. She distributed this additional lubricant by rapidly slapping her breasts against the sides of his cock in succession, different from her upper body shaking before, similar but rougher, quiet slaps reaching his ears.

After that, however, she squeezed her bust around his shaft with her upper arms and stretched out to embrace his body, pumping his cock by moving her entire upper body, her hands gliding over his sides with a sensual, sliding touch.

That’s when he felt the familiar pull of her feeding, but it was mild and superficial, enough to give him a fresh feeling of tiredness, but it seemed that Estefania was being careful.

“I’m still tired from earlier, Estefania,” he warned her nonetheless, watching as small swirls of light circled around his cock and disappeared into the skin of her breasts. The phenomenon had something hypnotic about it, almost like a visual representation of his waning energy.

“I’m just snacking...” she purred sweetly. It sounded less than convincing, and he realized how bizarre this exchange was – they were quite casually talking about her feeding on him right now, as if they were chatting about the weather.

Yet the tingling pleasure of her gentle energy extraction only enhanced the overall lust. Klemens let his head fall back while she moved her breasts around him, the moist warmth between them making his hips twitch involuntarily.

Nevertheless, he observed her body and involuntarily admired the erotic, graceful way she moved – so fluid, almost hypnotic, each movement precise yet effortless.

Everything about her seemed exotic, as if she weren’t quite of this world, her skin overlaid with a barely perceptible shimmer in the dim light.

Which, after all the revelations of the day and the previous night, was actually the truth.

He felt the pressure building in his loins, his testicles repeatedly tightening as his climax approached, a tingling that radiated from the base of his cock up into his spine.

“Estefania,” he moaned. “I’m about to come.” His voice sounded hoarse, almost pleading.

“Don’t hold back, this was just meant to be a quick bit of fun, remember...?” A playful sparkle danced in her eyes, which had taken on an unnatural gleam in the semi-darkness.

Although she slowed her movements somewhat, she simultaneously squeezed harder, revealing to him that she was savoring every moment. Her nipples occasionally brushed against his sensitive skin, an additional stimulus that brought him closer to the edge.

This treatment quickly pushed him over the threshold. He suppressed a moan so he wouldn’t be heard downstairs, biting his lower lip until he tasted the metallic flavor of blood.

Estefania slid one hand under his shirt to expose his stomach, her fingernails leaving fine red lines on his skin. Shortly after, Klemens came with a stifled groan, thrusting upward between her luxuriously enveloping breasts and leaving several splashes on his stomach, his entire body cramping in waves of pleasure.

She moved her bust in rhythm with his twitches, milking his ejaculation to the last drop, before slowing down and finally stopping as his tip released the final droplets that ran down his glans and mixed with the sweat on her skin.

The feeding faded with the climax, though he felt it briefly flare up at the moment of orgasm – something he had experienced before, as if she had drawn particularly deeply on his essence at that critical moment.

Estefania playfully squeezed her breasts around his cock a few more times before slowly pulling away from him. A wet, sticky sound emerged as her stained skin separated from his groin, like breaking a seal.

“Damn, you’re good,” he murmured, watching as his member went limp and her sticky breasts moved apart in a seductive way, connected by thin strands of his pleasure.

“What do you expect from a succubus...? It’s practically instinct for us...” Her voice had that velvety undertone that made him shiver even now.

She seemed comfortable with her soiled breasts, but Klemens was already beginning to feel the sticky discomfort spreading across his skin.

“I guess... uh... you have a towel or something?” he asked, suddenly embarrassed about the intimacy of their situation.

She just giggled and leaned in close to him. Before he could protest, he gasped at the touch of her tongue gliding over his cock, cleaning him of all residue. She moved to his stomach, licking him clean while awakening a lingering stirring in his member, the warmth of her tongue making him tremble involuntarily.

Fortunately, she didn’t pull him into another moan-worthy rendezvous, but left him clean enough to wear his shirt again, though the wet trail of her tongue still tingled on his skin.

“That was a mean trick,” he grumbled, his voice hoarse from suppressed arousal.

“I know...” she said, after demonstratively swallowing his semen with a flick of her tongue. She licked her lips clean and savored the taste before looking down at herself, her tongue tip lingering briefly on her upper lip.

In a sight that should actually be awe-inspiring, Klemens watched as his stain on her chest glowed and then disappeared, absorbed by her body, with Estefania letting out a sigh of appreciation, her eyes briefly flickering like a dying flame.

“Sweet...” she praised, as if rating a dessert.

“That’s unfair,” he muttered, fascinated and disturbed at the same time.

She just giggled and leaned forward to boop him on the nose, her breath warm on his skin.

“Some perks are just for succubi, brother dear...” she said, before looking for her top and tossing him his pants. She pulled shorts over her underwear so she would at least appear halfway decent to Alexander, her movements fluid and uninhibited. “Better we go downstairs now.”

“Y-Yeah,” he agreed, while getting dressed again, his fingers still trembling slightly. He felt strange; he had just received an incredible titty fuck from his stepsister and felt a peculiar... anticipation for the future. For the pleasures that awaited him with his demonic family member, a forbidden hunger that both frightened and fascinated him.

But now he had to pretend in front of his father that there was nothing so obscene and immoral between them. He thought he could manage that, even though his body still glowed from her touch.

He went to the door, Estefania following him, and they made their way downstairs, where Candela and his father were preparing dinner – some kind of curry chicken, it looked like, the exotic aroma of spices filling the house.

Alexander looked over at them and gave them a small, welcoming smile, completely oblivious to what had just happened above his head.

“Looks like you two are getting along well,” he said.

Klemens flinched for a moment and then let out a dry laugh, the taste of irony bitter on his tongue.

“Yeah. You could say I’m getting used to the whole thing,” he replied, though this statement could be understood on different levels that his father could not possibly grasp.

“Good to hear. I was starting to worry about you,” Alexander admitted. “You’ve seemed a bit stressed lately.”

“I wonder why that might be”, Klemens thought to himself, while feeling Estefania’s presence beside him, her body scent still clinging to him.

“It’s okay,” Estefania chimed in. Klemens had to control himself not to react in panic. Fortunately, for all her depravity, Estefania wasn’t out to make Klemens suffer here. “Klemens and I just had a nice, long talk. I knew he was feeling a bit uncomfortable around me, so I decided we needed to talk about it. He was just nervous about this new family situation, so I told him not to worry. I just wanted to help. We cleared things up, and I think we understand each other now.”

Alexander smiled at that, undoubtedly glad that his son was feeling somewhat more comfortable with this new family life. But inwardly, Klemens was incredibly embarrassed, because Estefania had practically told his father exactly what had happened between them... without revealing anything, a linguistic feat that both impressed and horrified him.

“Sometimes all it takes is a little communication,” Alexander agreed. “Dinner won’t be much longer, so don’t get too comfortable.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Klemens replied, as he strolled to the living area. Estefania joined him as he turned on the TV and flipped through the channels before settling on the news, just as background noise, his thoughts still on what had happened upstairs.

Estefania sat on the other couch, but looked over at him, secretly licking her lips and silently mouthing the words “tonight,” her eyes promising sins he couldn’t even imagine yet.

That mere suggestion was enough to trigger a slight stirring in his loins, which he suppressed before anything embarrassing could happen. It seemed that her playful, casual teasing wouldn’t let up anytime soon, a dangerous game they were playing under his father’s nose.

If anything, it would probably get even worse in some ways, which led Klemens to wonder if perhaps he had made a small mistake when he got involved in this supernatural adventure.

The sex would undoubtedly be wonderful... but would he survive her relentless teasing and casual seduction attempts? Would he ever experience a normal day again without being consumed by desire?

Only time would tell...


Chapter 8

 [image: ] 

Dinner passed largely without incident, and for once Klemens participated a bit more in the conversation, even though he felt slightly nervous sitting next to Estefania, especially knowing that something would happen that night. How could he ignore it? His fingers drummed restlessly on the edge of the table as he tried not to glance in her direction too often. Yet she behaved surprisingly reserved, allowing Klemens to eat in peace, even though his pulse jumped with every accidental eye contact.

After cleaning up, he retreated to his room, as did Estefania, while Alexander and Candela chatted over a glass of wine in the living room. Occasional muffled laughter penetrated through the closed door.

For a while, Klemens even managed to push the planned encounter to the back of his mind and surf on his laptop without major distracting thoughts. His fingers typed mechanically as he scrolled through various pages, not really registering what he was seeing.

But as the clock ticked just past midnight, his body involuntarily tensed. The silence in the house was now almost palpable. A few minutes later, he heard a gentle knock at the door – so soft that he almost missed it.

“Come in,” he said, as his heart began to beat faster and his palms grew damp.

The door opened quietly with a barely audible creak, and he turned around, closed his laptop and saw Estefania wearing a gray, loose-fitting pajama set – long on the legs, but short-sleeved on top. Through the thin fabric, he could make out the contours of her breasts and that she once again wasn’t wearing a bra. The silhouette of her nipples was clearly visible.

