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A Taboo Step-sibling Short Story


1.

Nineteen-year-old Emily used to think her life was perfect with just her and her mother. Her dad up and left after a disastrous marriage. Life was blessedly calm and she could finally breathe without all the screaming and slamming doors.

When her mom got remarried a few years ago, Emily feared it would just be the same as last time, but her step-dad was nice and treated her mother like she deserved. He also brought his son, Ryan, into the mix.

Her new stepbrother, Ryan, was everything she wasn’t- reserved, nerdy, deeply into gaming and completely oblivious to how attractive he was in that bookish, scruffy kind of way. Emily had grown into her confidence over the years. She knew how to talk, how to flirt, and lately, she knew exactly who she wanted.

Ryan.

He was twenty-four now, still living at home while finishing his Master’s degree in computer engineering. Most days, he was holed up in his room in the basement like some cave dweller, afraid of the sunlight. He’d have his headset on, lost in an online world she couldn’t pronounce, but that didn’t deter Emily. She’d learned his schedule, watched the light flicker under his bedroom door like a stalker. All her hard work would pay off and soon because tonight, she had a plan to gain her stepbrother’s attention.

It was a Saturday. Their parents were gone for the weekend on a wine tour. The two of them would have the entire house to themselves, and Emily was ready to take advantage.

She waited until the sun was setting to set her plan into motion. Her heart beat faster in excitement as she dressed in a simple tank top-tight enough to hug her curves. The top of it stretched across her chest, dipping low enough to show a decent amount of cleavage. Her soft pajama shorts showcased her long, toned legs and just short enough that the bottom of her ass would be visible if she bent over. She couldn’t help but smile as she looked at herself in the mirror.

The warmth built in her stomach as she slowly descended the stairs leading down to the basement. She had a few fumbling hooks during highschool so she was confident she could pull this off. Anticipation and desire were pushing her forward. The dull ache between her legs makes her more determined with each step.

The usual flicker of light could be seen under Ryan’s door. He’d be deep into his game right now, oblivious to what Emily has planned.

She knocked on his door lightly at first, then a little hard when he didn’t respond. That caught his attention. “Come in.” He called.

Emily opened the door, but didn’t enter. His room was the same as always, dark, cluttered, lit by the soft neon glow of his keyboard and three massive monitors. The amount of computer equipment and gaming consoles covering his desk and one side of his room always intimidated her. She didn’t know what half the stuff was for, but Ryan was smart and felt right at home with computers. More so than people.

“Hey,” she said. “I’m bored.”

He blinked at her like his brain had gone offline. His dark-chocolate colored gaze slowly swept down her body before swallowing hard. “Uh, hi. I’m kind of in the middle of-”

“I know,” she said, smiling. “But I figured I’d hang out with you. You always seem to be having fun in here.”

He glanced at the screen and then back at her. “It’s mostly just…grinding. Not that interesting.”

He didn’t outright tell her to leave, so Emily took that as a good sign. She padded across the plush carpet and sat on the edge of his bed. “Then maybe you could teach me?”

He hesitated. The surprised look on his face made her smile. He was so adorably cute when he was flustered. “Teach you… to game?”

She nodded, twirling a lock of hair around her finger, and she crossed her legs slowly. His eyes watched her every move, clocking the way her tiny shorts rode up higher on her thighs. His reaction to her only made her bolder. “Sure. Or just keep me company. I like being around you.”

That made him pause. He turned slowly in his chair to face her fully.

“You’ve never said that before.”

She shrugged, eyes locked on his. “Doesn’t mean it wasn’t true.”

A silence stretched between them, thick with something new. Something heavy and the simmering desire in Emily rose higher. She’s positive that he’s feeling the same right now. Emily stood and walked over to him, putting a little more sway in her hips. She stops next to him, leaning against the edge of his desk, but careful not to disrupt his things.

“I like the way your mind works,” she said softly. “How focused you are, and how you don’t even notice when girls look at you.”

“What?” His brows dip down in confusion.

