
    
      Ravenblackerotica

      
        	
          Stepmother's Advice-Mine
        

        	
          Step Mother's Advice-Rebound
        

        	
          Step Mother's Advice-Undermine
        

        	
          Stepsister's Place Ch. 01
        

        	
          Stepsister's Place Ch. 02
        

        	
          Stepsister's Place Ch. 03
        

        	
          Filthy Lesbian: Touched
        

        	
          Filthy Lesbians: Blackmailed
        

        	
          A Step Apart Ch. 01
        

        	
          A Step Apart Ch. 02
        

        	
          A Step Apart Ch. 03
        

        	
          A Step Apart Ch. 04
        

        	
          A Step Apart Ch. 05
        

        	
          A Step Apart Ch. 06
        

        	
          Stepsister's Place Ch. 04
        

      

    
  Stepmother's Advice-Mine

        A MILF gives her stepson more advice than he bargained for.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/stepmothers-advice-mine-1

Title: Stepmother's Advice-Mine

Author: Ravenblackerotica

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A MILF gives her stepson more advice than he bargained for.

Tags: step son, female orgasm, milf, step mom, blow job, erotic coupling, stepmom, dirty talk, virgin

Series: Stepmother's Advice



Stepmother's Advice


Mine

Ben's hands trembled with nervousness and excitement. A pair of emotions he'd rarely felt together at this extreme. He kept them pressed tightly against his chest, his sweaty palms drying on his camp counselor Boy Scout T-shirt he wore to bed most nights. The smell of his stepmother's lavender hair conditioner had permeated beyond his covers and pillows. It now soothed the air he breathed as he stared at the slender neckline of the older woman laying in front of him. Over the past hour, she had inched her butt backwards towards him until his back was now flush against the cool wall.
I have nowhere to go; he thought.
It was a strange thought, he knew, especially since from the outside looking in, any other 18-year-old boy would kill to be in his position. After all, the middle-aged woman who had boxed him in this position in his own bed was a beautiful woman on top of being his stepmother. He felt the tip of his raw penis brush through the fabric of his stained boxers, Sharon's butt cheek. She was tucked under his covers with him, so Ben couldn't see her bare ass cheeks inching back into him, but he could imagine it.
Without even looking, he noticed Sharon's white and red polka-dot panties on when she entered his room that night. Her thick, creamy thighs nearly choked the panties from sight, but her tight tank top formed around her slender waist did little to conceal it. The moonlight caught the spaghetti straps of her white top draped over her shoulder. There was no tension in them where she laid. He imagined pulling them off her shoulders and seeing her top peal free from her full, thick breasts. They were the breasts of a middle-aged mother, no doubt. Wide, thick, and heavy. When he masturbated in the bathroom, Ben would imagine how they would feel. He'd fantasize about them bouncing free as she pulled her shirt off.
Ben's cheeks reddened as he felt the warmth flare in his face, contrasting with the icy wall that froze his back. The house's heater wouldn't turn on this Wisconsin evening in January. Or at least that's what Sharon said to him just before midnight when she popped her head into his room.
Her words started him as he laid in bed. Truth be told, he was lucky she didn't walk in on him in a more compromising state. Ben's bedroom was in the basement of their two-story house. An area that received little foot traffic during the day and at night there was nearly none, so he usually forgot to lock his door even when he should. So when Sharon stood in his open doorway and spoke, Ben nearly threw his E-reader across the room in shock.
"Oh, teehee sorry," Sharon giggled. At the time she came into his room, she wore a tightly sashed white robe that hugged her body warmly. "I didn't mean to scare you."
"Oh no, sorry. I'm sor- I mean I'm not- it's okay," Ben stuttered as he sat up in his bed.
"Umm... well, you probably didn't notice, but the heater's broken it seems. I can't get it to kick on."
"Oh really? Yeah no, it's always freezing down here, I didn't even- is there a guy coming to fix it?"
Sharon shook her head, pursing her lips, "not till morning." Usually Ben's father would spend three hours tinkering around with the furnace before admitting defeat and calling a guy to get him the job done. But, of course, his dad would have to be here to tinker around. Ben Sr. was in the middle of his three-month stint of a business trip to Taiwan at the moment. One of three he does every year, spending 9 months or sometimes more away from his family and home. Ben Jr. swore if his father wasn't wealthy his stepmom, Sharon, would have divorced him by now. They didn't have an open marriage, but his father didn't try very hard to hide the fact that various young and attractive women's names and pictures find their way into his phone.
Ben figured his father and mother viewed their marriage more like a business deal than a marriage. For an allotted expenditure every month, Ben's father had someone to watch the house, "care" for his son, and prepare his meals while he's home. In exchange, Sharon and her two adopted daughters lived a first class life. Angela and Brittany both were older than Ben by a couple of years or so, but still lived at home for obvious reasons. They had bedrooms upstairs, which Ben never resented. Ben was a nice guy, and he liked the feeling he got from seeing his step sisters smile when he could do or give nice things to them.
"You wouldn't believe how fast the temperature is dropping up stairs," Sharon said, holding herself and rubbing her arms up and down and pinching the neck of her robe closer together. "I gave Angela, Brittany, and her friend, Cynthia, all the extra blankets to sleep under tonight, but my bed is quickly turning into a popsicle. You think I can share your space heater?" Sharon asked lightly.
"Um- yeah, of course, go ahead," Ben said. He wasn't sure what she meant by sharing, but figured Sharon would take the space heater he kept running in his basement bedroom all winter upstairs to her bedroom. He did not expect Sharon untying her sash and slipping her robe off her shoulders in his bedroom. To be polite, he averted his eyes to the ceiling to prevent noticing her bouncing breasts as she walked or her panties buried in the crevasse of her crotch barely covering her sex.
"Umm... could you scoot over, honey?" Sharon giggled as she tiptoed back and forth in the cold air beside Ben's bed. Ben quickly retreated under the covers and back into the recesses of his queen bed in the corner of his room. Sharon flipped the light off and slid into the bed, backing her hips up some.
That was nearly an hour ago. It had taken her that long to trap him. Part of him, a big part of him, thought it was best just to stand up and go upstairs to fall asleep on the couch. That would be the gentlemanly thing to do, he figured. And that's what he strived to be. Ben enjoyed being a trustworthy guy. He knew he was the nice guy who 'finished last' in life, but that was the cost of being a good guy. His stepsister and I trusted him as well. Even though he had only known them for a couple years and 'family members,' he prided himself on not being a 'creeper,' who leered when they walked about the house in various states of dress. Ben valued they didn't keep secrets from him and could talk freely in front of him.
Sharon's slow moving ass cheeks lolled back against his hard-on, pressing his erection up as it flexed on its own into her butt. Ben clenched his teeth as the moment overwhelmed him. At first he thought his stepmother was coming onto him, but as time passed and he heard Sharon's deep, slow breaths, he questioned if she was even awake.
This is wrong. I should wake her up. I should leave or- she doesn't know what she's doing.
Just as Ben was on the verge of sitting up and putting an end to this, he saw Sharon's flush cheek turn slightly towards him, looking over her shoulder. About the time her round ass lifted and maneuvered so the tip of his cock pressed against the lower portion of the crack of her ass did her hand slowly reach behind her. Her ass tuck in some to make room as her small hand rubbed the side of his thigh and palpated down to his hard shaft that poked her. When her tender fingers wrapped around his shaft through his boxers, Ben's heart raced. No woman had ever touched him there before.
Ben's mind raced. He was an 18-year-old virgin caught in a position he never thought would happen.
What do I do? What's the right thing to do?
Sharon's fingertips caressed the tip of his penis gently. Coaxing it to grow and harden under her touch. When Sharon turned around in the bed, Ben was sure she could see the panic in his eyes through the dark, dimly lit room. Just as Ben could see the gentle curves of her breasts as they protruded out towards him and the flowing black hair that framed her face.
"You're poking me," Sharon whispered in a voice so soft it barely made a sound. He almost apologized, but Sharon didn't give him a chance. "It's okay, my sweet boy. I know you didn't mean to." Sharon said as her hands pressed on his hands against his chest, petting down to the belly of his shirt. "It's my fault, I know. You're just a typical teenaged 18-year-old boy with raging hormones and I just invite myself into your bed- what do I think would happen..."
"You know how you asked me earlier today for advice on how to get women now that you're heading off to college?" Sharon's fingertips slipped beneath the waistband of his boxers and slid back and forth along his waist, weaseling her hand inside. "You're such a good boy for letting your mother in bed with you," her hand slipped inside his boxers and lightly petted the base of his shaft. Her fingers brushed from the base of his shaft to the tip, her touch growing lighter as it neared his head. "Niceness is good, baby. Reliability... being a good boy... this will all help with women trusting you," she said as her grip firmed around his shaft. "Mmm... But girls don't desire a good guy. They desire a sexy man... a dominant man..." she whispered.
Sharon's fingers softly gripped his shaft, making deliberate pumps up and down repeatedly. Ben squirmed as he hummed a small groan as he felt a spit of pre-cum form at the tip of his cock.
"Oh, don't close your eyes, sweetie," Sharon said apologetically. Her breathing showed signs of labor as her hand worked Ben's shaft up and down faster. "Is this okay, baby? Does this feel good?"
Ben nodded without thinking. Looking through squinted eyes, he saw his stepmother's piercing gaze as she licked her lips. "You've never been with a woman, have you, honey? It's okay, you can tell me- mmmm... god you're so hard, baby. Are you a virgin, honey?"
Ben looked around nervously. Flush faced and being handled by his stepmother, he felt emasculated and vulnerable. He feared that a chorus of laughter would erupt from some corner of the room as the punch line of a bad practical joke would be revealed to be him.
"No, no- shh shhhh, come here sweetheart," Sharon whispered, cupping Ben's cheek with her other hand as her face neared his and she spoke even softer between panted hums. "Mmm... it's just you and me here baby, I'll take care of you for right now... We'll take it nice and- mmmm... slow, okay? Here. Do you want to feel my breasts? I see you staring at them-" Sharon giggled some as she looked down at her large breast beneath her white tank top. "I always see you staring at- ah ahmmm... oh, god..."
With his stepmother's coaxing, Ben reached out with both his hands and cupped her full breasts through her shirt and instantly felt her hard nipples on his palm. His thumbs instinctually rubbed out and circled her nipples, dragging up and down on them.
"Yess, baby, ohhh..." Sharon squealed through squinted eyes. "Careful baby, mommy's breasts are super sensitive. My nip- oh my- my- mmmmgod..." Ben's thumbs and forefingers pinched her nipples lightly, rolling them back and forth as her grip tightened on his shaft and her pumps became more focused and slow. Ben hadn't realized it, but his hips were moving now as he fucked his stepmother's hand, pushing his cock in and pulling out of her hand. "Oh, god baby, you're so big baby, I can't believe you're still a virgin, honey."
Pulling on the neck of her shirt, Sharon slid one of shoulders out of the spaghetti strap and pulled her breast from her shirt. The large, heavy boob fell to the bed to her side. The hard nipple pointing at Ben. "Here, do you want to feel mommy's bare breast? Careful, you've- mmm, you've already got mommy drip- ahhh ha! Dripping wet oh fuck..." Sharon panted as Ben squeezed her breast before feeding the bare, hard nipple into his mouth. His warm lips engulfed her nipple as his tongue made long wet laps on her.
"Oh, my god!" Sharon moaned so unexpectedly she clapped a hand over her mouth. "Oh god, Ben- suck on it- Ahh! Ahhmmm suck on my nipple baby, yes!" Ben's stepmother panted. Ben felt her pressing the head of his cock into her drenched panties that clung to her crotch. His humping hips ground the head of his cock up and down her panties as he leaked pre-cum on her. "Oh god- good boy, good ahhhoohh god!"
Sharon's silent whispers and kind, gentle words had slipped away the moment Ben's lips mashed against her thick breast. Her mind had clearly shifted from a guiding hand to a controlling force that yearned for orgasm. His stepmother grabbed at his outside hand desperately and pulled it up and around to her ass. The way she pressed his hand on her cheek, he thought she wanted him to squeeze her cheek, which he did. His fingers dug into the meat of her ass as his lips sucked harder on her nipple.
"Ahhh! Fuck! Baby... baby, mommy's nipples are so sensiti- ahhh oh god.... oh godd... push- push. Oh fuck, baby. Push your- push your finger in my ass, baby!" Sharon cried.
On autopilot, Ben spread his stepmother's ass cheeks and pressed his middle finger against her anus. Immediately, her moans turned to screams. Ben felt her hand clamp on the back of his neck as he bit down on her nipple just as his finger pushed inside her asshole.
"Ohhh godddd!! Ahh Ahh ahhhhh!" Sharon cried in a wreck of moans. Her body went rigid as her sex flooded her panties. Ben pulsed his finger in and out of her anus as his lips went blue, sucking on her nipple. Sharon went silent as the breath left her body and the silent orgasm nearly made her pass out. In a rush of air, Sharon sucked breath inside her and quickly pulled Ben's lips off her breast as if she was afraid the process was about to start again.
"God- baby, I... I'm...mmm..." Sharon mumbled as she held her head as if she had just woken up from a deep sleep and she was trying to gain her bearings. Her hand worked his shaft again, that was still throbbing in her palm. "Oh my god, honey, you weren't supposed to do that... I was supposed to make you cum, honey."
Ben's stepmother's hand pumped more quickly as her panted breaths neared Ben's lips. He felt her lift the absolutely soaked panties she wore and tuck the head of his cock beneath them. Ben felt the warm, thick, wet juices coating her pussy and hugging on the tip of his cock as she stroked him.
He groaned as he felt how warm she was. How slippery...
"Oh, god baby, your hard, young cock feels so good between mommy's thighs... I... ohmmm you're getting your mother horny again, baby... just... oh god..."
Sharon's hot breath bathed Ben's neck as she leaned into the crook of his neck, moaning. She pressed the tip of his shaft between her lips, dragging it up and down on her juicy clit as she stroked him.
Ben grunted and groaned and squirmed. Looking down, he saw his stepmother's breasts bouncing free as she writhed on him. Felt her hand pumping his shaft. The head of the cock was buried beneath her panties, swimming in her cum.
"Oh god yes, baby boy, cum for me. Cum for mommy," Sharon groaned in Ben's ear. He grunted back as his hands squeezed on his stepmother's back and ass tightly as he came hard. Flexing his shaft in her tight grip, Ben shot strings of hot cum across the lips of his own stepmother's pussy.
"Oh my god, good boy... shhhh it's okay, just lie still for mommy now," Sharon panted.
Ben breathed heavily as the world was a blur from the hardest orgasm he had ever felt. Slowly, he blinked away the blur as he regained control of his breathing. His dark bedroom came into focus as a lone figure appeared in his doorway that was open again. He saw the unblemished skin of the young, nubile woman. Her perky tits pointed towards him as the familiar face smiled at the sight of Ben holding his half naked stepmother tightly.
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Step Mother's Advice Rebound