The door fell shut with a soft click as she spotted him and a knowing smile flitted across her lips.

“I can feel your heart racing, Klemens...” she revealed in a deep, seductive voice as she approached, her gait confident and sensual. Her hips swayed with each step, as if she were moving to an inaudible melody.

“Can you blame me?” he replied, while his member was already beginning to strain against his underwear and pants – the same ones he’d been wearing since waking up after her infernal draining. The memory made him swallow. He kept his voice quiet, almost whispering, to avoid attracting his parents’ attention.

“I never blame my partners, unless they want me to...” she teased, approaching him as he still sat in his chair, her eyes slowly and appreciatively wandering to his crotch, where his pants were bulging from the erection trapped inside, yearning to escape and meet the being that gave it so much pleasure. Her tongue briefly glided over her lower lip, as if she were looking at a delicious meal.

“Can you be quieter?” he hissed with a hint of concern in his voice, his gaze nervously darting to the door.

“Worried that my mother and your father might hear us?” she surmised, moving forward to sit on Klemens’ lap, which elicited a surprised gasp from him as she draped her arms over his shoulders and around the back of his swivel chair. The sudden warmth of her body on his made him shudder. “Relax, brother dear. Nobody will hear anything if you lower your voice...”

She began slowly moving her hips, rubbing against his crotch, her slow, gentle lap dance drawing more breathless sighs from Klemens. The thin fabric between them seemed barely present.

“Not if... haa, you keep this up,” he admitted, his voice brittle with arousal. “You’re way too good at this.”

He fell silent abruptly as she pressed her pajama-clad breast against his face. The soft fabric smelled of a mixture of jasmine and her natural warmth.

“I think you’re right about that...” she conceded, while her merciless teasing continued, her pelvis circling in small, controlled movements over his arousal. Klemens couldn’t believe how good even a lap dance from her felt. If she were facing the other direction, she could probably deliver an even better one. The thought alone made his member twitch.

Then she pulled her breast away from him slightly and turned, extending her open hand toward the door, her fingers elegantly spread.

There was a small flash of light, barely more than a flicker, and a wave of distortion pulsed from her hand, another wave-like distortion, with a slight purple glow, spread across the door and walls and then faded like smoke in the wind.

“There... That should be better...” she purred contentedly.

“What did you do?” he asked with a mixture of fascination and nervousness.

“A simple enchantment,” she explained, without slowing the sensual, erotic rubbing against his lap even once, her buttocks, though still covered by her pajama pants, nestling against the contours of his crotch and thighs in an enticing manner. Every movement seemed perfectly choreographed. “Sounds shouldn’t easily escape this room now, but we’ll still hear everything outside easily enough... As long as neither of us screams too loudly, no one will hear anything...”

“You can do that?” he asked incredulously, his eyebrows rising.

“Enchantments, spells, illusions, that’s our power...” her voice sounded melodic, almost singing. “That and our arts of seduction and deception... Anyway, it’s a weaker spell, older or more powerful succubi and incubi can conjure much stronger ones, but this will be enough to prevent others from noticing anything... but I’m not here to tell you the unabridged history of my kind, and I don’t think you’re interested in that either...”

She leaned forward and gave him a fleeting kiss on the lips, using a little tongue for good measure, her soft lips fitting perfectly against his while her hips continued to circle against his crotch. Klemens murmured in response and realized he turned to wax whenever she kissed him. It evoked memories of what she had done earlier that day, when she gave him a kiss that felt like a kiss of death – without the death. The mere thought made his body tremble with desire.

His arousal grew, and he couldn't help but place his hands on her buttocks, letting them wander over her cloth-covered cheeks, feeling how her yielding flesh resisted his touch while she continued to grind against him. A soft, satisfied laugh escaped her, and she briefly shook her hips for him, pressing herself against his groping hands.

“My ass feels amazing, doesn't it?... Come on, squeeze it, little brother...”, she encouraged him, her voice a hoarse whisper.

He wasn't yet used to her use of such familiar terms, a brief shiver of forbiddenness ran down his spine, but at this point, he couldn't be bothered to correct her. He wanted to feel her better and followed her invitation, sinking his fingers into her buttocks, feeling how her curves offered even more resistance once he applied pressure.

But the fabric was becoming increasingly annoying, a barrier between his skin and hers, so he caught himself doing something unexpected and slipped his hands under her pajama pants to stroke directly over her behind, feeling the smoothness of her skin, the warmth and luxury. Her skin was silky smooth and incredibly soft.

She let out a small, delighted gasp and pressed herself against his groping hands, her body arching like a cat's.

“Just like that... You can touch me anywhere... Feel me properly...”, she breathed, her voice brittle with lust.

“You're probably going to fuck me into the ground, aren't you? Then I might as well have my fun too”, he admitted, his fingers kneading her soft flesh. She giggled and ran her hand over his head, her fingers moving through his hair in an almost tender gesture.

“I don't want to overdo it... I already gave you a thorough draining today, so you probably won't have much stamina when I start, not with the treat I have in store for you...”, her voice dripped with promises.

“Treat? Sounds fun”, he murmured, while pressing his face into her chest, enjoying her softness, with Estefania returning the favor by pressing her breast against his head, practically burying him in it.

“Oh, it will be incredible...”, she purred, her voice vibrating in her chest, which he felt against his face.

By now, Klemens's erection was almost painfully hard, practically trying to burst out of his pants, needing freedom. His hips involuntarily jerked upward. And Estefania seemed to sense this, her smile growing wider, almost predatory.

“I think I've aroused you enough...”, she remarked sensually, her eyes glittering in the dim light. Then she rose from his lap and pulled him up with her, her fingers firmly closed around his wrists, led him to his bed and laid him down on it. The mattress gave way under his weight. She stood at the foot of the bed and began to undress. Slowly. Torturously slowly.

It was a sensual dance, and every bit of it was meant to arouse and excite him, like everything up to this point. Estefania let her hands glide over her body as she guided them to the various parts of her pajamas, slipped her fingers under her waistband and made a slow, wiggling turn while pulling them down, revealing that she wore no underwear, displaying that neat pussy before him, the lips already glistening with wetness.

She brought her hands to the hem of her shirt while stepping out of her pants, still swinging her hips as if performing a belly dance for him in slow motion, pulled her shirt from her upper body and let it fall behind her, finishing her dance with a swing of her long, silky hair out of her face and briefly cupping her breasts, the nipples erect and hard with arousal.

That show was over, but she was far from done with him, biting her lower lip seductively as she moved onto the bed and began to crawl over him, letting her hands glide up his body and bringing them together to briefly envelop his erection in a sliding touch, which elicited a deep gasp from him and made his diaphragm contract.

But she didn't linger there, instead sliding her hands under the hem of his shirt, her fingernails leaving a trail of goosebumps. He flinched again as her fingers brushed his stomach, the muscles there tensing reflexively, with Estefania making every second an enticing one as she continued to glide over him and pulled his shirt further up his body, sending a lustful shiver through her body as she removed his shirt and briefly brushed her fingertips over his nipples, making him flinch and a hissing breath escape through his nose. She giggled, a deep, throaty sound, pulled off his shirt and let it fall to the side of the bed.

As soon as Klemens's view was free from his shirt, it was filled with her face as she cupped the sides of his head, her fingers buried in his hair, and kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth and touching the tip of his.

This created a tingling spark, then a warmth and arcing stimulation, along with that now familiar pulling sensation, a moan was drawn from him as her kiss transformed into a brief siphoning of his energy, though it was nowhere near as intense as the first time, their auras appearing only for a moment, a faint glow surrounding their silhouettes before she withdrew, a small wisp of energy rushing up along her unfurled tongue, which then slid from one corner of her mouth to the other in a suggestive display, her lips curling into a grin reminiscent of a predatory cat.

“Fuck me”, Klemens groaned hoarsely, as he felt pre-cum practically flowing from his tip from the kiss, a wet spot forming on his pants; she might have conditioned him Pavlovian-style with that draining kiss from before, his body now automatically responding to her touch.

“That's the plan...”, she teased, leaning over his body to place kisses on him on her way back to his crotch, her lips leaving moist trails on his heated skin, lingering at his nipples to give them sloppy kisses, briefly sucking on each and wiggling her tongue against each bud. The touch of her tongue triggered small and unexpected sparks of stimulation that seemed to lead directly to his member.

“What the hell?” he murmured breathlessly, his back arching slightly off the mattress. He had never let a girl lick his nipples before. He had done it with one of his previous girlfriends, but never really thought about how the reverse would feel, even with the porn he watched, and the results surprised him, a new form of arousal coursing through his body.

Estefania paused and grinned at him, her eyes sparkling with pleasure at his reaction.