“Like the other day at the store when you were so engrossed in looking at the new game console to notice the pretty blond sales attendant giving her flirty eyes and trying to get your attention.” A twist of jealousy hits Emily in the stomach. She didn’t like other girls looking at her stepbrother like that. Thankfully, he is always oblivious to the girls that swarm around him like annoying flies she’d love to swat.

“She was not.” He denies and it only proved how observant he was or unaware of how girls are attracted to the nerdy vibes he gives off.

“I don’t like it,” Emily says, her voice filled with the jealousy she can no longer contain.

Ryan’s eyes widen in surprise, clearly able to hear how possessive his stepsister is being. Something builds in his chest, a flicker of flame that he’s tried to snuff out over the years, but it refuses to die. Everytime Emily is in the same room as him, it flares to life, but he’s quick to smother it, ashamed of the feeling inside him. He shouldn’t be attracted to his stepsister.

He swallowed hard, gaze flicking away. “I- Emily… you're my stepsister. It’s wrong.”

“Only on paper, and it’s not wrong. We aren’t blood related,” she whispered, reaching out with finger and sliding a lock of his hair that had fallen onto his eye back. That small touch has him gripping the edge of his desk.

His breath hitched. “You shouldn’t… you shouldn’t tease like that.”

“Who says I’m teasing?”

He stared at her, mouth slightly parted, unsure what to do with the weight of her presence, the scent of her peach body wash invading his nose and making his head swim. She leaned closer, their faces inches apart, and he could feel the heat radiating off her skin.

“Do you want me to stop?” she asked, voice barely audible over the thumping of his heart.

Ryan’s hands gripped the edge of the desk harder. “I don’t know.”

“You’ve alway been so good,” she murmured. “So controlled, but I think you want to lose control… just a little.”

His lips parted, but no words came. So Emily took the final step, crossing into the taboo. She closes the distance, brushing her lips gently against his. It’s a question, not a demand.

Elation blooms in her chest, making her dizzy when he doesn’t pull away.

When he finally moved and kissed her back, it was hesitant, unsure- like someone who had dreamed of this but never thought it could become a reality, and in that moment, everything changed.


2.

Ryan’s lips still tingled from that first kiss. His mind raced, trying to process what had just happened. He’d kissed Emily-his stepsister. Or she’d kissed him, and he hadn’t stopped it. Couldn’t. Didn’t want to. That was the truth he had to admit to himself.

He could have pushed her away, said no and shut the door in her face, but deep down inside, he wanted this to happen. Dare say, he dreamed about it, but never thought it would happen.

It’s forbidden, taboo and frowned upon in society, but it felt so good. Her lips on his felt more right than wrong, but he shouldn’t let this go on.

“This is crazy,” he murmured, eyes wide and still filled with hazy desire.

Emily stood close, watching him with unreadable eyes. “No, it’s not,” she said gently. “It’s only crazy because you’ve spent years locking yourself away in this room, hiding behind your games and fictional worlds.”
He shook his head, jumping out of his chair like a startled deer. He backs away from her a step, the temptation to reach out and touch her to great. Instead, he runs his hands through his hair.

“You don’t get it. You’re… younger, and this,” he gestures between them. “This would mess everything up.”

Her expression softens, but her voice remains steady and sure. “I’m nineteen, Ryan. I know what I’m doing, and I know what I want.” She took a step in his direction, but gave him enough space to think.

He looked at her-really looked at her. Not just as the girl who’d grown up in the next room, not just the curious teenager who once asked him to fix her phone, or bring snacks to movie night. She wasn’t a girl anymore. She was a woman, and he couldn’t deny it any longer. Couldn’t deny his growing feelings that have shifted lately to less than brotherly.

“I’ve thought about you,” he admitted quietly. The words sounded almost shameful. “Late at night, when I shouldn’t. When I was supposed to be studying, or gaming, or trying to be… normal.”

That made her step closer, her eyes softening even more. She was beautiful. “Then why are you still holding back?”