Chapter 1

Sharon

Sharon felt Ben's body stiffen as they hugged. Pulling back, she saw him staring at something behind her, instinctively, she pulled a cover up over her chest as she turned around. In the doorway of Ben's room was Cynthia, Brittany's best friend since kindergarten. Cynthia stood in the dark room completely naked as she smirked confidently at the pair of them caught in such a compromising position.
"Cynthia!" Sharon tried to exclaim while scrambling to grab her white robe tossed on the floor and tie the sash closed around her naked body. "What are you doing down here?! You're not- we agreed... where are your clothes?" Sharon was off kilter in this very complicated, very messy situation, and wasn't sure if she should act like a mother, her son's lover, or friend.
"They're around the corner," Cynthia simply said, with her hands on her hips. "I thought maybe I could help."
"Help with what?" Ben asked, pulling the covers over his body higher than Sharon had.
"With you, silly," Cynthia said, stepping into the room.
Sharon could see and hear the uncomfortableness in Ben's movement and voice. The poor boy was so introverted that having two naked women in his bedroom was probably too much socializing for him. Sharon wasn't pleased that Cynthia had ruined her plans for this evening. The control she had and the dynamic she created with Ben was changed completely by Cynthia's presence.
Sharon had known Cynthia since she was a child which made this moment even stranger for her. Not that jacking off her 18 year old stepson didn't push her to her limits of comforts, but she had only known him a couple years and had always seen the way he stared at her when he thought she wasn't looking. He had also grown into being quite the attractive man. Though still more than a decade younger than him, she saw no long lasting harm in sharing her body and sexual wisdom with him if it meant boosting his confidence.
Cynthia on the other hand was a 20 year old woman- a gorgeous woman at that. Blond hair that reached down to the small of her back, beautiful big green eyes, and a curvy but fit hourglass figure.
Ben was probably throbbing again already underneath the covers just from looking at her.
Sharon wasn't sure what Cynthia had a specific change to their plan in mind but her coming downstairs definitely wasn't in the original. She thought about leaving and even moved for the door a step or two but was halted, first by Cynthia's gaze. It was a leering look filled with tease and seductiveness. She was very familiar with the look. Sharon, who was an avid dresser in skimpy, low cut tops, had collected her fair share of admirers in her life- though, all from a distance. Something Sharon had difficulty with was selecting the trusted one to go to the next step with her. A set back that had been detrimental to her love life over the last years.
One thing she was not used to was seeing the familiar look of seduction aimed at her from a woman. A naked woman who was half her age and naked, too.
"I'll give you guys some-" Sharon started but was beckoned over to the bed by Cynthia swiftly with a nod of her head telling Sharon to stay and not to go.
Sharon followed Cynthia over to the bed. "Hey, Ben, how's it going?" Cynthia asked.
Ben looked up at her with shifty eyes, "good... you're um... naked..." Cynthia tore the covers free Ben's lap revealing his while thighs and limp cock between his legs.
"So are you," Cynthia said with a hooked smirk. Ben scrambled to cover himself but with a slap of his hand, Cynthia knocked his hands away. "Nuh uh, you don't get to touch," she said, lowering to her knees and patting the front of the bed, signaling for him to scoot forward towards her.
With an unsure look on his face, almost humiliated, Ben moved to the edge of the bed with his shoulders sunken and eyes averted from Cynthia's swaying breasts. Sharon moved behind the young woman, crossing her arms. She wasn't sure what Cynthia had planned but she didn't like how emasculated Ben appeared. This wasn't the plan.
"Hey- don't look away, don't you like the looks of my boobs?" Cynthia asked. "Here, go ahead and feel them." She guided his hands down to her chest where his warm palms cupped her breasts like he had just done with Sharon's. Mashing them together and rubbing on her nipple, Cynthia closed her eyes and hummed a note of approval as she giggled to herself. "Mmm... you're having quite the night, huh?"
For the first time that evening, Ben's eyes lit up and widened with recognition as he looked between Sharon and Cynthia. He was beginning to understand this was a coordinated act and not just some scene out of a porno. Cynthia short circuited the series of questions Ben looked like he wanted to ask by reaching between his thighs and beginning to stroke his limp cock. Gently pulling and pushing on his shaft, she awoke his 18 year old cock as her free hand rubbed up and down his thigh.
"Did you know I always had a thing for you?" Cynthia smiled beneath squinted eyes up at him. Ben's cock grew and thickened. Her palm with every stroke. His head swelled and pointed at her lips. "I mean, you're cute, trustworthy..." her pumps became more purposeful now that his shaft throbbed before her. She used her whole arm to work his erection. She bit her lip with eagerness as she watched the drip of precum escape the tip of his shaft. "Athletic body... you're gentlemanly... but none of that matters though, you know that right?"
Cynthia's lips hovered inches above his cock. Her tongue neared his shaft but she smiled and separated before touch each time. Either her words or her teasing focused his concentration on this erotic scene happening to him. "You can be the sexiest guy or the richest or the nicest guy, and no woman who isn't looking to get paid for her time will notice you without this one thing..."
Cynthia stuck out her surprisingly long tongue and, while holding his now flexing hard shaft, up to his belly, made a long and soft lick up the base of his shaft all the way to the tip. Her tongue snaked around the head of his shaft and Ben shuddered as she made a long tender lick across his urethra that culminated in a long drip of precum dangling and stretching between her tongue and his cock as she pulled away. Slurping his cum to her mouth, she licked her lips looking up at the starry-eyed boy. "If you don't have confidence in yourself, no girl can see you," she said.
Ben internalized her words and realized he was slouching because he quickly straightened his back. Almost immediately he was rewarded by Cynthia's thick red lips pressing down around the head of his cock. Her head bobbed slowly as her lips worked tight, wet circles on his shaft. Lowering and raising she blew his dick. When Ben, in his astonished moment of pleasure, scooted forward and spread his legs to give Cynthia a better angle, she must have liked that as well, because her eyes locked with Ben's as her stretched lips slid all the way down his shaft and held, deep throating him. The sight of her stepson's eyes rolling backwards in pleasure as he groaned did make Sharon wet, she had to admit.
Sharon felt fingers close around her ankle, beckoning her to move forward and lower herself beside Cynthia. Cynthia's playful fingers brushed and tickled up and down Sharon's ankle as she pulled free from his shaft gasping for air as she stroked his shaft. More to be polite than any other reason, Sharon complied, swiping the robe cloth she wore away from her legs as she knelt beside the much younger lady.
Despite her comfortability with sex and her wealth of experience she had gained over the years, Sharon had never been around another woman in a sexual way. Her college years never involved any experimentation. She never kissed a woman or specifically found a woman arousing per se. So when Cynthia retreated from Ben's shaft and, in a pumping motion, angled his cock towards her as if she was passing her something to try at a buffet dinner, Sharon had a few hesitations.
Letting the moment take her away, Sharon dove in. Wrapping her lips around the tip of his cock, Sharon was greeted with the swirl of tastes of Ben salty shaft and Cynthia residual saliva. Sharon's lips quickly worked her way up and down the length of her stepson and his moans filled her ears and wetted her pussy lips.
"Confidence, Ben, that's what that feels like," Cynthia said. She took Ben's hand and guided it down to Sharon's cheek. Cupping Sharon's cheek, Sharon felt Ben's hand slide back pulling Sharon's black hair out of her face and making a ponytail out of her natural curls. Sharon was so focused on the throbbing hard cock before she didn't think much about it. She felt the strength of his grip as he tightly held her hair back in a ponytail and guided her lips up and down his shaft.
Hands rubbed down Sharon's chest, warm in her robed shoulders then her neck. It wasn't until a hand slipped inside of her robe did Sharon realize it was Cynthia's hand. She stood behind Sharon and was hunched over as Ben fed his throbbing shaft to Sharon's lips. When Cynthia's hand caressed Sharon's breast gently like only a woman could, Sharon's eyes rolled backwards. Cynthia's fingers tenderly touched and played with her sensitive nipple which felt like a pulsating vibrator was pressed on her clit. Sharon felt her heart race the roller coaster of pleasure fill and fall from her belly.
Sharon wasn't far from orgasm when Cynthia's hands slid down to the sash of her robe. Undoing it, she peeled the robe from her shoulders. Sharon thought to protest- to pull away, and she might have if her stepson's hands weren't clasped around the back of Sharon head so firmly as his hips began to rise and fall as his cock fucked Sharon's mouth.
Naked and kneeling between her stepson's legs, Sharon felt Cynthia kneel behind her as the young woman's hands wrapped her hips exploring between her pale tender thighs. This was supposed to be an orchestrated plan executed against her stepson. If Sharon didn't know better, she would have thought that Cynthia and Ben were executing a plan on her.
Cynthia's hand pushed between Sharon's thighs to find her dripping wet pussy lips. Cynthia's finger slipped between her pussy lips causing Sharon to tense. Her fingers sliding along her wet flesh up and down, in and out.
It was more than Sharon could take. She wanted to scream. To cry out in moan but couldn't with her stepson's cock so deep in her mouth. Instead only a growl of a moan came out. The humming noise vibrates on Ben's shaft making him grunt. Cynthia's hot breath bathed her neck and ear as she felt the girl panting. Cynthia's free hand suddenly groped Sharon's breast, squeezing it and making a flood drip from between Sharon's legs. Cynthia circled Sharon's clit over and over again making Sharon's body to rock and writhe as the pleasure felt like a continuous bolt of lightning traversing her body.
The orgasm struck her so quickly and ignited her limbs she could do little else than kneel there and be face fucked by her stepson while the hands of her daughter's best friend molested her breasts and pussy, bringing to orgasm again and again. Twice Sharon's body went taut as she squirted on the floor in front of the bed as if she was a dog pissing in the house.
When the final orgasm finally relented she relaxed just in time to hear Ben's groans turn to strained grunts. His engorged cock spurted warm loads of cum on the back of his stepmother's tongue as he continued to fuck his shaft into her mouth until he began to go limp.
It was when Cynthia's hands fell away from her body and Ben's cock fell from her lips leaving a drip of semen on Sharon's chin did Sharon admire how exhausted and used she felt... and questioned why she loved it so much?
Chapter 2