“Men never expect their nipples to be so sensitive... It’s a fun weak spot...”

Then she continued her journey back to his groin, placing both kisses on his chest and stomach as well as dragging her tongue in lascivious licking motions, until she was above his crotch. She was skilled at removing his pants, letting them slide down his legs and pushing them over the end. Then she admired his tense erection in his underwear, the fabric moving with each needy pulse of his trapped cock trying to break free from its confinement, a large dark spot showing where his pre-cum had soaked into the material.

She giggled and gave him a look that hovered between innocence and depravity.

“Aww, he looks so confined...” she remarked with feigned sympathy, leaning down to give the bulge a luscious kiss, pulling back with a hot lick along the pulsating tent. Klemens still couldn’t understand how she could stand licking cotton like that, but he also couldn’t deny that it looked and felt damn sexy. The moisture from her tongue penetrated through the fabric, leaving a warm, circular imprint on his skin.

“Do you always enjoy staring at erections in men’s pants this much?” he murmured, as his breath caught.

“It’s like a present...” she replied, reaching out to grasp the bulge and give it a gentle, squeezing massage, which elicited another gasp from Klemens. Her fingers danced across the fabric, finding every sensitive spot with uncanny precision.

Even though she apparently didn’t intend to do too much tonight, that didn’t stop her from taking her time teasing him as much as humanly possible. Perhaps it “improved the taste,” perhaps she was simply hellishly horny. Klemens didn’t know, though he wouldn’t complain. Each of her touches sent waves of pleasure through his body, pooling in his lower abdomen.

Eventually, Estefania had enough of admiring her wrapped “present.” Her fingers slowly moved to the elastic band of his underwear and gently pulled back the fabric to reveal his cock as if in a theatrical unveiling. She bit her lower lip as it sprang free, her eyes sparkling with hunger. A slightly musky scent surrounded him after several ejaculations of the day, but he was largely clean.

Estefania seemed to like that; the succubus took an appreciative breath before leaning forward to breathe a gentle kiss on the side of his member and then letting her tongue glide over his skin in a wonderful licking motion. The warmth of her tongue made him shudder, his head falling back onto the pillow.

However, her tongue didn’t venture too far forward and remained above his pubic hair, drawing a subtle boundary.

“Remember what I said about shaving?” she remarked. “Remove this, and you’ll go crazy over what I can do then...” Her voice vibrated against his skin.

“You really don’t like pubic hair, do you?” he joked, trying to hide his arousal behind a nervous laugh.

She gave his member another slow, seductive lick, finishing it with a kiss on his frenulum. The tip of her tongue circled precisely over the sensitive spot.

“Most of us don’t like them... they get in the way, but we manage. Of course, you won’t forget me, will you? So why not shave so you can really enjoy me...?”

She enclosed his glans with her lips and gently sucked on it, as if to emphasize her argument. It was very convincing. The wet warmth of her mouth enveloped him like liquid silk.

“I’ll take care of it as soon as possible,” he agreed with a soft laugh that transitioned into a gentle moan as her sucking continued. He felt her tongue repeatedly stroking the front of his glans, hidden behind her gently closed lips, which she carefully rotated back and forth. Each movement sent electrifying impulses through his body.

She smiled around his tip and then took in a bit more of him, her lips remaining tightly closed around his circumference while her tongue glided along the underside of his cock. With one hand, she gently grasped the lower half of his member, while with the other she brushed her long hair from her face before giving his testicles a gentle massage. Her fingertips traced small circles that made him twitch.

Her efforts were both tender and intense, stimulating him in the best possible way, yet moderate and restrained so as not to push him over the edge. This oral play seemed to be just foreplay, as he already knew she was more than happy to suck him to climax. She was extremely skilled at it, and he had only received oral sex from her once so far. Once was enough to know, and her skill here only confirmed his conclusion. The way she switched between different techniques revealed years of experience.

She pumped his member with her hand and stroked what wasn’t enclosed by her lips. But she didn’t use a full grip, instead pressing her thumb and index finger together to form a pleasant ring that slid to just below his glans when her lips withdrew to his tip, or pressed against his pubic hair when she took him deeper into her mouth. The contrast between the soft lips and the firmer pressure of her fingers made him tremble with pleasure.

Sometimes he heard vulgar smacking and slurping sounds from her, accompanied by intense sucking, but it always seemed deliberate, just to give his captive cock a different stimulation, completely entranced by her caresses. The wet sounds echoed through the silent room, intensifying the intimacy of the moment.

Then he felt that pulling sensation and saw a faint but visible glow around his shaft, flowing into her mouth and face in spiral streams. A slight fatigue filled him, and a trembling breath escaped him as Estefania sipped his energy and caused an increase in pleasure, albeit gently. His skin tingled as if an electric current were flowing through his veins.

As quickly as her sucking had appeared, she ended it again, easing the lust he felt and dispelling the feeling of exhaustion. He always got a sense of danger when she used her power. After all, she was literally feeding on his life force. Even she admitted that it could kill someone if applied too strongly or for too long. Of course, she assured him that it wasn't easy to overdo it, that it would have to be done intentionally, and that this was considered unacceptable.

But somehow that gave the whole thing a certain thrill—that she was a dangerous being who was basically "devouring" him with every fuck. There were so many levels of "wrong" and "taboo" in their newly discovered arrangement that Klemens found... exciting. The forbidden made everything more intense, more intoxicating.

He reached out and gently cupped the side of her head, running his fingers through her hair, but not forcing her. He simply wanted to touch her, not feel so inactive. The warmth of her scalp penetrated through his fingertips.

Even her hair felt incredibly silky, just another aspect of her inhuman erotic appeal. The chestnut strands slipped like liquid fire through his fingers.

She let his cock slide from her mouth, leaving it glistening with saliva, and pumped it a few times with her hand, enclosing it with more fingers while instead licking his balls, making him twitch from this unexpected assault. Then she sucked, albeit lightly, not taking much into her mouth as she avoided his pubic hair. He would really need to shave, it wasn't like he took particular pride in it.

She slurped on his first jewel and then attended to the other before finally withdrawing from his genitals, which now gleamed with a film of saliva in the light of his bedroom ceiling. A thin thread of saliva briefly connected her lips to his tip before breaking.

“I think that’s enough...” she judged with another subtle lick of her lips, her eyes flashing with anticipation.

“For what?” asked Klemens, his voice rough with arousal.

She just smiled and turned her head into his hand, kissing him on the palm. Her lips left a wet, warm imprint on his skin.

“For this...” she answered as she stood up and turned around, placing her hands on her buttocks and presenting her back to him... and especially her behind, spreading her cheeks to show her rosebud, the ring of muscle darker than the skin of her buttocks. She swayed her hips seductively, the curve of her hips now very clearly visible to Klemens. The light of the room danced on her golden-brown skin.

“Anal?” he asked, almost astonished, his eyes widening.

“What’s wrong...?” she countered with a teasing voice, looking over her shoulders at him, the long hair framing her face and partially hiding it. “Have you never stuck your cock in a girl’s behind?”

“No, never,” he admitted. He had only had three sexual partners before her, and only two of those could he call girlfriends. None of them had been willing to try anal sex, and out of respect, he had never insisted.

Now here was a girl with an incredible behind, spreading her cheeks and preparing to sit on his cock, with only spit as lubricant. On the other hand, there was something different about her saliva, and she wasn’t human. The thought made his heart beat faster.

“Then a surprise awaits you...” she purred, lowering her hips as she sat on her knees and pressed her rosebud against his glans. The first contact made them both gasp.

“Wait, don’t we need proper lubricant?” he asked, growing nervous, though he wasn’t exactly sure why. “And shouldn’t there be some kind of preparation?” His hands trembled slightly, half from excitement, half from uncertainty.

“My saliva is completely sufficient... And don’t worry about preparation... This body is always ready, always clean, always tight...” Her voice was velvety and dark, like liquid chocolate.

She emphasized her statement with a wiggle of her hips, releasing her cheeks so they gently pressed against the sides of his glans, her rocking motion bending his cock from side to side. His cock slipped past her rosebud and instead slid between her firm buttocks. She used this opportunity to roll her behind up and down over his length, circling her hips to bend and twist his cock even more. The friction was intoxicating, almost hypnotic.

Never before had a girl rubbed his cock between her buttocks like this, and with her unusually adhesive saliva, it was a smooth and erotic experience to feel her cheeks gliding over his cock and enclosing it. Klemens was captivated by the flowing, hypnotic movements of her behind.

She slid backward and trapped his cock between her buttocks and his stomach, pressing hard enough that he felt the curves of her cheeks against his abdomen, and sliding far enough that he felt her labia brush against the root of his cock, her folds parting to either side and adding a small, additional dose of lubricant. The contrast between the soft skin of her buttocks and the wet, hot labia made him gasp.