This was the moment of truth. “Because I'm scared of what it means if I don’t.”

Emily touched his hand, slowly lacing her finger through his. “I’m not. We’re grown ups, Ryan, and can make our own choices.”

Her touch sent a ripple of warmth through his chest. He didn’t pull away. Only gripped tighter.

“I want you to want me,“ she whispered, and he closed his eyes, letting out a groan. When he opened them again, she was standing right in front of him. “I want you to want me,” she repeats. “But not as a mistake. Not just once, either. I want you to stop pretending you don’t see me as more than your stepsister.”

“I do,” he said hoarsely. “God, Emily, I do.”

Then his restraint cracked. Not with force, but with surrender. He couldn’t fight it anymore and he was tired of being good for once.

He pulled her to him slowly, like every inch of space that disappeared between them mattered. Her hands slid to his shoulder as she leaned her body into him. He could feel all of her against him, every curve, swell, and the tiny buds of her nipples against his chest sent a shudder through his body. Her smaller body felt right in his arms and having her this close only spurred him on.

“Fuck it,” he growled and then slammed his mouth down on hers.

Their second kiss wasn’t careful. It was full of need. Aching and real. A confession in motion. When their lips broke apart, he held her against his chest, forehead resting against hers. “This is dangerous,” he whispered. His words were one final, desperate plea for both of them to think about what they were doing.

Emily only smiled, breathless. Her eyes banked with heat and another hidden emotion he didn’t have time to understand.

“So is pretending we don’t feel this.”

It was one sentence, but filled with truth. There was no turning back now-not from the electricity between them, not from the way his heart beat faster just holding her close. They had crossed a line neither of them wanted to uncross.

Somewhere in the middle of hesitation and boldness, they both gave in. Not just to each other, but to the trust that had been growing quietly all along.

This was supposed to happen. If not now, then in the future, because this was never going to be denied.


3.

Ryan might not be built like a jock, but he picked Emily up in his arms like she weighed nothing. He carried her to his bed and set her down in the center. The two of them remained silent. Both just staring at each other as anticipation and desire thickened the surrounding air.

“Are you sure?” He asked again.

“Yes. I want you, Ryan.”

The flame inside him burned brighter, turning molten the longer he stared. His skin felt hot, ready to melt off his body if he didn’t start moving. Under Emily’s hood gaze, he pulls his shirt over his head, letting it drop to the floor at his feet. The small gasp that left her lips gives him more confidence to continue. His sweats are next until he’s standing in his briefs. The bulge of his cock, straining towards the beautiful girl on the bed.

Emily follows his lead, undressing quickly. Every inch of skin unveiled only spiked his desire to touch her, to cover her body with his and claim her.

Ryan groans as her tits bounce softly as she moves. Dusky pink nipples that harden right in front of his eyes, begging to be suckled.

“So beautiful,” he mumbles under his breath, too afraid to blink and miss something. When she reached for the top of her shorts, his hand snapped out to stop her. “Let me.”

She smiles softly and leaned back on her elbows to watch. Ryan’s hands hovered just above Emily’s waist, as if touching her might make this dream shatter.

His mind still fought him, telling him this is wrong, but his heart had already crossed the line.

“You're scared,” she said gently.

“I am,” he admitted. “Of what this means. Of not being able to stop once I start.”

She leaned up slowly, bushing her lips against his again-not demanding., not rushed. Just… patient.

“I don’t want you to stop,” she whispered against his mouth.

Ryan let out a shaky breath. His fingers closed the distance and dipped into the soft material. It’s the last barrier and as he lowered the shorts off her hips, she was bare underneath. Perfect pink and glistening with desire. His mouth went dry like a desert at the sight.

His briefs quickly joined her shorts in a pile on the floor as he climbed between her spread legs. Emily’s eyes widened at the sight of his long cock, her pupils blown wide with lust and appreciation.

He pulled her closer, his mouth finding hers with deeper urgency.. Years of tension unravelled all at once. The kiss grew slower, more sensual. His hand slipped lower, tracing over her clit and making her groan into his mouth.