Sharon


...2 Hours earlier...

"I mean, it was just open there on his desk," Sharon said, nearly spilling wine from the glass in her hand. "I felt bad for finding it. I felt sorry, but he left it clear as day out there..."
The girls were near death in laughter. Cynthia and Brittany were falling over another on Brittany's bed. Angela sat Indian styled on the carpet, clutching a bottle of wine in one hand and covering her teary eyes with the other.
"And his door was open! It's like he wanted me to find it!" Sharon exclaimed.
"Ohh god, oh my god..." Brittany said, trying to control her laughter. "Did you talk to him about it?"
"No, of course not," Sharon said. "I left his laundry on his bed and got out of there. I'm not going to tell him, 'hey, stepson, just so you know I saw your laptop open to stepmom porn in your room. Let's chat,' it's just odd."
Angela wiped the tears from her eyes. She wore an oversized t-shirt and underwear only which highlighted her thick thighs. Angela was Sharon's eldest daughter at 29 years old while Brittany was 19. Both were home for the summer from college and still pursuing their degrees.
"Maybe he was," Angela added as she took a drink of wine from the bottle.
"Was, what?" Sharon asked, standing in the doorway. She hadn't planned on staying, she just stopped into Brittany's bedroom to say 'hi' to Cynthia who was sleeping over for the weekend.
"Maybe he was trying to have you find it, maybe he wanted to get caught," Angela shrugged.
"What like a porn scene?" Sharon laughed. "I walk in on my stepson masturbating to milf porn and then have sex with him? Is that how men think it works?"
"That's how men 'hope' it works," Angela corrected. "Trust me men will try and find a way to make any scenario end with them getting sex." Sharon had raised her daughter to be very open and free spirited with their sexuality. She credits them for being on birth control early and using protection with sex with unfamiliar people. Sharon always talked sex with them, or in the instance of her current husband, the lack of sex.
Sharon wouldn't exactly be called depraved. In today's day and age there was, and she had, so many options of sex toys that with her husband's income she could handle her needs on her own. However, she did miss the touch of a man. With her estranged husband spending 9 months overseas on business trips, he and her were all but divorced at this point. While he has been quite the philanderer, Sharon chose celibacy for financial reasons. Mainly, if she got caught cheating, upon her divorce she would receive nothing.
Just another few months and Sharon would be married to Ben's father long enough to begin receiving alimony. But the notion of Ben, her husband's son, being interested in her sexually never truly occurred to her. Sure, she had seen the boy stealing glances at her low cut tops but all men did. Sharon looked at butts of cute guys on the street, that didn't mean she actually would go fuck them. But what if Ben actually was trying to create a circumstance to sleep with her? Sharon took a long drink of her wine as she stared at the back wall of Brittany's room.
"Look at her," Brittany smiled. "She's actually thinking about it!"
"Why not?" Cynthia chimed in. "Ben's cute, nice, funny- if I needed to get a Dick fix, he'd be the one I went to."
Brittany made a shocked expression but couldn't hide the smirk as she slapped her best friend's arm. "Cynthia! I forbid you from hooking up with my brother!"
"What? It's not like he's your actual brother and it sounds like your mom's divorcing his father soon anyways so-"
"Man, listen to her," Angela giggled. "She really thought this through."
"Are you actually interested in Ben?" Brittany asked, with the playfulness in her voice straightening.
Cynthia's eyes darted about before her face broke into a smile, "I'm just fucking with you- Sharon should be getting asked that question."
"No, don't be gross," Sharon swiped her hand at the seated girls.
"It's not gross," Cynthia said. "It's not like he's your actual son."
Angela nodded, "plus, he's leaving for college next week and you'll be divorced from his dad, who he hates too, before the school years are done. So you don't have to see him if you don't want. Like if it's weird."
"Plus he's super sweet," Brittany said with a pouty lip. "I always feel bad for him that he's going to college without ever having a girlfriend. He's so shy."
"Well..." Sharon hesitated.
"What?" Angela asked.
"Yesterday, Ben did ask me... he asked for my advice on how to get girls or get girls interested in him..."
Angela, Brittany, and Cynthia all smiled goofily as they looked at one another in silence for a moment before bursting into laughter.
"What?" Sharon yelled. "Don't laugh at him- that's mean!"
"We're not laughing at him, mom," Angela said. "He's trying to hook up with you."
"What?"
"Asking you the questions out of the blue, then leaving stepmom porn on his computer with the door open for you to see..." Brittany said. "He wants you."
Sharon felt her cheeks growing flush as she finished the wine. What started as a joke of a thought became increasingly more possible and erotic.
I can't be thinking about this? I have to stop this. I can't...
"Just go down there and talk to him about it," Angela offered.
"No, tell him the heaters broke and you need to cuddle for warmth!" Brittany giggled as she was obviously tipsy from the wine. Cynthia laughed at that idea.
"Okay, that's enough of this for now," Sharon decided, throwing up her hands. "Goodnight ladies, I'm going to sleep-"
"In who's bedroom?" Angela mused.
"Good night," Sharon patted her oldest daughter on her head as she laughed.
It was 10 minutes later or so when Cynthia came to Sharon's bedroom quietly. She glanced down the dark hallway as if to make sure she was spotted visiting Sharon's room and whispered with a smile.
"I told you guys, you can have as much of my wine as you like just no leaving the house ton-" Sharon said as she unmade her bed.
"No, not here for that- Brittany is already on the verge of passing out," Cynthia said. "I just wanted to say, I happen to have it on good authority that both Angela and Brittany wouldn't care if you fucked Ben and Ben would totally bang you- trust me... and its win-win. You clear your head and get to have sex with a man who's hot and not a douche and Ben gets a little experience and confidence before he goes to college."
Sharon felt the pull of possibility tug at her as everything Cynthia said made sense.
"It'd probably be the hottest night of Ben's life," Cynthia added. "Boys love this whole stepsister stepmother thing. All you have to do is say stepmom and they cum- trust me."
Sharon was shocked by Cynthia's bluntness. They had always talked about sex but this was the first time she presumed to give Sharon advice. Before Sharon could speak Cynthia dipped out of the room, whispering before she left. "Be a good stepmom and give your stepson what he needs."
And just like that. Sharon was left alone in her bedroom with the choice of either going to bed alone in her bed, or she could go downstairs to see her stepson...
Chapter 3

Sharon

Flipping the pancake over, Sharon shut the stove burners off as the bacon in the smaller pan to the side peaked in its sizzle and began to quiet. Sharon scraped the pan with the spatula and dumped the batch of bacon into the paper towel sheets she had on the table as the last pancake finished cooking. It was Saturday morning and a weekly tradition since getting married that Sharon cooked breakfast for her kids and stepson. A tradition that began to bring everyone together and get the family comfortable with another, now she wondered if they were too comfortable with another.