It was damn hot, what Klemens was seeing, unable to hold back his moans of pleasure as she shook her hips and rubbed his cock like a pendulum from side to side against his stomach. His fingers dug into the sheets, seeking purchase in the storm of lust.

Then she straightened up and let his cock rise with her, reaching behind herself to first brush her hair away from her lower cheeks, long enough to reach that far, and then to grasp his member and align it with her rosebud. Estefania gave a few final teasing wiggles, rubbing her ring of muscle against his tip... before slowly lowering herself, without waiting for Klemens to give his consent.

He didn’t mind. Or rather, he couldn’t mind, the previous rubbing foreplay had blinded him a little... and now, as her behind slowly took his cock into her channel, he was surprised by the perfect tightness, more than her vagina, but not uncomfortable. The pressure enclosed him from all sides, pulsating and alive.

Nevertheless, the walls of her anus gripped like a stimulating vise, and both let out sounds of pleasure as she lowered herself, though his were tense and hers were soft and luxurious, undoubtedly experienced in taking a cock wherever she wanted. Even adapted, as a succubus. With every inch she took, the heat seemed to rise, spreading from his cock throughout his entire body.

It was also warm, and true to her assurance, her saliva kept the friction low and pleasant. Finally, she settled on his lap, her buttocks pressing pleasantly against his thighs, his groin, and the lowest parts of his abdomen, Estefania releasing a sweet sigh of pleasure as she couldn’t sink any deeper. Her body trembled slightly around him, adjusting to his size.

“Holy... shit...” Klemens exclaimed, completely new to this experience, his breath coming in short, choppy bursts.

Estefania looked over her shoulder at him and grinned, her eyes glowing with a hint of supernatural red.

“There’s nothing holy about this sinful ass...” she joked, swaying her hips and stirring his member in her behind, eliciting another moan from Klemens. It was a cheesy remark, but he couldn’t even think about criticizing her while this truly unholy ass was giving him a hell of a good time, and she hadn’t even started bouncing yet.

When she began to move, the squeezing friction of her walls sliding against his cock proved incredible, her ass gripping him as if it didn’t want to let go. The heat of her body enveloped him completely, a burning embrace that clouded his mind.

She rose up to his tip and fluidly transitioned to more teasing circular motions before sinking back down, keeping her pace slow, so that her ass only squeezed and melded with the contours of his body when they met again, not yet fast enough to create a slapping sound.

But even when she kept things slow, she refused to stay completely straight, repeatedly circling her hips or swaying them from side to side, forcing his glans to press against her tight, hot walls at different angles and creating slight bends in his cock, not enough to hurt, but enough for him to feel the pressure exerted by her anus, sometimes more, sometimes less in different places, keeping the stimulation constantly changing. With each movement, she seemed to know exactly how to drive him to the edge of madness.

Klemens’ hand moved almost of its own accord, gently cupping her buttocks. Estefania responded immediately, swaying her hips into his grip as he began to caress her behind. Under his fingers, the soft skin stretched, the tissue beneath tensing as she rolled her hips and made her spine undulate in a hypnotic dance. Slowly she rode him, each of her movements an intense play of control and surrender. The warmth of her skin seeped into his fingertips, spreading like liquid fire through his veins.

“Damn, Estefania,” he moaned. “How the hell can you feel so incredible?”

“Demon of lust and temptation... We’re destined to be perfect,” she whispered in a soft, breathless voice, seductive and enchanting. “Some say perfection seems unreal, but what they don’t understand – that’s exactly the appeal. It’s uncanny, but you can’t get enough...”

She was right. The feeling of her walls contracting around his member, bending and flexing with her movements as she rubbed against him and pressed against him, proved to be an addictive experience. Just feeling her buttocks under his fingertips, how he sometimes dug his fingers into them to feel the yielding flesh that filled the gaps and resisted his pressure – it was enough to awaken in him the longing to simply embrace her and explore every inch of her body. With each second, his desire to possess her completely grew, as if he could never get enough of her.

Finally, she accelerated her pace, sacrificing some of the circular movements for speed, now slapping against his groin and making her supple behind bounce with each impact. Klemens could feel the waves of her skin, fat, and muscles under his fingers.

Even now, her saliva remained wet, long after any human saliva would have been rubbed away and rendered useless. Despite all the tightness and friction, she still glided smoothly, even though he could feel how her ass pulled his cock upward with each bounce. By now, however, his own precum was mixing generously underneath. The wet sound of their union filled the room, an obscene orchestra of lust and surrender.

“Damn yes,” she cooed. “How does it feel to fuck my ass? Do you like it when your demonic stepsister bounces on your cock...?”

Her dirty talk was as cheesy as ever, but her voice dripped with pure lust and seduction, so that even these silly words carried the weight of absolute temptation. The vibration of her voice seemed to pulse directly through his body, amplifying every sensation a thousandfold.

“It’s... damn amazing,” Klemens said with a voice softened by the exertion, though he wasn’t doing anything more than caressing her cheeks. His fingertips burned from contact with her skin, as if she were conducting electricity through him.

“Mmm, I believe you... I feel every energy arc in your body... I feel your heart racing, and I sense your feelings... You want to fill your stepsister’s ass with your hot cum, don’t you? You want to give me every drop while I suck up your energy, don’t you, Klemens? Or maybe you just like watching this perfect ass bounce up and down, watching it jiggle...”

Her dirty talk was becoming cruder, and her voice gained a slightly rough edge of lust. Perhaps she couldn’t control her energy extraction, but her arousal? That was something else Klemens had to endure. After all, the first time they had sex, she lost control so much that she revealed her true form to him. The memory made his pulse race even faster, a mixture of fear and arousal that made his cock twitch inside her.

He wanted to try to counter, to scold her for her pornographic slutty talk, but it just felt too damn good to string words together, especially as she started to move harder and pressed her knees against his legs. His body responded instinctively, his hips rising to meet her, seeking deeper contact, more of this sweet torture.

Her hair swung with her movements, the glossy strands sparkling in the light. Briefly, Estefania straightened up to lift her hair back before letting it fall, with the tips of numerous strands repeatedly bouncing against her lower cheeks. The spectacle was hypnotic, every movement perfectly choreographed to enchant his senses.

Then she interrupted her movements with a loud gasp and turned on his member, repositioning her legs and making Klemens gasp in surprise and moan as he felt the sudden and rather intense twisting motion on his shaft. Finally, she straddled his hips and looked directly at him, which robbed him of the wonderful sight of her bouncing behind, but now allowed him to see her face. Her eyes radiated intensity, even though they were human and not demonic red. In her pupils, however, he still believed he could detect a supernatural spark.

He remembered her features – her horns, her tail, her wings – everything that showed she wasn’t human. And he could easily recognize her here, the expression she wore, so aroused, lustful and beguiling – it was easy to believe she was a demon of temptation. Even in her human form, there was something supernatural in her gaze, in the way she moved, in the perfect symmetry of her facial features.

Perhaps easier than the fact that she was his stepsister. This thought should fill him with shame, yet instead it only intensified the forbidden pleasure coursing through him.

Her hands glided over his upper body and rested on his chest, fingers spread across his pectoral muscles. They were warm. She was warm, as if carrying something of the hellfire of her heritage within her. The heat penetrated his skin, burned into his flesh, marking him as her possession.

She looked into his eyes, and Klemens almost believed she would hypnotize him again, use that spell like when she made him fall asleep. But he didn’t feel the tendrils of her influence slithering through his mind like before. No, her eyes simply had that effect on him. They captivated him without supernatural aid, drawing him into their depths like a black hole from which there was no escape.

“Ready for the finale, dear brother...?” she asked him, her hair framing both her face and his. Her breath brushed against his lips, sweet and seductive like forbidden nectar.

“Y-Yes,” he answered and earned a smile from her. She giggled and began moving again, her hips rising and falling, initially slowly, similar to how she started, although this time she gained momentum much faster, so that the slapping once again filled the bedroom. Each impact of her hips against his sent shockwaves of pleasure through his entire body.

Klemens prayed that this “glamour” or whatever she called it worked, though God probably wouldn’t answer this prayer. Satan perhaps? The thought that higher powers might be watching this forbidden act sent a shiver down his spine.

His thoughts of such things were banished as she moaned above him, a sweet sound that demanded his attention. Her moaning sounded like an otherworldly melody that pulled directly at his primal instincts.

What also captivated his attention were the occasional moments when she paused, only to rub against his lap in circular motions, pressing her curvy behind into the contours of his groin and thighs, squeezing against his body and stirring his member in her greedy behind. In these moments, time seemed to stand still, as if nothing existed except this intense connection between them.

Between these moments of luscious rubbing, however, she returned to that powerful bouncing, neither of them able to suppress their moans, though Estefania sounded far less strained and “weakened” by lust than Klemens. Her demonic nature gave her an endurance that was beyond human limits.