His fingers found her entrance and dipped inside, testing her readiness. He wanted to taste her, explore every inch, but there would be time for that later. He knew this would not be the first and last time they would come together. It was only the beginning, and he was too eager to feel her around his shaft this time.

Her arousal drenched his fingers, the tight walls milking his fingers and making him want to experience how her pussy would feel as he stretched her open. She’s small and tight, but she’d take all of him. He was sure of it.

Emily broke the kiss as she cried out in ecstasy. Her eyes locked with his, their bodies so close now that the heat between them felt magnetic.

“It’s always been you,” she said, voice trembling. “Even when I didn’t know what I was feeling. It was always you.”
“Emily.” Ryan said as the desire became too great. His fingers slipped out of her, only to grip his shaft and align his body with hers. With one thrust, he felt complete. He’d found his home, never wanting to leave again.

Emily cried out as Ryan thrust deeply into her body. He was large, but it felt like she was made just for him and as he began to move in a rhythm that satisfied both of them, she knew this was it for her.

Ryan was hers. She was sure of that more than she’s ever been sure about anything before and she was never letting him go.

They thrust against each other, reveling in the sensations coursing through their bodies. Every touch, kiss, and look meant something. Emily came into this room with a single purpose, but had found something so much more.

“Oh, god,” Emily gasped as she clutched onto Ryan. He was her anchor in this storm of passion.

Her walls fluttered, squeezing him tight as her pleasure climbed higher. Sweat clung to them both as the room filled with the sounds of their moans. Ryan could feel Emily nearing her peak and thrust into her harder, forcing her higher while seeking his own release. Just as Emily’s eyes rolled back, Ryan kissed her, swallowing her scream of completion.

Her body locked down tight as waves of pleasure consumed her. Ryan thrusted a few more times and then stiffened as he followed her over the edge.

His hot release coated her insides and branded her for all time. There was no coming back. The only way for them to go now was forward.

Together, no matter the consequences.


4.

The morning light poured in through the small window above the bed, casting long gold lines across the room. Ryan started first. For a moment, he didn’t move. He just listened to the quiet hum of his computer, but more focused on the soft rhythm of breathing next to him.

Emily was curled against his chest, bare skin warmed by the sheets, her head resting just under his chin. Her fingers clutching his middle like she was afraid he’d disappear in the night.

There was no chance of that happening.

It was all real.

She was here.

He held his breath, afraid to move and break whatever spell the morning had woven around them, but it was Emily who stirred first.

Her voice came out sleepy and small. “Hey.”

Ryan tilted his head to look at her. “Hey.”

She looked up at him with a shyness that wasn’t there last night. Almost like she was unsure of what to do and then blurted out, “We actually did it.”

Ryan’s bark of laughter instantly lightened the moment.

A tiny, nervous laugh escaped her lips, but there was no regret behind it, only awe.

“Yeah. We did,” he said.

She reached up, tracing a slow line across his collarbone and with fingertips. The small touch made him shiver, and he could feel his cock twitching in excitement, but he ignored it. Now was not the time.

“You okay?” She asked.

He paused, gathering his thoughts. “I was scared last night. That this was just heat, or rebellion, or some leftover college fantasy. You know the whole fuck your stepsister fantasy some guys get off on?”

Emily giggled, but nodded. She watched him carefully and waited.

“But then… when it happened,” he continued, “it didn’t feel reckless. It felt… safe. Like I’ve never really let anyone see me the way you did. Everyone always sees the nerdy gamer, but not you. You see more.”

Her throat tightened. She nodded, eyes misting. “It was like… coming home. Not to a place. To a person.”

She got it. She got him.

They lay there in silence for a while, tangled up in each other and everything that had happened between them.

Eventually, Emily whispered, “Does this change us?”

“Yes,” Ryan said, without hesitation. “But not in a bad way.”

“I don’t want to go back to the way it was. I want this to be real.”