None of the kids had left their bedrooms yet, but Sharon could hear them stirring in their rooms. She had a twinge of anxiety chomping at her from the inside. She hadn't spoken to Cynthia since she had fingered Sharon to orgasm- nor had she spoken to Brittany since she allowed her best friend to finger her to orgasm. And Sharon hadn't spoken to Ben either since he came in and on her mouth last night. After the shockingly delightful experience, Cynthia left the room, gathering her clothes at the foot of the stairs, and Sharon left soon behind her, wiping her chin.
It was a strange experience. The vulnerability mixed with the control she felt. It was a surge of arousal after years of no sexual contact with another man. Sharon wasn't sure what to think or how to feel. Her stepson's feet jogging up from the downstairs made Sharon's anxiety spike. Her hands went cold and she felt a sting of sweat on the back of her neck as the nervousness set in.
What do I say to him? Do I act normal? I made breakfast as normal so I have to act normal. What is he asks- or apologizes... What if he wants to talk about last night? Just act in control. Like it's all part of the plan.
Ben topped the stairs at the entryway to the kitchen and opened the door. His eyes met Sharon's and immediately darted to the ground and back up to her, "hey," he said.
"Hey hun, how'd you sleep?" Sharon asked brightly with false confidence.
"Er- um fine... good, yeah, good. How about you?" Ben asked, sitting at the kitchen island.
"Good! Oh yeah, I slept great," Sharon said, retrieving plates from a cabinet and setting it down in front of him. Sharon's cheeks blushed when she noticed Ben's eyes dart down to her ample cleavage revealed from her black top. In an instant her mind was a blur of pornographic scenes involving her stepson swiping the counter clean of plates and him ravaging her body right then and there in the kitchen.
Sharon turned and made eye contact with Ben for a long moment. They shared the silence as their eyes met. The longer the moment held the faster Sharon's heart thudded like it could happen any second. She was ready to jump her stepson right then and there. But the accompanying sound of feet clattering down the upstairs stairs dampened her heart rate immediately.
"Smells good, mom," Angela said, stretching in her comfy hoodie as she snatched a piece of bacon to eat as she helped set the table.
"Get that last pancake, would you?" Sharon said as she pretended to look in the fridge for something. Allowing the refrigerator door to cover her red cheeks and hot face while it was cooled.
"Uugh... how can you two drink so much and not feel like death???" Brittany grumbled as she was the last one to stumble down the stairs. While Sharon's daughters wore sweatpants and baggy hoody's, Sharon couldn't help but notice Cynthia's skimpy form fitting top that revealed her belly button. A look that was complete with her bright pink short shorts that revealed her round bubble butt.
"We didn't drink as much as you," Cynthia said as she gave a smile to Sharon. Reaching for the orange juice, Sharon stepped back and noticed her stepson glancing at Cynthia's protruding ass.
"Wow, look at you," Angela said, dropping the last pancake onto a tall stake that she placed at the center of the island countertop. "Got a hot date today, Cyn?"
"Hmm? No, I just didn't drink a whole bottle of wine by myself so I could wake up on time," Cynthia said, smirking at Brittany. Brittany, who barely had her eyes open, replied by giving her friend the middle finger.
Sharon took a deep breath and having felt sufficiently cooled down, sat down on her stool with everyone else and ate breakfast. Aside from a few stray glances and smirks from Ben and Cynthia, the meal was free of awkwardness. Everyone ate their pancakes and laughed at Brittany's hangover including Brittany.
It was strange being caught in the erotic circle with Ben and Cynthia. Sharon cared about both of them very much. She wanted the best for them in life and would do anything for them, but she didn't have any special attraction to either one of them. Sharon didn't lie awake last night imagining a life with either of them. She laid awake all night and fantasized about Ben fucking her until her legs shook. She imagined Cynthia finger fucking her until Sharon's knees gave out. It was a strange primal addiction. Sharon wasn't a lesbian or bisexual but just the thought of being sexually fondled by another woman while a man also had his way with her made her wet.
It was all too messy and complicated. Sharon decided she needed to clear her head after breakfast. While her kids lounged around the house and packed things for the move to college, Sharon went to the gym and tried to sweat out her frustrations. Afterwards, she showered at the gym and went out window shopping alone for the afternoon. The distance and small purchases felt as though they put a forgetful memory between her and the erotic complications she had left at home.
They would all be gone at school come Monday anyways, Sharon thought on the drive home. They'll have the time of their lives- Ben with his freshmen year and Brittany and Cynthia in their sophomore year... who knows? Maybe Ben and Cynthia will find an interest in another.
Sharon dropped her shopping bags in the kitchen as she tossed her car keys on the counter. He black hair was still partially wet from her gym shower earlier. She went upstairs to her bedroom to change into something she could relax in around the house for the evening.
Ben doesn't need anymore of a confidence boost from me. He's a cute guy with a very nice cock... Sharon allowed her memory and imagination intertwine as she had a blitz of erotic images fill her mind. She shook the thoughts free at the top of the stairs.
He'll be fine without any encouragement from me. I'll just avoid being alone with him for the next two days.
Sharon opened her door and turned on the lights to see Ben laying on her bed naked with a massive erection and a pair of Sharon's black panties strewed across the head of his cock.
Chapter 4

Ben

Ben's engorged shaft throbbed as he looked wide eyed and dumb faced at his stepmother standing in her own door returning the same look at his naked body. He knew he should be less shocked to have been caught by his stepmother when he was laying in her bed naked, but he still was.
The sting of sweat pierced the back of his neck as heat flushed his cheeks and panic sent his heart into a rapid thump in his chest. His eyes darted down to his member that still wore a pair of his stepmother's black panties strewed across his head. Ben quickly threw the panties on the floor and went to cover his shaft with the comforter.
"Hey! Not so fast mister!" Sharon yelped, stepping into the room. The door swinging and latching shut behind her. "You don't get to Jack off to my panties AND ruin my good comforter with your junk- I just washed them."
From the foot of the bed Sharon scooped the covers from Ben's hands and tossed them to the opposite side of the mattress. Now, with nothing to even shield himself, he was completely exposed. His throbbing hard cock bobbed with each involuntary flex. There was a moment when Sharon seemed unsure of herself. Like she questioned if she should just leave the room or if she should stay.
The moment slipped away almost as quickly as her fingers slipped around his shaft. Stroking Ben's cock, he admired his stepmother's thick breasts beneath her black form fitting top. She had been at the gym, Ben knew because her long black hair was slightly damp as it hung over her shoulder and he could tell by the size of her breasts beneath her top that they were restrained by a sports bra.
He watched his stepmother stroke his shaft a few times while she licked her lips. Stealing a final glance up at Ben while wearing her wicked smile, Sharon flicked all of her hair over one side of her shoulder before lowering her lips to his shaft. Her full lips pushed softly on the tip of his cock keeping constant soft pressure on his sensitive skin. When her tongue snaked around the head of his shaft, Ben squirmed and grunted as his stepmother tongued his cock like a pro.
Sharon swiped her hair neatly over her shoulder as her head bobbed up and down again as she tongued and sucked his cock. Unbuttoning her shirt, Sharon popped her lips off of his cock, licking her lips as she panted while leering at Ben with a seductive smile on her wet lips.
"You've got such a wonderful cock, baby..." Sharon giggled as she crawled towards Ben on the bed. Through her dangling open shirt Ben could see the long line of cleavage. "I can see you've got that confidence Cynthia was talking about..." Sharon teased, her hand reverse gripped and stroked his shaft slowly. "How about advice... you still looking for advice from mommy?"
Ben's heart fluttered in his chest at his stepmother's soothing voice and familiar touch. All he could do was nod as he looked up at his mother who hovered over him. Peeling her shorts from her legs, Ben saw for the first time his stepmother's tight trimmed bush as she swung her leg over Ben's hips. The tip of his cock brushed against her ass cheeks as she tossed her shirt to the side leaving only her black sports bra restricting her heavy breasts.
Sitting back down as she fed the tip of his throbbing cock into her pussy lips. Like slicing into a cake, Ben's cock pierced Sharon's pussy slowly. "Aahhooohhhh... god..." Sharon groaned as the head of his cock pushed inside her. Arching her back, she slid down further his shaft until he was all the way inside his stepmother. The wide eye, high eye brow, and open mouthed look of shock on her face was a sight he wanted to remember. An image he never wanted to forget. It was the sexiest look he had ever seen.
"Oh god, baby, you know how naughty this is... you fucking your mommy like this, huh? Your stepmom fucking her son. You know how- ahhh... you know how naughty mommy is?" Sharon gasped as she slowly raised and fell on his hard cock. "Oooo, baby, you're so hard for mommy. How long were you in her stroking that fucking dock and thinking about mommy? You were stroking your fucking dick in your mother's bed? Ohhh Jesus... when did you get so fucking big, baby?"
Sharon's fingers pressed into Ben's chest and the tips of her hair brushed his cheeks as she panted slowly. Looking down into her stepson's eyes she bit her lip, "mmmm... you want some advice on how to get a girl and keep her? Aahhmm..." she cooed as her tight pussy slid back down his shaft. Her fingernails dug into Ben's bare chest as she whispered. "Fuck mommy's naughty pussy and I'll tell you," Sharon said.
Not needing anymore coaxing, Ben bucked his hips slowly and clumsily, pushing his shaft inside his stepmother. She instantly moaned and closed her eyes. His chaotic hips pulled out and raised backup making high pitched yelps escape her lips.
"Fffuckk..." Sharon gasped as she focused down on her stepson. "Like- Ahh like this, baby."
Sharon guided his large hands to her hips and Ben's fingers brushed and squeezed her thick ass and thighs. "Slowly... slowly at first... yess baby, just like that..."
Ben slowed his pace and watched his mother rock up and down on his cock. Heard her coo and squeak with every slow firm thrust. Felt her soft skin as he slid his hands around her hips and squeezed her ass cheeks. "Oh, god ba- yes, yes- fuck me just ahhmmm."
"Just like that!" Sharon cried out as she grinded her pussy on his shaft over and over again. "Oh god- yes... harder now- fuck mommy harder now, baby!"
Keeping the rhythm he had Ben began to flex his thighs as he fucked up into his stepmom faster. He watched as her large breasts bounced together up and down in her sports bra with every thrust. Her black sports bra nearly smacked her chin as she bounced on him. "Jesus- god! Ah Ahh... yes, fuck mommy ahmmm! Fuck mommy like a man, not like a boy- you're a ahhh!"
Ben felt the surge of energy and aggression from the sound of his tender begging mother. Her sweet voice demanded sternness. His fingers dug into her bare ass as he gritted his feet thrusting hard up inside her. Sharon's fingers fumbled at her sports bra trying and failing to pull it off her body. Without thought, Ben aggressively groped at the tight elastic band of the fabric. His stepmother collapsed against his chest as he pulled at the hands from her back. Her limp body folded on top of him. Kissing his neck. Panting her hot breath on his shoulder. When he peeled her clinging sports bra free from her chest, Ben felt his stepmother's heavy breasts fall loosely against his chest.
Looking up at his stepmother as she clamored up right, pressing on his chest was the most glorious sight Ben had ever seen. Sharon's pale white breasts, heavy, round, and perfect jiggling between her arms where she recovered, but Ben gave her no rest. Immediately, Ben bucked into her pussy. Thudding his cock deep inside of her, he felt her hot pussy juices flow around his shaft as he squished inside her.
"Ahhhagghh! Oh fuck, oh fuck- yes yes yes!" Sharon cried out. "Fuck me baby, fuck mommy- yes yes! Oooh god!"
Sharon's fat tits bounced wildly between her arms. Her thick ass slammed down just as hard as Ben thrusted up into her. The sound of their bodies colliding was a loud thud of skin and meat pounding each other as Sharon's grunts became primal and animalistic.
The sight of his naked mother riding his cock, the feel of her desperate fingers clinging to his arms, and the sound of her dirty words brought a surge of excitement to his head and the head of his cock. Ben reached up with one hand and groped his stepmother's right bouncing breast. Pinning it to her chest and squeezing it as he thumbed her nipple, Sharon broke down into a mess of screams.
"Oh my god you're gunna make- you're gunna make mommy c- ughhh... I'm cumming I'm cumming!" Sharon screamed as her thighs went tight to his hips and her body trembled. His cock filled her up and went numb as he jabbed it inside his stepmother. Flexing hard, he shot long spurts of cum inside her soft warm pussy.
Sharon spasmed and seized on Ben's chest as he grunted and groaned as the orgasm and his hard on refused to stop. Ben felt his cock twitch and flex inside his stepmother as he stared at the attached bathroom door and realized his stepmom just took his virginity.
Chapter 5