Another advantage of their new position was that Klemens could now see how her breasts bounced as she rode, their curves more seductive than ever. They moved in perfect rhythm with her hips, hypnotic and inviting, like ripe fruits just waiting to be picked.

He couldn’t help himself and reached out to cup her breasts, rolling his thumbs over her nipples and gently squeezing, which made her sigh with satisfaction. The soft fullness of her breasts in his hands intensified his desire immeasurably.

“That’s right, squeeze your stepsister’s perfect tits,” she encouraged him. “Don’t they feel good? Just as good as when I wrapped them around your cock, right...?”

“Y-yes,” was all he could say, lacking the energy or will to respond to her teasing. His brain seemed wrapped in cotton, incapable of complex thoughts while his body reveled in pure ecstasy.

He rolled her nipples under his thumbs and massaged her breasts with needy urgency, but even as they hung before his face, he couldn’t help but look again at her rising and falling behind, and soon his hands wandered back there too, gripping her buttocks and squeezing them firmly while moving his hands with her bouncing. The contours of her body seemed made for his hands.

“You like my ass, huh? My perfect, round ass?” Her voice dripped with confident seduction.

He nodded, and she let out a seductive giggle that vibrated through his bones.

“I bet you like every part of me... With every second you spend with me like this, you’re drawn more to me... You can’t escape me, like gravity... You want to feel every part of me... The longer you fuck me, the harder it gets to get away... until you don’t want to anymore... You want to surrender to me, give me everything except your soul and your life... but you want to spend your life with me, stepbrother...”

Her dirty talk had taken a turn, and yet he could feel nothing but enchantment. If he could spend a life with her and this was the result... then it seemed a decent deal to literally give her a meal of his body now and then. The thought both frightened and aroused him equally – an eternal bond with this supernatural being.

And as soon as he thought about it, he felt the pulling sensation of her energy extraction, stronger this time than before, though not as intense as during that kiss. It was a strange feeling—not painful, more like a sweet exhaustion flowing through his body as his life force transferred into her.

Auras formed around them, swirling currents in his being were drawn into her skin where they touched, as he felt the intricate transition of his energy from his core, flowing through his member into her behind. Whenever he saw his manhood, he could see it wrapped in a faint glow, with spiral currents twisting into her behind, tiny particles with traces being sucked from his skin and absorbed into the aura that enveloped her. The ethereal spectacle was as frightening as it was beautiful—a visible manifestation of their supernatural connection.

She was now leaning over him, her hair enclosing the edge of his field of vision on both sides like a silken curtain, leaving only her face or the obscene sexual act visible. The chestnut-brown strands fell like liquid fire around both of them, creating an intimate space that belonged only to them.

He lost himself in her beauty, in her lust, and he began to let his hands glide up her back, his fingers tracing along her spine and feeling how it curved with her graceful yet indulgent movements. The warmth of her skin beneath his fingertips was intoxicating, every muscle beneath the velvety surface working in rhythm with her movements. And he felt her lift one hand from his torso to cup his cheek, forcing him to look into her eyes—a gentle but unyielding gesture of dominance.

A faint red glow appeared in the brown orbs, like embers trapped in dark amber, and she opened her mouth, beginning her endless inhalation. Her throat began to glow with a pink light, hypnotic and unnaturally beautiful, and his jaw opened involuntarily, as if she had attached invisible strings to it.

Another flow of energy branched off from this immaterial "core" just below his sternum, and he felt it flowing upward through his throat, warm and tingling, and then he saw the beginning of the stream of misty light cascading upward, drawn into her throat like fog being absorbed by the morning sun. It wasn’t as strong as the kiss from... yesterday, as he finally discovered, with Klemens beginning to lose track of time, though it was less than twenty-four hours.

It was surreal how quickly things had developed... but this was even more surreal, and having two extraction points simultaneously was still intense, in addition to the pleasure coming from her anus, which enclosed his member, hot and tight and pulsing with its own heartbeat.

She darted her tongue out to dip into the energy stream, as if she would “taste” it, with some of the luminous vapors wrapping around her muscle as if being absorbed by it—like honey dripping from a moist spoon. But she came closer to kiss him, and he felt some control over his jaw again. But he didn’t resist. He put one arm around her back and cupped one of her buttocks with the other hand, the soft, yielding flesh between his fingers, and returned the kiss with a devotion that surprised even himself.

Was it romantic? He couldn’t tell, that wasn’t their thing. But it was intimate. Perhaps even loving, in their own way. But it was much hungrier, more lustful, a sex act in itself and just as arousing and infinitely more stimulating thanks to the extraction. Every nerve in his body seemed to sing, a symphony of pleasure and exhaustion.

Nevertheless, the lesser intensity allowed him to participate, to move his lips in response, to swirl his tongue around hers as best he could, melting into the dual extraction, the anal ride and the passionate kiss, their lips smacking wetly against each other with each brief interruption of the lip-lock. The taste of her mouth—sweet and alien at once—mingled with the scent of her arousal.

Her breasts pressed against his chest, soft and heavy, and her hips rolled relentlessly on his member, each movement precise and calculating. He was dripping so much pre-cum into her behind that her saliva was probably no longer necessary. The sounds of their union—wet, obscene, and incredibly arousing—echoed through the room. He was also pulsing so strongly, and he could feel the pressure building in his loins, the pleasure mounting, even as exhaustion set in from her extraction, which only intensified the pleasure, like an intoxication that grew ever deeper.

There was no chance of withstanding this onslaught, and with a moan muffled by the kiss, he thrust hard into her behind and released a mighty stream of semen, hot and pulsing.

He felt... something around that core within him crumble, like a shell giving way under too much pressure, and there was a surge of energy drawn from him in sync with his orgasm, and with it a wave of exhaustion that swept through his body like a flood.

But this seemed to push her over the edge as well, as she let out a shrill cry into his mouth, her body trembling almost violently, the walls of her anus contracting and undulating in a way that was almost painful during his climax, each contraction a sweet agony.

And as if that weren’t enough, he felt a gush of moisture spraying against his groin, soaking his hair and seeping down to the lowest part of his abdomen—her own climax, as violent and unbridled as a summer storm.

They twitched together for a few moments that stretched like eternity... and then her effusion subsided. She relaxed on top of him, a pleasant weight, and he felt the grip of her behind loosen, the supernatural tightness giving way to a gentle embrace.

They remained motionless for a moment, only their mingled breaths breaking the silence, until Estefania finally parted her lips from his and lasciviously ran her tongue over her own, while the glow in her eyes faded like a setting sun. She smiled and giggled, a sound like sparkling champagne.

“Thanks for the meal, brother dear...”

“You’re welcome,” he breathed breathlessly; unlike her, his chest rose and fell heavily, his lungs gasping for air like a drowning man, while she had already recovered, fresh and vital as after a refreshing sleep. Had she not slipped off his member—giving his tormented organ one last pleasure that made him twitch like an electric shock—he would have feared she might continue. It made sense, though; she had literally drawn energy from him, logical that it invigorated her while he felt drained.

Yet she was relaxed and rested on him, her body soft and warm against his, every curve fitting perfectly into his. He enjoyed it, not caring that his cum was dripping from her ass onto his cock and groin, an intimate, dirty secret between them.

“Your dirty talk is silly, you know,” he said breathlessly, his fingers playing absentmindedly with a strand of her hair.

“Is that why your thoughts raced every time I said something?” she teased him, her eyes sparkling with mischievous delight. “It’s easy to scratch the ‘surface’ of your thoughts when fucking like that.”

“Can’t help it when you say it the way you do...” Klemens confessed, while gently kneading her ass and enjoying the afterglow, the feeling of her skin under his fingers like warm velvet.

“That’s the trick with dirty talk... What you say can be important, but how you say it is more crucial...” Her voice was a velvety purr that still sent shivers down his spine even now.

He laughed breathlessly in agreement and then moaned softly as Estefania stole a kiss, with the tiniest spark of stimulation as she added a minimal energy drain to her smack – like an electrical impulse shooting directly through his body.

She pulled away and brushed some of her hair strands from her face and his, a tender gesture that contrasted with her previous wildness.

“So... how was your first real day accepting this little relationship between us...?” she asked, her fingers drawing small circles on his chest.

He still had many thoughts about it, some deeper than others... but now, in the embrace of his demonic stepsister, he could really only think of the good ones. The warmth of her body, the intimacy of the moment, the strange new reality unfolding before him.

“Damn incredible,” he confirmed, meaning every word.

Estefania smiled and leaned forward to kiss him again, gently this time, almost chaste compared to before.

“That’s just the tip of the iceberg, brother dear...”

After that, she giggled and snuggled against his neck, her lips brushing his heated skin, and Klemens felt exhaustion setting in, heavy and irresistible like a tidal wave.