Ryan tenderly brushed her hair back behind her ear. “So do I.”

“Then it will be,” Emily says with determination.

“Are you hungry?” Ryan asked.

Emily’s smile turned sultry and mischief filled her gaze. “Not for food.”

This time, when his cock started to harden, he didn’t ignore it. They had the entire weekend to explore each other, and it would be a shame to waste a moment. Food can wait.


5.

After that weekend, nothing was the same and yet, everything on the surface stayed exactly as it had always been.

They didn’t talk about what they were. There were no labels, no confessions. Just a secret thread pulling them toward each other every time they were alone together. There were some close calls with the parents, but every stolen moment was worth it. It was risky. Reckless, even, but neither of them could stop.

Ryan and Emily sat across from each other at the table, stealing glances when no one was looking. Their parents, oblivious to the shift in the house, or the shift from step siblings to something more.

They didn’t need words. Not yet. This was too new.

Emily left for college that fall, a few hours away. The goodby had been simple in front of their parents. A hug that lasted one second too long. A look on Emily’s face said: wait for me.

And he did.

Whenever she came home on holidays or long weekends, she always found her way to his room and between his sheets. Sometimes it started with a movie, sometimes the wait was too much, but it always ended the same with them tangled together, breathless and quiet moans.

The secrecy gave them a thrill, increasing the heat of each encounter. They move through the house like undercover spies, never letting their parents catch a glimpse of the lust and desire that simmered under their skin.

Ryan played it the safest around their parents, but Emily grew bold. She’d steal kisses behind closed doors, slipping into his room late at night. He’d told her to be careful, but never turned her away. He wouldn’t. Couldn’t.

When Emily graduated, the mood shifted. No more semesters to keep them apart. No more excuses to keep their relationship from going further.

She stood in Ryan’s room that summer, her diploma tucked in her suitcase, and said, “I don’t want to sneak around anymore.”

He looked at her, brows furrowed. “You’re serious?”

“I am. We’re not kids anymore, Ryan. I know what I want.”

He reached out, brushing a thumb along her cheek. “And what is that?”

“You. Us. A real life together. Not these stolen moments. The secrets. I’m not ashamed of us.”

There was a pause, the build up of years between them, but then he nodded. Slowly, the smile on his face grew. “Okay. Then we figure it out. For real.”

They didn’t tell their parents right away. They wanted to make sure the relationship had a solid future before exposing it to the world. First, they found a place together, using the excuse of saving money, and their parents bought it.

Their little apartment was more than a cover. It was a home. A place for their relationship to bloom into something more than stolen nights and secrets. Slowly, they learned to live in the open. They cooked together, argued over laundry and fell asleep at night without the worry of being caught.

One night, curled up on the couch together, Emily looked up at the man who became more than a stepbrother and smiled. “Do you ever regret any of it?”

Ryan tipped his head down and looked directly into her eyes. Love and happiness reflected in his eyes. “Not one second.”

In all the quiet, stolen moments, between school and family obligations, behind closed doors and secret glances, they had built something lasting.

It was no longer about secrets anymore. It was about a choice and deciding to move forward. This love was not something to stay hidden in the dark, but something worth protecting in the light.

3 Years Later

The small apartment where they started felt more like a memory than a home. They stood hand in hand, surrounded by moving boxes. They were ready to move into their first real house. A place all their own and room to grow.

Emily was working as a graphic designer and Ryan had landed a job at a tech startup, finally stepping fully into the world he'd always dreamed of.

Their relationship was no longer a secret. They had told their parents, faced their questions and initial upset, but the parents relented in the end and accepted their decisions after seeing how happy they were together.

“Can you believe how far we have come?” Emily said, squeezing his hand as they took one last look around the apartment.

Ryan smiled, his eyes full of warmth and promise. “I never thought I’d be here with you, but now, I can’t imagine anything else.”

As they locked the door behind them, stepping into the bright sunshine, Emily leaned into Ryan’s shoulder and whispered, “This is just the beginning.”

The End.
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