Ben

Ben stumbled down stairs to his bedroom exhausted. First, dealing with Cynthia and then his stepmother had put his system into overdrive. He felt like after getting his license, instead of getting a Toyota Camry, like he had, he was immediately shoved into a race car and forced to drive at top speed. I need a break. I need to think this through. I haven't even packed for college yet and I'm leaving in days.
Ben walked over to his desk and grabbed at his limp cock through his pants, adjusting himself.
"Whatchya got there?" Angela's voice started Ben and made him jump.
"Holy shit," Ben turned, startled to see Angela lurking at his bed. "Angela, you- you scared me." Ben said letting go of his crotch. Angela stood and walked over to him. Without notice she reached out and massaged his crotch gently through his pants.
"Awww... is maybe baby brother's cock all tired?" Angela said in child speak as she reached into his pants and reverse gripped his limp cock. Her pink cheeks and glassy eyes were evident with how drunk she must have been.
Angela by no means was overweight or unattractive- quite the opposite, actually. Unlike Brittany and Cynthia who obsessively went to the gym everyday to take selfies of their butts and semi-sexual videos of their workouts, Angela led a much more leisurely life which gave her a very sexy hourglass body type. Thick hips, slender waist, and ample, natural, curvy breasts.
It was common knowledge that Angela's longterm boyfriend was a pushover. A soft spoken man like Ben, but unlike Ben he had the sex drive of a kitten. It was a common enough complaint between Angela and her mom and sister that even Ben knew of it. She often debated the pros and cons of breaking up with him since her physical needs hadn't been met in years.
"Aww... you so soft baby brother... your cock is like a thick piece of rope," Angela giggled as she half stroked, half whipped his limp cock from side to side as it arched down. "What? Do you not think I'm attractive?" Angela asked as she pulled one of her large breasts from the V neck of her shirt. The fat breast was white, luscious, with the smallest stretch marks on the bottom side of it. Angela groped her own breast and pinched her own nipple pulling it out as she bit her lip. "Mmm... or is it because you just fucked my mother upstairs? Hmm? Is that why my baby brother is so soft right now?"
Angela must have saw the shock in Ben's eyes because she giggled and smiled seductively as she bit her lip. Her grip on his shaft tightened as she stroked his shaft faster with more purpose. Ben grunted as he felt a jolt filled his shaft as it began to harden.
"That's right, oh you didn't think I heard you making her moan upstairs?" Angela asked. "You think I'm just okay with you- you fucking my mother?"
Ben recalled the advice from his stepmother- the advice from Cynthia as he looked down at his stepsister stroking his shaft. His eyes staring at her bare breast between them.
"Angela, are you drunk?" Ben asked, already knowing the answer. Her cheeks were red as kool aid and her breath smelled of the fruitiness of whatever she had been drinking mixed with the cut of vodka. It surprised him since it wasn't much past 6pm and Angela wasn't a big drinker. Which meant her drunkenness was deliberate.
"Just a little bit, why?" Angela giggled. "You want a taste?" Angela said as she leaned in and kissed him quickly. Ben tasted his older sister's cold fruity lips and as her tongue pressed into his mouth and they swirled together he found the bite of vodka still on her taste buds.
Angela's eyebrows danced higher as she felt his erection strengthen and his girth fill her slender palm. "Mmmmm..." she moaned into him as she kissed them harder.
The absurdity of the moment came and went in Ben's mind. How could this be happening? First my stepmom Sharon, then Cynthia, now Angela? All in the same weekend...
A very small part of Ben wanted to stop kissing and ask Angela, and every other woman in the house in fact, what the hell was going on and why this was happening. But he also didn't want to be an idiot and look a gift horse in the mouth, as they say.
Almost as fast as Ben grabbed Angela's body to pull her deeper into the kiss did Angela get to work tearing off her clothes. Her shirt was tossed on the floor beside his bed revealing her pink bra and her ample breasts exploding over top of the bra. Ben gripped and squeezed her left breast as the bra was freed and fell to the floor. Ben's cock stirred in Angela's grip as she pumped his shaft at the sight and feel of her curvy plump breasts. He remembered Cynthia's word of advice: confidence.
It was a struggle to be something he was not. Nothing about Ben proliferated confidence. He was a timid boy who was a people pleaser. But he knew the best way to please Angela was through Cynthia's advice. Confidence. Ben's thoughts turned to the porn videos he'd seen over the years. Videos of loud, annoying male porn actors were near abusive to their costar. But he found the few memories of actors he admired and was jealous of. Good looking men who were confident but not arrogant. In control but not harsh.
Angela slid her panties and gray yoga pants down and had one of her legs free from the waistband when Ben abruptly turned her around and pushed her over his desk. Angela yelped as she caught herself with her hands on the edge of the desk and giggled some as she stumbled to stay on her feet. Her giggles worried Ben. Was she laughing at me? Am I being ridiculous?



Ben pushed through. Fake it till you make it. He guided his shaft to Angela's pussy and pierced her dripping wet lips with his swollen head. "Ahhohhh..." Angela moaned as she hung her head low. Ben was about to slam his cock inside her- this being the first time he had ever fucked a woman doggy style, but then he remembered what Sharon had said. Slow at first. Steady and gentle.
Slowly, he pushed every inch of his shaft inside her. Feeling her warmth and heat engulf him bit by bit. Ben's naked stepsister flipped her head along with her hair back with a moan and whined, "oh god, don't tease me. Fuck me harder!"
"No," the word came out of him as if someone said it. "I'll fuck you the way I say."
"Mmmmmugh," Angela whined a moan of protest as combed her long brown hair over her shoulder with her hand. Ben grabbed her shoulder with one hand and smacked her thick, fat ass cheek with one hand as he pressed his shaft completely inside her. "Ohhh yeah..."
Pulling out he slowly pushed back inside, seeing and feeling the eagerness of her ass pressing back against him. Twice more he smacked her ass cheek. "Ohhh ya, baby brother, smack that fucking ass!"
With slow forceful thrusts, Ben bucked his hips penetrating her pussy several times with his flexing shaft as she growled and whined for more. It was when her begging moans peaked and became near unbearable sounding that Ben's hand clasped tightly on her shoulder and her hips as he began to fuck his older stepsister harder.
"Oh god yes, yes, yes! Ohhh fuck me," Angela demanded. Ben's cock pounded inside her pussy at a hard, steady pace. The clapping of their bodies filled the basement room as Angela struggled to grip the desk. "Ahh Ahh Ahh Ahh oh god- don't stop!" Angela moaned.
Ben was so focused on keeping them upright and gripping her body he could truly appreciate how hot the moment was. His curvy sister's body- her thick thighs, fat ass, and plump breasts bouncing and jiggling with every hard thrust.
"Ohm meh gawdyes!" Angela suddenly gasped in a desperate cry. Her head tucked down in concentration. "Oh godimcumming!" Her words came out together in a guttural groan. When Ben kept on fucking her at the same hard steady pace Angela went silent as her upper body collapsed against his desk. Her breasts flat against the table top, her back arched so her ass pointed back at him.
"Ohmygod! Yes! Yes! Jesus Christ!" Angela grunted through grinded teeth. What surprised Ben more than Angela, he thought, was that he didn't cum. After rebounding so quickly after having sex with Sharon it seemed his stamina had improved.
A thin layer of sweat formed on Ben's brow and chest as he pounded Angela's pussy raw. His flexing shaft was stiff and filled her up with each thrust. His breaths and moans were ragged and animalistic. Angela's legs were feeble and weary. Ben's hand gripped a fist full of Angela's hair as he pulled back slowly craning her neck back and arching her back for him.
"Ah ah ah ah Ahh oh fuck yes, baby brother- fuck your ohh Ahh fuck your fucking sister like the whore she is!" Angela cried. Ben slapped her ass again twice more. "Yes, oh... my... god..."
Ben tightened on her hair and her sweaty hips as he pelted his shaft inside her hard. The pace was furious as he gritted his teeth and flexed his abs pounding her. Angela's luscious breasts bounced haphazardly, smacking into another and the desktop as she gasped for air. Ben held his sister's hips up with one hand when her thighs went limp as he felt her pulsating pussy tighten on his cock.
"Oohhgodddd!" Angela exploded as Ben's cock fell from her pussy and her juices squirted down her legs and his. She shrunk down to her hands and knees, collapsing in front of the desk as she panted. "Ohfuu- it it won't stop. I I can't- mmmmmnahh," Angela mouthed as she writhed on the floor through the continuous orgasm.
It wasn't until Angela's orgasm finally passed and she began taking deep breaths to calm herself did Ben hear a whimper from his doorway. Without thinking, he walked over there. His hard cock still swinging between his legs.
"Oooomm," the high pitched whimper came again and he saw even Angela had sat up from her place on the carpet to see what that sound was.
Ben opened the bedroom door and saw the young woman wearing a white top with no bra that exposed her hard nipples piercing through her shirt. She had a cornflower blue short skirt that was flipped up to her belly with her knees spread eagle. Cynthia's slender fingers were fast at work on her clit, rubbing viciously on it. Ben saw her beautiful eyes pinched shut and her free hand clasped over her open mouth trying and failing desperately to muffle her escaping moans.
"Is someone there?" Angela's exhausted voice sounded concerned.
Ben looked back at his naked stepsister then back at Cynthia who was still riding her orgasm. Ben smirked and thought of one word. Confidence.
And With that he reached down and startled Cynthia into a gasp as he grabbed her arm to bring her in his room.
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Part III
Chapter 1

Cynthia


...36 hours Earlier...