He would soon fall asleep, but as he lay there gently stroking Estefania’s ass and back, exploring the curves of her body under his fingertips, he couldn’t help but think about what the future held for him. The secrets of this supernatural family he had stumbled into, the powers he barely understood, and the forbidden pleasures he was just beginning to taste.

After all, it had only been the first forty-eight hours. A potential lifetime, that was something else entirely. A journey into the unknown, seductive and frightening at the same time.

He couldn’t help but grin as fatigue overcame him.

As frightening as some parts of it were... he was looking forward to the challenges. To the pleasure. To the forbidden. To everything that Estefania and her mother would still show him.

To be continued…


Bonus Content

Ein neuer Herr im Haus

Björn betrachtete sein Spiegelbild im Schrank. Das Bild, das ihm entgegenblickte, war das eines jungen Mannes, der sich über den Sommer verändert hatte. Er wusste, dass er nicht plötzlich der begehrteste Junge der Schule sein würde, doch er war ein wenig weniger nerdig als in den vergangenen Schuljahren. Dank seines Sommerjobs bei der Dachdeckerfirma vom Ex seiner Stiefmutter war er nicht mehr blass wie zuvor.

Seit dem letzten Schultag hatte er zehn Stunden täglich, sechs Tage die Woche, 50-80-Pfund-schwere Pakete mit Schindeln verladen und zu den Baustellen des Ex seiner Stiefmutter transportiert. Täglich wuchtete er rund 1000 Pfund Schindeln, zweimal je Tag – einmal zum Beladen des Lastwagens, dann zum Entladen an den Baustellen. Seine Muskeln hatten sich gefestigt und er hatte etwas Bräune bekommen.

Seine breiteren Schultern und die kräftigen Arme waren der sichtbare Beweis für die harte Arbeit, die er geleistet hatte. Doch trotz der körperlichen Veränderungen war ihm klar, dass das allein nicht ausreichen würde, um die Aufmerksamkeit der Mädchen zu gewinnen. Er war immer noch der gleiche Gamer-Nerd wie zuvor, und ein paar Muskeln und etwas Bräune würden ihn nicht plötzlich für das andere Geschlecht anziehend machen.

Bei der Mittagspause kehrten die vertrauten Zweifel zurück. Er saß wieder am gleichen Tisch in der Cafeteria, umgeben von den anderen Außenseitern. Er seufzte tief und sah sich um. Die Hoffnung, dieses Jahr vielleicht eine Freundin zu finden, die bereit war, mit ihm auszugehen und eine sexuelle Beziehung zu erkunden, schwand langsam. Diese Hoffnung hielt er bis zur Mittagspause fest.

Björn suchte nicht nach einer Schar von Bewunderinnen. Er wollte nur ein Mädchen, irgendein Mädchen, das in der Öffentlichkeit mit ihm ausgehen und ihm vielleicht endlich helfen würde, seine Jungfräulichkeit zu verlieren. Er musste der einzige 18-jährige männliche Jungfrau auf der Welt sein. Die Vorstellung schmerzte ihn tief, obwohl er sich bemühte, es sich nicht anmerken zu lassen.

Er hatte vielleicht noch nie ein Mädchen nackt gesehen oder Sex gehabt, doch er wusste, wie er einem Mädchen gefallen konnte. Dank seines zweiten nerdigen Hobbys. Sein erstes war das Gamen. Er verbrachte viel Zeit mit Online-Shootern und Rollenspielen. Er war nicht dumm, aber gehörte auch nicht zu den superintelligenten Klassenbesten. Nicht, weil es ihm an Intelligenz mangelte, sondern weil er seine Zeit nicht mit unnötigen Aufgaben verschwenden wollte.

Seine zweite nerdige Leidenschaft war das Lesen. Björn hatte seit der Abschlusszeremonie der achten Klasse die unglückliche Auszeichnung, der einzige Schüler in der Geschichte seiner Schule zu sein, der offiziell jedes Buch in der Schulbibliothek gelesen hatte. Dort hatte er viel über Sex und die Befriedigung einer Frau gelernt. In einem vergessenen Teil der Bibliothek fand er ein Buch, das er stahl.

Das Buch, ein altes Trainingsbuch für verlobte Männer namens “Der Akt der Ehe”, war von einem Pastor geschrieben worden und erklärte, wie ein junger Bräutigam seine neue Frau sexuell befriedigen konnte, komplett mit Zeichnungen und Diagrammen. Björn hatte dieses Buch seitdem mindestens 500 Mal von vorne bis hinten gelesen. Er hatte nur nie ein Mädchen gefunden, das bereit war, dem größten Nerd der Nerds eine Chance zu geben, diese Techniken auszuprobieren.

Björns anderes großes Problem war, dass er sich nicht wie andere Teenager kleiden konnte. Er musste Anzughosen oder locker sitzende Cargo-Hosen tragen, weil Jeans ihm nicht genug Platz boten und Schmerzen verursachten. Es war nichts Lustiges daran, Anzughosen und T-Shirts zu tragen; es sah einfach super seltsam aus, also trug er Polohemden. Dadurch sah er eher wie die Lehrer als wie die anderen Schüler aus. Das führte dazu, dass er seit seinem zehnten Lebensjahr gemobbt und gehänselt wurde, weil er keine Shorts oder Jeans tragen konnte. Glücklicherweise konnte er heutzutage wegen der Beliebtheit von Boardshorts knapp Shorts tragen, aber nicht in der Schule. Denn das war gegen die Kleiderordnung.

Hier stand er also, der sexuell frustrierteste Typ seiner Schule. Oh, er hatte einen gesunden Libido, vielleicht einen zu gesunden. Er wichste sich mindestens sechs Mal am Tag, manchmal öfter, nur um die Schmerzen in seinen Hoden zu lindern. Er wusste nicht, was er tun sollte. Er hatte gehofft, dass er durch Arbeit und Muskelaufbau und den Kauf einer gebrauchten Harley eine Chance hätte, aber nein, er konnte nicht einmal die nerdigen Mädchen zu einem Date überreden.

Seine beste Freundin war Alison Lawstor, und er hätte wahrscheinlich seine Jungfräulichkeit an sie verloren, wenn er mutiger gewesen wäre. Sie wohnte nebenan, und sie waren seit dem Kindergarten befreundet, aber als er schließlich Mädchen sexuell entdeckte, war sie bereits zur schönsten Mädchen der Schule erblüht, und der Star-Quarterback machte sie zu seiner Freundin und ließ sie nie wieder los.

Björn hasste den Arsch. Er war nur mit Ally zusammen, weil sie schlau war und seine Hausaufgaben für ihn machte, und sie war so unsicher, dass sie jede demütigende Sache tat, die er ihr befahl. Björn sah zu, wie er sie die letzten vier Jahre ausnutzte und degradierte.

Björn kochte innerlich vor Zorn und hätte am liebsten seine Kampffähigkeiten genutzt, um Deon eine Lektion zu erteilen – sein Vater hatte ihn von klein auf in den Künsten des Nahkampfs unterrichtet. Doch er hielt sich zurück, aus Liebe zu Ally und um sie nicht in Verlegenheit zu bringen. Ally glaubte an die Lügen, die Deon ihr einflüsterte, und konnte sich nicht von ihm lösen.

Deon redete ihr ständig ein, dass kein anderer Mann sie wollen würde und dass sie nur wegen ihm beliebt sei. So blieb Björn nichts anderes übrig, als mit anzusehen, wie seine engste Vertraute vom schlimmsten Schläger der Schule ausgenutzt und erniedrigt wurde, weil ihm der Mut, die Schnelligkeit oder die Klugheit fehlten, um einzugreifen.

Keines davon löste sein Problem. Wenn er nicht bald ein Mädchen finden würde, das ihn vögelt, wäre er der einzige Typ im College, der noch Jungfrau war. Björn schloss schließlich die Tür seines Schranks und schaltete sein Gaming-Console ein.

Wenn er schon keinen Sex haben konnte, dann konnte er wenigstens online ein paar Zombies töten. Gerade als er sich anmeldete, klopfte es an seiner Tür. Björn blickte auf und sah seine ältere Stiefschwester Megan dort stehen. Ihre dunkelroten Haare fielen in sanften Wellen über ihre Schultern, und ihre blauen Augen funkelten mit einem Hauch von Unheil.

»Hey, Kleiner,« begann sie mit einem schelmischen Lächeln, das ihre vollen Lippen noch verführerischer zur Geltung brachte. »Mama hat gesagt, du sollst vor dem Abendessen nicht online gehen. Der Chef und seine Familie kommen heute Abend vorbei. Sie möchte, dass wir beide unten sind, damit seine Adoptivtöchter sich nicht langweilen.«

Lässig lehnte sie sich gegen den Türrahmen, ihre perfekt geformten Brüste hoben sich leicht unter dem engen Top, das sie trug. Björn konnte nicht anders, als einen Moment länger hinzusehen, bevor er sich räusperte.

»Toll, genau das brauche ich, gezwungen zu werden, Zeit mit der Oberzicke der Schule und ihrer Zwillingsstiefschwester zu verbringen.«

Ein Lachen entwich ihrer Kehle. »Hey, wenigstens kannst du in der Schule erzählen, dass du mit den beiden zu Abend gegessen hast. Das wird deine nerdigen Freunde beeindrucken.«

Björn liebte seine ältere Stiefschwester, aber sie verstand ihn nicht oder was er durchmachte. Sie war alles, was er nicht war. Ihr dunkelrotes Haar, die vollen Lippen, die perfekt geformten Brüste und der straffe, herzförmige Hintern waren die ersten Bilder in seinen mentalen Wichsfantasien. Die meisten seiner feuchten Träume und Fantasien drehten sich um diese Lippen, Brüste oder Hintern, die um seinen Schwanz gewickelt waren.

Sie war kontaktfreudig und in der Schule beliebt gewesen. Tatsächlich war seine ältere Stiefschwester das heißeste Mädchen, das er kannte, sogar heißer als seine beste Freundin Ally. Er seufzte. »Ja, und niemand wird es glauben, und dann werden sie es leugnen, und ich werde am Ende noch erbärmlicher dastehen. Oder sie erzählen es ihren Freunden, und ich lande wieder in einem Spind oder Müllcontainer.«

»Du wirst in der Schule gemobbt? Wer?« entfuhr es seiner superheiße, rothaarige Stiefschwester wütend.

Er sah sie an und beobachtete, wie Wut in ihren blauen Augen aufblitzte. Ihre Emotionen ließen sie schwerer atmen, was dazu führte, dass ihre perfekten 34C-Brüste sich hoben und senkten. Er spürte, wie er erregt wurde, und musste wegschauen. Jetzt eine Erektion zu bekommen, wäre fatal. Es würde seinen Schwanz und seine Hose strapazieren.

»Es spielt keine Rolle, Megan. Ich bin der größte Nerd in der Schule. Wenn es nicht Deon und das Footballteam sind, dann sind es die klugen College-Vorbereitungstypen. Wenn nicht die, dann die Cheerleader, vor allem Tiffany und Tara.« Er zuckte mit den Schultern. »Ich werde heute Abend einfach versuchen, den Kopf unten zu halten und ihnen nichts Neues zu geben, was sie morgen erzählen können. Ich werde wahrscheinlich trotzdem in einem Spind landen, weil sie heute Abend nicht mit ihren Sportlerfreunden ausgehen können.«

»Ich verstehe das nicht, Björn. Warum wehrst du dich nicht gegen sie? Du hast doch einen schwarzen Gürtel. Warum lässt du dich von ihnen herumschubsen? Warum verpasst du ihnen nicht einfach eine Abreibung?« Megans Augen funkelten entschlossen, ihre blauen Pupillen bohrten sich in seine.

Er lächelte schwach. »Du hast recht, du verstehst es nicht. Wenn ich einem oder zwei von ihnen eine Abreibung verpasse, dann kommen das nächste Mal vier oder fünf. Verstehst du das nicht? Ich bin der größte Nerd unter den Nerds, derjenige, bei dem es niemanden interessiert, wenn er verprügelt wird. Ich bin derjenige, für den niemand einsteht, den niemand daten oder auch nur vögeln will. Ich bin der Schulversager. Also halte ich den Kopf unten, und in ein paar Monaten ist es vorbei.«

Megan legte den Kopf schief, ein trauriges Lächeln huschte über ihre vollen Lippen. »Du solltest in der Lage sein, eine Freundin zu finden, Björn. Du hast dich über den Sommer verändert. Eines der Nerd-Mädchen sollte zumindest bemerken, dass du neben deinen Nerd-Freunden heiß aussiehst.«

Er schüttelte den Kopf. »Ich bin immer noch der Typ in den falschen Klamotten, über den sich alle lustig machen, das wird sich nicht ändern.«

Sie verschränkte die Arme vor ihrer Brust und stemmte die Hände in die Hüften. »Dann ändere deine Garderobe. Du hast jetzt diese coole Harley, kauf dir ein paar Lederhosen und Bikerstiefel und sieh aus wie ein harter Kerl.«

Er senkte den Blick und schüttelte erneut den Kopf. »Ich kann nicht.«

»Ich verstehe nicht. Was meinst du mit ‚Ich kann nicht‘?«

Ein Hauch von Röte stieg in seine Wangen, bevor er seiner Stiefschwester in die Augen sah. Es war äußerst peinlich, niemand wusste davon, nicht einmal seine Stiefmutter; nur sein Vater war eingeweiht. »Ich kann keine Jeans oder Lederhosen tragen, sie tun mir weh. Ich brauche mehr Platz, als sie mir geben.«

Sie runzelte die Stirn. »Bitte, du bist doch nicht dick. Wie kannst du mehr Platz brauchen?«

Seine Wangen wurden rot. »Nicht an den Hüften oder am Bauch, Megan. Im Schritt. Ich brauche mehr Platz im Reißverschlussbereich.«

Ihre Augen weiteten sich, und ein belustigtes Lächeln breitete sich auf ihrem Gesicht aus. »Was, du hast einen riesigen Neun-Zoll-Monsterpimmel, kleiner Bruder?«

Björn lief knallrot an. »Ich war seit meinem zwölften Lebensjahr nicht mehr bei neun Zoll, Megan.«

Sie lachte noch lauter. »Bullshit. Willst du mir ernsthaft erzählen, dass dein Pimmel mit zwölf schon neun Zoll lang war?«

Sein Gesicht blieb ernst, während er nickte. »Es ist die Wahrheit. Hast du dich nie gefragt, warum ich Cargo-Hosen und Anzughosen trage? Das sind die einzigen Hosen, in die meine Kronjuwelen passen.«

»Du erzählst doch Märchen, Björn.«

Er schüttelte den Kopf. »Tue ich nicht.«

Als sie sein rotes Gesicht sah, erkannte sie, dass er es ernst meinte. »Zeig es mir.«

»WAS??«

»Wenn du nicht lügst, zeig es mir.«

»Was meinst du mit ‚zeig es‘? Soll ich dir meinen Schwanz zeigen?«

»Ja, wenn du nicht lügst, zeig mir diesen über neun Zoll großen Schwanz.« Sie griff nach seinem Gürtel und begann, ihn zu öffnen. Jetzt wurde Björn wütend. Er packte ihre Hände und hielt sie auf. »Lass mich los. Wenn du Beweise willst, dass ich nicht lüge, gut, ich gebe dir Beweise.«

Er stieß sie von sich, stand auf und öffnete seine Hosen, die mit einem dumpfen Geräusch zu Boden fielen. Sein enormer Schwanz wurde sofort befreit, und wie jede Nacht begann er hart zu werden, befreit von dem Druck der Hosen. Dann wuchs er zu seiner vollen Größe. Seine Stiefschwester starrte auf seinen wachsenden Schwanz und leckte sich über die Lippen bei dem, was sie sah. Er war größer als jeder Schwanz, den sie je gesehen hatte, selbst die in den Pornos, die sie schaute, wenn sie sich selbst befriedigte.

Als Björn sah, wie ihre Zunge herausschlüpfte und ihre Lippen benetzte, wurde sein Schwanz noch erregter und stand stramm.

»Heilige Scheiße, Björn, das ist der größte Schwanz, den ich je gesehen habe.«

»Ich hab’s dir doch gesagt.«

Sie blickte von seinem Schwanz auf. »Wie groß ist er?«

Er zuckte mit den Schultern. »Keine Ahnung. Ich habe in der zehnten Klasse aufgehört zu messen.«

Ihre Augen weiteten sich fast ungläubig. »Lass ihn uns messen.«

Megan leckte sich erneut über die Unterlippe, bevor sie auf sie biss. Ihre Augen waren förmlich gefesselt bei dem Anblick des riesigen Monsters ihres kleinen Stiefbruders.

»Verpiss dich, Megan. Ich werde meinen Schwanz nicht für dich messen.«

Sie machte einen Schritt auf das Monster zu. »Komm schon, lass mich ihn messen. Verdammt, Björn, wenn die Mädchen, die dich verspotten, wüssten, was du in der Hose hast, würdest du ständig ficken.«

»Wovon redest du?«

Megan streckte die Hand aus und versuchte, den dicken Schwanz ihres Bruders zu berühren.