Cynthia was euphoric for many reasons as she knelt on the carpet. Her ring and middle finger were drenched in her pussy juices as she circled the lips of her sex repeatedly, a jolt of pleasure flooded her mind with every pass.
I'm so glad Ben's bedroom is in the basement, she thought. He gets so few intruders like me that he is willing to jack off in his room with the door cracked open.
Cynthia was hidden in the darkness just outside Ben's bedroom cracked door. A familiar enough spot she had been in over the years. The stairs were right beside his door as well, Cynthia would sometimes sneak away from her best friend, Brittany just to quietly go down stairs and sit there listening to Ben play video games or talk on the phone. She wasn't exactly sure when she began her infatuation with Brittany's little brother, but she knew now it was more than just a phase. She was in love.
Ben wasn't Brittany's real little brother, of course, their parents married a few years back so it was more like a new guy friend had found their way into their group of friends. He was awkward at first, but as the years went on Cynthia began to find herself yearning for Ben's calming presence when she was away from him. At first she thought it was a sign to hangout with Brittany more but Cynthia was already at her house everyday to avoid her own broken and unstable home. Her father used to beat her and her older brother until he died of a heart attack. Cynthia's older brother had been locked up for dealing drugs for years now, and her mom spent more time than not drunk and passed out on the couch of their apartment. Brittany's rich stepfather's house was an oasis of normality, but Ben, more than that, was one of the few men that was respectful in her life and treated her like a lady.
It was partially her fault, Cynthia knew, but the rest was men's doing. So many of them were dogs. And not cute, fluffy, lovable dogs, but wild untamed strays that trot around looking for something to hump or fight and that's all. She rewarded the behavior, though. Encouraged even. Ever since her body had developed into the luscious curvy yet trim body she had now, all the men flocked to her. Sexually, she quickly found her attraction, in some sick twisted-Freudian mishap, that she was attracted to the bad treatment.
In bed, Cynthia loved the hair pulling, ass slapping, choking, and dirty talk.she could explain it, all she knew was the treatment made her cum faster and harder than anything. The only problem was, of course, the same men would of course be a piece of shit in everyday life, as well. Brittany would often ask why Cynthia dated such assholes and why she didn't find a nice guy...
Maybe I have...
Cynthia plunged her two fingers into her pussy that slurped wet sounds with every fuck of her fingers. A sound that made her freeze, concerned he might hear it. But the headphone he had on and the porn he watched must've drowned out the sound she made. Ben was now 18 years old which meant he finally was legally looking at porn, not that Cynthia was much older at 19 years old. She couldn't see the video he watched but she saw the shadow on the monitor of a large breasted woman riding a large man.
Cynthia chewed on her lip as her eyes darted between Ben's face and his long cock. She tried to match her fingers fucking her pussy to the strokes of his shaft. As if every stroke of his shaft was him pumping it inside her pussy. She had longed to be fucked by Ben for some time now. It was an off the wall fantasy at one point but now it was a desire she needed. She must have him. The thought of his cock exploding inside her pussy. Shooting his sticky cum deep inside her.
Cynthia's fingers vibrated on her clit over and over as her eyes rolled back into her skull and the pleasure overcame her. She orgasmed three times before Ben finally shot his load into a clump of tissues in his palm. Cynthia heard the moans explode from the porno when Ben accidentally disconnected his headset. The big breasted woman cried out fakely, "Oh, yes, son! Fuck your stepmommy right in her pussy!"
Ben scrambled to close his laptop before the moans rang through the house. Cynthia retreated and hid before she could be spotted by a now paranoid Ben. Sneaking back upstairs, Cynthia couldn't help but toy with an idea. If Ben desires his stepmom... maybe he should get her...
Chapter 2

Cynthia

"Hey," Cynthia said, startling Ben from his phone on his bed.
"Oh, sorry, hey," Ben said sitting up right. "What's up?"
Cynthia giggled at how quickly and easily Ben always apologized. You know, all he really needs is a spine and he might be the perfect man. "Your mother wants you to bring up any laundry you need done. She's putting in a load."
"Right, thanks," Ben said, scooping a few items of dirty clothes off the ground and tossing them into a laundry bag he had at the foot of his bed.
"You should enjoy it while it lasts," Cynthia smirked. "Once you're off at college you're going to be all on your own."
"What? You will be there," Ben said. "I thought you'd take over doing my laundry."
"In your dreams." Cynthia laughed. "What are you up to today?" Cynthia asked.
"Oh, I just was going to meet up with some friends. You know, last time I'd see them for a bit after I leave next week. but I'd be back later tonight."
"Anyone else you have to say bye to?"
"Not really," Ben shrugged. "Short list."
"So, no new girlfriends then?" Cynthia asked with a twist in her hips. Her pencil skirt lifted some as she moved.
Ben retreated, stepping back as his face cheeks reddened, "What? Um. Uh no, nothing- no girlfriends."
Cynthia smiled and leaned back against the door frame to his bedroom. The girlish smile drawn across her lips, her shirt raised up above her belly button, and her skirt inched up her thigh as her foot leaned back against the door frame. Cynthia caught Ben's eyes dipping below her eye line as he drank in her body. Ben was such a polite boy, him even having inappropriate thoughts about her caused Ben to feel ashamed. He looked down and fumbled with his stack of old high school papers on his desk.
"You know, you're a good looking boy," Cynthia said. "You don't need to be single for the rest of your life."
"I'm not- I mean, I won't," Ben said defiantly.
"You know, your stepmom has been talking about you. She even said she couldn't believe you were still single. She said how good looking you are, and how she'd like to give you some advice, you know, some like, pointers about relationships, but she didn't want to be too forward about it." Cynthia shrugged. "Maybe you should ask her about some advice at some point..." Cynthia turned to leave the room as she saw Ben pondering her words. With a final smirk she said, "just a thought..." before disappearing up the stairs.
Cynthia hung out up stairs with Brittany for some time just watching TV in her room. She listened to Sharon loading the washer downstairs. Time passed before she heard Ben's car start and leave the driveway. About the time Sharon was switching the load of laundry into the dryer, Cynthia snuck back down stairs into the basement. Opening Ben's laptop she looked up the website history on his browser. She found a slew of video all filled with curvy stepmom's being fucked hard by strong, muscle bound men. Men Ben wishes he could be like...
Cynthia found a particularly sexy video that was rather long and positioned the laptop so that it faced the open bedroom door. Pressing play, she looked at her phone and thought she timed it out right. The dryer should finish any minute, giving Sharon enough time to fold the clothes and come down here to drop off Ben's clean clothes as she normally does.
The video was 39 minutes long. She turned the video volume up so that it was definitely noticeable when Sharon came into the room. Cynthia found herself hesitating as she thought about leaving the bedroom. Was this a good idea? What if it didn't turn out as I thought? Is this what I really want?
The buzzer on the dryer went off indicating it was done. Leaving Ben's door open, Cynthia quickly snuck back up the stairs before Sharon came to finish folding the laundry. She was committed now.
Chapter 3

Cynthia

Breakfast was filling and exactly what Cynthia needed. The orange juice took the edge off of the slight hangover she had from the night before. It still was as surreal as any dream or fantasy she ever had. Glancing at Ben and Sharon when they weren't looking, Cynthia saw the awkward looks they gave another and their strange demeanor. Last night really happened...
The thought that she successfully orchestrated a mini threesome of sorts between her, Sharon, and Ben while Brittany and Angela passed out drunk was surreal. Almost as surreal as Cynthia having fingered Sharon last night.
Cynthia wasn't a lesbian. At least she didn't think she was a lesbian. She's never been attracted to women before in her life. Sure, to make the boys freakout before she and Brittany have kissed and touched each other. It never meant anything. It was just for shock value. Brittany and Angela were Cynthia's best friends. She didn't want to do anything to jeopardize their relationship, but at the same time she saw something in Ben. Something that was real and true. She saw a man she didn't just want to fuck, but a man she could see dating, living with... maybe even spending my life with...
Cynthia was risking much for this chance, she knew that, but what she didn't anticipate was her urges overtaking her like they did the night before. Having successfully manipulated Ben and Sharon into the same room for sex last night. Cynthia could help her horny curiousness. Huddled in her familiar spot outside Ben's door crouched at the foot of the stairs, she teased and tortured her own pussy for what felt like hours while Sharon and Ben navigated a real life episode of an online stepmom porn scene. The soft moans that escaped Sharon's lips made Cynthia swoon almost as much as the deep growls of Ben as he entered his stepmother.
To be true, Cynthia couldn't believe the two of them didn't hear her through the door. Her face was flushed to a sweaty temperature and the erotic moment had surged to a level she didn't plan for. Any reason or logic she possessed was gone. Drunk on horniness, Cynthia entered the sexual swarray in Ben's room without a thought. She fingered Sharon's pussy without hesitation. Cynthia nearly came watching Ben's long hard cock devoured by his stepmother, then only for him to cum on her face. God, Ben must've been in heaven last night.
The uncomfortableness between the three of them were equally matched, which was a good thing. It meant neither one of them were horrified or upset about what happened, but all of them knew the ramifications of what it could mean. Of what could happen if Brittany found out about Cynthia and Ben. If Angela or Brittany found out about Sharon and stepson. How would they react? How would anyone react? Why does doing something that felt so right, feel so wrong, too?
Sharon left to go about her day, hurrying off to the gym and the store to put distance between her and the house and those who lounged about the house. Brittany and Cynthia spent most of the morning and afternoon laying around the couch watching trash TV. Angela had to go see her man which she seemed especially annoyed about so she disappeared for several hours. It was sexually infuriating and frustrating laying on the couch and imagining Ben down stairs all by himself. He was alone. He was hiding like the nice, shy boy he was. Maybe he was even stroking his shaft right now? Thinking of me coming down there and finding him, just like in one of the porn vids he watches. I was so close to his cock and yet I didn't taste it last night. I didn't feel it inside me. He could be fucking me right now. I could be downstairs wrapping my legs around his hips and force him to cum inside me.
Cynthia rubbed her thighs together under her sweatpants and hoody she wore. She had to think about something else. She had to focus on something else because she was starting to pant. Sooner or later Brittany is going to ask why she was constantly flush and sweaty and acting like a bitch in heat every time she was within 10 yards of her little step brother. Eventually, she would have to admit her intoxicating lust and love for Ben.
Cynthia didn't know how Brittany would take the news. She thought she would support Cynthia in most of her healthy relationships. Brittany was a good friend like that. And she liked her stepbrother almost like a gay best friend. Ben was a nice trusting guy who she felt like they could be roommates. In fact, that was even discussed since all three of them would be going to Boston University starting next week when Ben started college and Cynthia and Brittany returned for their sophomore year. Angela lived with her boy toy so she was out as a roommate, but the three of them could still live together.
It was Ben who turned down living with Angela and Brittany. He was too shy and reserved. He probably was afraid of the boisterous and loud girls cramping his style. Over shadowing him. Cock blocked him from getting his first girlfriend.
Brittany stood up and stretched, "I've got to go."
"Where?" Cynthia asked.
"I told you. I've got to pick up those clothes Sarah wants to get rid of. She wanted to get lunch and give them to me before I leave for school. You want to come with?"
Cynthia rolled her eyes, "you know better."
"Come on, you two need to make up," Brittany whined. "I can't be the ref between you two for the rest of my life. She's not that bad."
"No, I'm secretly hoping she just magically drops dead or disappears..." Cynthia rolled her eyes. "I thought you'd stop hanging out with her after high school."
"Well, she hasn't dropped dead yet," Brittany shrugged. "So you're just going to chill here all day instead?"
"I'll be okay, I'll find something to do," Cynthia shrugged.
Chapter 4

Ben

Ben packed his handfuls of luggage with clothes and electronics... to be honest he was only half paying attention to what he packed inside the bags. The various levels of distraction he had going on was insurmountable. Should I distract myself by thinking about my stepmom fucking me then me cumming on her face? Or how about my stepsister's best friend coming into my room naked and fingering my stepmother while she sucked my dick?
Ben didn't have a clue how things could happen and change so drastically over the past day. He had discussed leaving for Boston University early next week but now he was considering leaving first thing Monday. Hell, maybe even tomorrow. My apartment is ready. I can leave now before things get weirder between me and my stepfamily.
The cellphone vibrated in his jeans pocket and Ben looked at the screen.