»Kleiner Bruder, es gibt drei Dinge, die jede Frau dazu bringen, ihre Höschen fallen zu lassen: Ein heißer Körper. Den hast du noch nicht, aber du bist besser geworden, seit du für meinen Dad arbeitest. Du musst nur weiter Gewichte heben, nicht nur Cardio machen, um die Muskeln weiter zu entwickeln. Du bist süß genug, du musst nur an den neuen Muskeln arbeiten. Das zweite ist reich zu sein, und es sei denn, du gewinnst im Lotto, wissen wir beide, dass das dir nicht helfen wird. Aber der größte Höschen-Bringer, das, was jede Frau von 18 bis 80 dazu bringt, sich zu bücken und dich zu bitten, sie zu ficken; ist ein RIESIGER. FETTER. MONSTER. SCHWANZ!! Und Björn, du hast den größten, fettesten Schwanz, den ich je gesehen habe. Beweg dich nicht, ich bin gleich zurück.«

Weiterlesen…


Bücher von Elisabeth Sylt

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls 

In einem weitläufigen Wohnwagenpark, geprägt von Armut, sozialen Konflikten und einem rauen Alltag, entfaltet sich eine Geschichte voller Leidenschaft, Macht und Abgründe. Der 1. Teil der Buchreihe – nimmt den Leser mit in eine Welt, in der junge Frauen (18+) in einem Spannungsfeld aus Verführung, Unterwerfung und dem Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben stehen.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Linke Feministin

18 Jahre jung und naiv – Die linke Feministin ist ein provokantes Drama, das die Reise der jungen Nancy Paten in eine Welt voller Macht und Verführung schildert. Aufgewachsen in einer sozialbewussten Umgebung, ist Nancy eine leidenschaftliche Feministin, die für Gleichberechtigung kämpft. Doch als sie den Geschäftsmann Derek Freeman und seine Assistentin Terra trifft, wird ihr Weltbild erschüttert.

weiterlesen…

18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Die Wohnwagenpark Girls II

Der zweite Teil der fesselnden Reihe führt uns zurück in die düstere Welt der Wohnwagenpark-Girls. Ein Leben am Abgrund, geprägt von Armut, Machtkämpfen und dem verzweifelten Wunsch nach einem besseren Leben.

weiterlesen…


18 Jahre jung und Naiv: Jacks Vergangenheit

Jack genießt Macht und Kontrolle – vor allem über Frauen. Als er in das Leben von Beatrice zurückkehrt, wird aus einer alten Affäre ein gefährliches Spiel. Doch es ist ihre Tochter Leni, die seine dunklen Gelüste neu entfacht. Zwischen Vergangenheit und Gegenwart entfaltet sich ein Netz aus Verführung, Erpressung und totaler Unterwerfung. 

weiterlesen…

Alien Allotriomorph: Ein neuer Patriarch für das Nest 

Nacht für Nacht wird er von seltsamen Träumen heimgesucht - dunkle, sinnliche Visionen von geheimnisvollen Außerirdischen, deren Macht und Schönheit ihn unwiderstehlich anziehen. Je mehr er sich in ihre Welt verstrickt, desto mehr stellt er fest, dass diese Begegnungen kein Zufall sind. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtprogramm für die Menschlichkeit: Das Leben eines Bullen im Jahr 2867 

In den letzten 850 Jahren hat die Menschheit umfangreiche gentechnische Eingriffe vorgenommen, um den perfekten Menschen zu schaffen. Dabei ist etwas Wichtiges verloren gegangen: die Fähigkeit, männliche Nachkommen zu zeugen. Jetzt ist es an ihm, die Menschheit zu retten und die Rolle des Zuchtbullen zu übernehmen.

weiterlesen… 


Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo 

Verwandlung in eine lüsterne Bimbo ist ein erotischer Roman, in dem: Ein junger Mann sich in eine sexy Bimbo-Schlampe verwandelt und dabei Spaß hat. Er genießt die Vorteile seines neuen Körpers, die Erlebnisse und die Freude. 

weiterlesen… 

Vom schwarzen Stiefbruder genommen 

Mira weiß, sie sollte Lamar meiden. Doch sein Blick durchdringt sie, seine Berührungen entfachen ein Feuer, das sie nicht löschen kann. Ihr attraktiver Stiefbruder ist verboten – und doch alles, was sie will. Aus einem harmlosen Spiel wird ein sinnlicher Machtkampf, in dem Verlangen jede Vernunft verdrängt.

weiterlesen… 

Ein neuer Herr im Haus 

Als Björn nach einem harten Sommer in ein scheinbar normales Zuhause zurückkehrt, ahnt er nicht, wie sehr sich sein Leben verändern wird. Zwischen Stiefmutter, Stiefschwester und den Zwillingstöchtern des Chefs entfaltet sich ein gefährliches Spiel aus Macht, Lust und Unterwerfung – und Björn wird mehr als nur zum Herr im Haus. 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Zwei unterschiedliche Schicksale 

Im Jahr 2083 gibt es weltweit 84.615 Milchviehbetriebe mit durchschnittlich einhundertfünfundneunzig Hucows pro Betrieb. Das bedeutet, dass sich derzeit etwa sechzehneinhalb Millionen Hucows in Gefangenschaft befinden. Ihr Zweck ist es, Milch- und Fleischprodukte für die Menschheit zu produzieren.

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 2 

Was man vom Leben erwarten kann 

jörn hat sich auf der Farm von Thomas Soll gut eingelebt und beide sind ein gutes Dou geworden. Während der Farmbesitzer sich um das Administratorische kümmert, widmet sich der Zuchtbulle weiter dem, was er am besten kann. Ihr Farmleben wird jedoch auf den Kopf gestellt, als Thomas Soll von seiner Vergangenheit eingeholt wird. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 3 

Der Drang der Versuchung 

Zeiten des großen Umbruchs stehen an. Jack findet sich plötzlich als Besitzer von Thomas Soll wieder und bekommt Besuch von der Regierung. Ihr Vertreter Wandel Eggen versucht Druck auf ihn auszuüben und eine Frau mit den Namen Cate Cray wird ihn zur Überwachung zur Seite gestellt. Was wird aus dem Hof und wie kommt Björn damit zurecht? 

weiterlesen… 


Zuchtbullen und Hucows 4 

Programm für temporäre Hucows 

Alice, eine junge Frau mit auffälliger Sanduhrfigur, wird nach einem gescheiterten Fluchtversuch in ein grausames Programm gesteckt, das Frauen zu temporären "Hucows" macht. In einer Anstalt, wo sie wie Nutztiere behandelt werden, erwartet sie eine Realität aus brutalen Prozeduren, Zwangsritualen und der Entmenschlichung ihres Körpers – reduziert auf Milch und Zucht. 

weiterlesen… 

Zuchtbullen und Hucows 5 

Das, was sie schon immer wollte 

Lena fiebert dem Tag entgegen, an dem ihr Traum wahr wird: als Hucow in der Lotterie gezogen zu werden. Während andere Mädchen Angst haben, sehnt sie ihre Rolle als Milch- und Zuchtressource herbei. Doch als das Schicksal anders entscheidet, gerät ihr Weltbild ins Wanken – ein normales Leben kommt für sie nicht infrage. 

weiterlesen… 

Japanische Verlockungen: Eine Hausfrau auf Abwegen 

„Japanische Verlockungen“ entführt Sie in die verführerische Welt von Raku, einer Hausfrau, die auf eine sinnliche Reise der Selbstentdeckung und verbotenen Leidenschaften geht. Mit einer Länge von 17.786 Wörtern bietet dieses Buch eine intensive und fesselnde Lektüre, die die Grenzen der Hausfrauen-Erotik und der Lust erforscht. 

weiterlesen… 


Unerzählte Geschichten von Zuchtbullen und Hucows 

Das Expanded Universe von Breeding Bull und Hucows bringt neue spannende Geschichten außerhalb der Hauptserie. Es sind individuelle, heiße und sexy, in sich geschlossene Geschichten. Nicht jede Hucow-Farm wird wie die von Thomas Soll geführt und nicht jeder Zuchtbulle hat es so leicht wie Jack.

weiterlesen… 

Verführt von einer älteren Frau: Reife Leidenschaft, junges Verlangen 

Jan, ein junger Wahlkampfmanager, lebt in Routine und politischen Zwängen – bis er Ally begegnet: eine selbstbewusste ASMR-Künstlerin, die mit sinnlicher Stimme und hypnotischen Augen seine verborgensten Fantasien weckt. Zwischen ihnen entspinnt sich ein Spiel der Verführung, das alle Tabus sprengt.

weiterlesen… 


Abschließende Worte 


Danke, dass Sie meinen kleinen Roman bis zum Ende gelesen haben. Ich schreibe regelmäßig neue Romane für dich, so oft es mir möglich ist. Ich hoffe, die Story hat dir gefallen.

Nochmals vielen Dank, dass Sie dieses Buch gelesen haben. Da der Buchmarkt hart umkämpft ist, würde ich mich freuen, wenn Sie diesem Buch eine gute Bewertung geben würden.

Deine Elisabeth Sylt

Über den Autorin

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt ist eine alleinerziehende Mutter von zwei Jungen und lebt in Berlin, Deutschland. Als Hobby schreibt sie erotische Romane. Beruflich ist sie Pharmareferentin.
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