Cynthia


Wyd?


Ben


Nothing. Y?


Cynthia


Brit wants you to get your clothes you left in your stepmom's room.


Ben


I didn't leave any clothes


Cynthia


She said they mixed up in laundry


Ben


Ok

Going upstairs, Ben was intent on avoiding Cynthia and Sharon as much as possible. Sharon should still be at the store or gym, wherever she went, and as long as Brittany was around Cynthia should not make things weird. Or any weirder than they already are.
Ben's plan was simple. Avoidance. If he could avoid them for the next 48 hours, this could all be another distant awkward memory. He didn't really care about what it meant for his father and stepmother. Frankly, he was convinced they'd be separated by the end of the year the way they were going at it usually. Of course he wanted to have sex with his stepmother, again. Of course, he wanted to see Cynthia naked, again. But at what cost? Ben had spent the entire afternoon weighing the pros and cons of trying to recreate what happened last night to happen again, and sure, it would be great if it happened and everyone stayed quiet and then his dad and stepmom separated. But what if they stayed together?
What if they were together for the rest of Ben's life and every Christmas for the next 50 years he would have to feel awkward and ashamed for this weekend? What if Brittany finds out and is filled with hate and anger towards Cynthia and Ben? Brittany, pathetically, was his best friend. Ben couldn't imagine his best friend hating him forever- and then having to see her every visit home for the rest of his life. He'd be risking potentially, permanent displeasure for a brief fleeting pleasure. No, I already know what the right thing to do is. I'm going to get my clothes. Go to my room. Close my door. And I'm going to hide for the next 24 hours. Then, I'll leave first thing Monday morning for college. I just need to make it through the next 24 hours...
Ben made it to the second story of the house having tiptoed around the living room where the TV played and, he assumed, Cynthia and Brittany still sat. Creeping into Sharon's bedroom, Ben saw a pile of his clothes on the corner of the large King size bed. He walked into the room to grab the pile and heard the door close behind him.
Startled, he turned around and saw Cynthia standing behind him with a devious smile on his lips. "Holy shit, you scared me," Ben half laughed.
"Stop, talking..." Cynthia said without explanation and Ben complied. He stood in a daze as he realized how much her appearance had changed since this morning. Cynthia's hair was taken from the pony tail it was in and was washed. The hoodie and sweatpants she once wore had been exchanged for a pink pair of booty shorts that barely covered the lower curve of her thick butt. Her white top was scrunched around her full breasts that bounced freely beneath her clothes without a bra. But the low cut V of her shirt left plenty to stare at as she approached.
Cynthia took the clothes from Ben's hands and tossed them on the floor. Leading him by the fingertips, she brought him around the foot of the bed, passed the master bathroom attached to the room, and sat him on the far side of the bed. Ben couldn't help but think, this was my dad's side of the bed. The thought gave him an uneasy pause as he followed along.
"You've been avoiding me," Cynthia said as she loomed over him. "Did you not want to talk about last night? Did you not like last night?"
"I... I... no, I liked it I just-"
"You just... Do you not think I'm attractive now?" Cynthia asked as she entered his personal space.
"No, I just- it's complicated, you know. And-"
Cynthia took Ben's hand and lifted it to her breast. Through her shirt, Cynthia held Ben's palm to her breast and he instinctively groped and mashed the breast into Cynthia's chest. He watched her eyes close and her mouth pant as her nipples hardened and protruded from her shirt. "It's complicated? Mmm... Is that your cock I see hardening against your jeans right now? Do you think I'm attractive?" Cynthia asked as she turned around and placed her butt against Ben's lap. Twerking to the left and the right, she held Ben's hand around her body on her chest as Ben felt her hair brush his cheek as she panted.



"Yes," Ben said simply as his cock throbbed against the fabric that separated Cynthia's ass and him. Turning back around Cynthia removed Ben's shirt, then unbuckled his belt, and unbuttoned his jeans.
Cynthia's hands grabbed at Ben's waistband as she bent over. Her breasts bounced before Ben's eyes as she smirked. "Do you want to fuck me?" Cynthia asked in a raspy whisper.
Stuck in a tense stare, Ben replied, "I do..."
With a pull of her arms, Cynthia pulled Ben's pants and boxers off of Ben, leaving him naked before her with his throbbing cock pointing up at her. Ben felt exposed and realized he was completely naked while Cynthia was fully clothed. He wanted to reach down and put on his clothes but then remember Cynthia just took them all off. I don't want to be rude. She took them off for a reason.
"Lay back," Cynthia said with a smirk on her face. Ben did with his arms at his sides and his cock pointing tall into the air. Cynthia took Ben's palm and thumbed a massage into the center of it for several seconds. "Why is it you don't then? Fuck me?"
"I- its complicated," Ben stuttered as he felt his hand guided between Cynthia's thighs. His fingers were placed at the crotch of her shorts and he felt the warm, tender crevasse of her pussy lips. The moist bunch of shorts and panties that was open to him. "I- I don't know if... I don't want to take advantage of you." Ben stuttered as his middle finger began to rub up and down the center of her crotch.
Cynthia bit her lip as her hips rocked back and forth slowly, riding his hand. Her small hand reached out and delicately touched the shaft of his cock. His dick reacted by flexing and releasing a small drop of precum at her touch. Petting him, Ben's heart raced as he watched Cynthia licked her lips as she stroked him.
"Ben," Cynthia said, looking him in the eyes. "Look at me... does it look like I'm being taken advantage of?"
Ben felt his mind slip down a slope of self degradation and vulnerability. Like he was on display for the world to see, stripped naked to see how truly pathetic he was. He wondered if this was what Cynthia was doing now. Maybe that was what she was doing last night, too. It was all an insult. A form of torture. An elaborate prank making fun of how pathetic he was.
Cynthia must've sensed his mind slipping from the moment and his body retreating from her touch, because she moved onto him now. Onto the bed, she swung a leg over his hips and straddled him. Ben watched her pull her shirt off tossing it to the side of the bed and her luscious 19 year old breasts fall and bounce before him.
Cynthia looked down on him with passion in her eyes and something else. Something he had never seen before. Not truly. "Do I look like I want you?" She asked. Without waiting for a reply asked again, "then why don't you take me?"
Cynthia rubbed her hand up and down the center of Ben's chest while her other hand wrapped around the hard cock that flexed between her thighs. Stroking softly, she stared into his eyes as she stroked him over and over again. Her gentle fingers felt like a massage on his cock as the playful, goofiness that Ben had been used to seeing in Cynthia was gone. Her expression was of caring, of concern, and desire. With tender eyes she looked down at Ben as she stroked his cock with a look he had never seen. Cynthia looked at Ben with love in her eyes.
Ben's heart quickened as his cock flexed and stiffened in her palm. She was rubbing his pre-cum that leaked from his tip up and down his shaft. He was so close to cumming in Cynthia's hand when she suddenly stopped. Kissing up his chest, she kissed his neck, then sucked on his earlobe. Her hot breath massaging his neck as her nipples brushed along his chest with her swaying tits.
She removed her shorts and panties, tossing them to the pile of clothes with the rest so that she was as naked as he was then. She lowered her bare pussy lips down on Ben's throbbing shaft. Careful not to allow him to enter her, she grinded her soaked pussy lips up and down his cock. Arching her hips as she pushed her round ass out then dragging her hips down as she pressed her clit down on his hard member. Ben thought he could nearly cum just from the feel of her body on his. The sight of her breasts jiggling as she teased him.
"I see you..." she said as she continued to writhe slowly on him. Her breath labored as she hummed a moan between her words. "I see you better than you do. I see the man you can become. I see the life you could live. I see the man I'd stand beside... But that's not the man beneath me..."
Cynthia got off of Ben abruptly and went to the dresser beside the bed. Opening the top drawers, she pulled out a pair of black panties. My stepmother's panties... walking back over to the bed, Cynthia brushed the tip of the panties down Ben's face, his chest, then wrapped them around his cock as she stroked him with the panties gently for several seconds.
"I saw your stepmother, too," Cynthia said. "I saw the way she looked at you... talked about you... You should have heard her talk about finding porn on your laptop yesterday..."
"What? When?" Ben said, surprised.
"While you were out with friends," Cynthia shrugged. "You left your laptop open with stepmother porn playing when she brought down your laundry."
"No, I didn't," Ben said.
"She thinks you did." Cynthia said. Ben's eyes became recognition as Cynthia continued. "She also thought it was coupled as odd timing when you add in that you asked her for advice on girls before you leave for college..."
"But you..." Ben started.
"I told you. I see you. I see your lust after her..."Cynthia said, stroking his shaft with more purpose. Engorging his cock with his stepmother's panties around him. He felt his heart rate rise as the pleasure increased. "I'm the kind of girlfriend that gives into her boyfriend's desires. I'm the kind of girlfriend who wants her man to have everything he desires..."
Ben squirmed as he was near cumming. He was so distracted he almost didn't hear the thudding up the stairs as someone neared the bedroom door.
"But that's up to you. If you want to be the man you could become..." Cynthia said. Her words disappeared almost as fast as she did. Leaving the black pair of Sharon's panties draped across my cock, Cynthia snuck into the bathroom and closed the door just as the door to the hallway opened. Ben froze as he laid naked in his stepmother's bed with her panties on him as she stared at him from the doorway. This was another step in Cynthia's plan, Ben thought. She wants me to fuck Sharon while she listens, again.
Chapter 5

Sharon

Sharon was in a daze as she laid naked on her bed. With sweat on her brow and her breath finally coming under control, she stared at the ceiling. Ben had left her to go back down to his room a few minutes ago and Sharon still could not believe she did it, again. For so many years she had dealt with celibacy due to her estranged husband, she forgot how amazing it felt to have a man's cum inside her. She could feel it begin to leak from between her pussy lips.
Sharon had forgotten how much she loved sex. How much she missed being with a man. How much she enjoyed being around someone who was a good man. It wasn't like she wanted to be with Ben but the mutually beneficial relationship she had with him felt so good. It was exactly what she needed. Exactly what she wanted.
She heard the door open and looked towards the hallway where Ben had left expecting to see him return. Sharon found her pussy stirring at the thought of receiving more attention. But when she looked at the door it was closed. Sharon furrowed her brow as she heard the door continue to open and brush across the carpet when she saw movement out of the corner of her eye. It was her bathroom door. It was open and standing in the doorway was Cynthia's naked body.
"Cynthia! Oh my god!" Sharon said as she sat up. Her hands instinctively covered her breasts and pulled a cover over her thighs. "What are you- how did you-"
"I have a question for you," Cynthia said as she walked to the foot of the bed. "I know you care about Ben and I know you like him- he's a good boy. You're going to divorce his dad soon, aren't you?"
Cynthia's hand rubbed up Sharon's leg, startling her. Her palm cupped Sharon's inner thigh and rubbed higher and higher until she touched Sharon's warm, moist, tender flesh just around her pussy lips. Sharon felt her heart thudding in her chest. Her thoughts whirled in a maddening circle as she tried to focus on what was being said. She couldn't believe Cynthia was hiding in her bathroom the entire time she had sex with Ben. How long had she been in there? What was happening before I came home?
"Yes..." Sharon gasped.
Cynthia's fingers slid between Sharon's pussy lips, slowly pushing inside her with her fingertips before retreating again and again. Sharon's eyes rolled back as she released a coo. Cynthia's thumb swiped over Sharon's clit, spreading Ben's cum over her pussy lips again and again.
"I'd like to watch out after him when he leaves your house and you leave his family." Cynthia said. "Would you think I'd make a good girlfriend for him?"
"Oh, yes..." Sharon groaned as Cynthia's fingers pierced deeper inside Sharon's pussy. The juices from her pussy coating Cynthia's fingers with every pump.
"Would you talk to Brittany?" Cynthia asked. "And help convince your daughter I'd be a good girlfriend for Ben. I'd be a good person to keep him attached to the family."
Cynthia's fingers pumped Sharon's pussy quickly now making her breasts bounce with every thrust. Sharon's grunt became more guttural as she swooned in the bed. "Yessss... oh, god yesss... I will! Oh, god!"
Sharon had her eyes closed but when she opened them she saw Cynthia crawling between her thighs. Cynthia stuck out her tongue and made a long lap of Sharon's pussy from the base all the way to the top of her clit. Cynthia's eyes stayed locked on Sharon as she repeated the lick over and over. Lapping up every bit of Ben's cum that leaked out of Sharon's pussy, Cynthia pushed her tongue inside Sharon's pussy.
"Ohhhhgaadd. Oh god yes!" Sharon groaned as her thick thighs shuddered around this 19 year old's face.
Cynthia's tongue slipped up to Sharon's clit and began making circles on it just as Cynthia slid two fingers deep inside her pussy. The feeling of Cynthia's tongue vibrating on her clit mixed with the fingers fucking her pussy became too much to bare.
"Ohmygod! Ohmygod! You're going to make me cum!" Sharon moaned as she arched her hips and felt her clit sucked on by Cynthia's hot lips. Her body convulsed as a powerful orgasm took Sharon's body and flooded Cynthia's face.
Chapter 6

Ben

"No," the word came out of Ben as if someone said it. "I'll fuck you the way I say."
"Mmmmmugh," Angela whined a moan of protest as combed her long brown hair over her shoulder with her hand. Ben grabbed her shoulder with one hand and smacked her thick, fat ass cheek with one hand as he pressed his shaft completely inside her. "Ohhh yeah..."
Pulling out he slowly pushed back inside, seeing and feeling the eagerness of her ass pressing back against him. Twice more he smacked her ass cheek. "Ohhh ya, baby brother, smack that fucking ass!"
With slow forceful thrusts, Ben bucked his hips penetrating her pussy several times with his flexing shaft as she growled and whined for more. It was when her begging moans peaked and became near unbearable sounding that Ben's hand clasped tightly on her shoulder and her hips as he began to fuck his older stepsister harder.
"Oh god yes, yes, yes! Ohhh fuck me," Angela demanded. Ben's cock pounded inside her pussy at a hard, steady pace. The clapping of their bodies filled the basement room as Angela struggled to grip the desk. "Ahh Ahh Ahh Ahh oh god- don't stop!" Angela moaned.
Ben was so focused on keeping them upright and gripping her body he could truly appreciate how hot the moment was. His curvy sister's body- her thick thighs, fat ass, and plump breasts bouncing and jiggling with every hard thrust.
"Ohm meh gawdyes!" Angela suddenly gasped in a desperate cry. Her head tucked down in concentration. "Oh godimcumming!" Her words came out together in a guttural groan. When Ben kept on fucking her at the same hard steady pace Angela went silent as her upper body collapsed against his desk. Her breasts flat against the table top, her back arched so her ass pointed back at him.
"Ohmygod! Yes! Yes! Jesus Christ!" Angela grunted through grinded teeth. What surprised Ben more than Angela, he thought, was that he didn't cum. After rebounding so quickly after having sex with Sharon it seemed his stamina had improved.
A thin layer of sweat formed on Ben's brow and chest as he pounded Angela's pussy raw. His flexing shaft was stiff and filled her up with each thrust. His breaths and moans were ragged and animalistic. Angela's legs were feeble and weary. Ben's hand gripped a fist full of Angela's hair as he pulled back slowly craning her neck back and arching her back for him.
"Ah ah ah ah Ahh oh fuck yes, baby brother- fuck your ohh Ahh fuck your fucking sister like the whore she is!" Angela cried. Ben slapped her ass again twice more. "Yes, oh... my... god..."
Ben tightened on her hair and her sweaty hips as he pelted his shaft inside her hard. The pace was furious as he gritted his teeth and flexed his abs pounding her. Angela's luscious breasts bounced haphazardly, smacking into another and the desktop as she gasped for air. Ben held his sister's hips up with one hand when her thighs went limp as he felt her pulsating pussy tighten on his cock.
"Oohhgodddd!" Angela exploded as Ben's cock fell from her pussy and her juices squirted down her legs and his. She shrunk down to her hands and knees, collapsing in front of the desk as she panted. "Ohfuu- it it won't stop. I I can't- mmmmmnahh," Angela mouthed as she writhed on the floor through the continuous orgasm.
It wasn't until Angela's orgasm finally passed and she began taking deep breaths to calm herself did Ben hear a whimper from his doorway. Without thinking he walked over there. His hard cock still swinging between his legs.
"Oooomm," the high pitched whimper came again and he saw even Angela had sat up from her place on the carpet to see what that sound was.
Ben opened the bedroom door and saw the young woman wearing a white top with no bra that exposed her hard nipples piercing through her shirt. She had a cornflower blue short skirt that was flipped up to her belly with her knees spread eagle. Cynthia's slender fingers were fast at work on her clit, rubbing viciously on it. Ben saw her beautiful eyes pinched shut and her free hand clasped over her open mouth trying and failing desperately to muffle her escaping moans.
"Is someone there?" Angela's exhausted voice sounded concerned.
Ben looked back at his naked stepsister then back at Cynthia who was still riding her orgasm. Ben smirked and thought of one word. Confidence.
And with that he reached down and startled Cynthia into a gasp as he grabbed her arm to bring her in his room.
"Cynthia!" Angela screamed, startled. Ben didn't hesitate. Pulling Cynthia to her knees beside the bed, her his throbbing cock. Cynthia wore a smile of excitement as she parted her lips as she took the head of Ben's cock into her mouth for the first time. Her eyes closed and her tongue lapped the head of his penis over and over as she savored the moment.
Cynthia's tiny hands wrapped around his shaft as she pumped his shaft while her lips worked up and down the head of his cock. With each push, her lips went farther and farther down his shaft making him groan.
Angela, tipsy from the alcohol, swayed from side to side where she knelt on the bed in a daze as she watched the site. Ben threw his head back in a grunt before looking down into Angela's eyes. There was curious interest in her eyes as she watched Cynthia devour his shaft. When Cynthia suddenly deep throated his entire shaft, gagging on it, Ben closed his eyes and grunted until she pulled her lips off of him.
When Ben opened his eyes Angela was on her knees beside Cynthia and grasping his shaft. Stroking his wet hard member she pushed her lips down his shaft as Cynthia took his balls in her mouth one at a time. Switching back and forth. Angela's massive breasts bounced as her head bobbed up and down on his cock. Their lips met around Ben's cock. They kissed and licked at the tip of his penis as Cynthia's hand cupped Angela's breasts.
Ben grabbed Cynthia by her arm and raised her up to her feet and pushed her down on the bed. Cynthia looked up at Ben with excited wonder as she was tossed around under Ben's charge. Angela was guided on top of Cynthia. Straddling Cynthia, Angela mounted her as she immediately leaned forward. Their breasts mashing into another as they kissed, experimenting with another beyond what they had previously.
Ben lined his hard cock up with Cynthia's pussy and pressed the tip inside her tight pussy lips. He felt the pressure squeeze on him as he pressed inside. He heard Cynthia moan while kissing Angela. Thrusting inside her, Ben had to force his bare cock in and out of Cynthia several time before he pushed all the way inside her.
"Arrghhh oh fuck!" Cynthia cried as Angela kissed and sucked on her neck. Bucking his hips Ben picked up the speed. "Oh my god, baby, yes yes fuck me!"
Ben gathered Angela's loose hair into a ponytail grip with one hand as he fucked Cynthia. His hand gripping Angela's fat breast with one hand as he fucked Cynthia's tight pussy. Suddenly, he pulled out of Cynthia and guided his cock inside of Angela's eager pussy.
"Oh god!" Angela cried out as Ben pulled her head back by her hair. "Oh my god, yess..."
With hard bucks of his hips, Ben fucked his step sister hard making her giant breasts clap together with every thrust. Cynthia pinched her nipples and mashed Angela's breasts together as Ben fuck her pussy raw with a hard grip of her hair.
"Ahh ahh ahh ahh ahh yeah yeah!" Angela cried out as another orgasm washed over her. "Ohhhh godddd..."
Ben pulled his cock out from her pussy and rammed it back inside Cynthia who wasn't ready. "Ahhhh fuck!" Cynthia cried.
Her legs closed around Ben's hips refusing to let him pull out as he fucked her deeply. Angela twerked her hips, grinding her clit down on Cynthia's wet clit as the euphoria erupted between them. The sweaty mash of bodies squeezed, pinched, grinded on another as the chorus of screams peaked.
"Oh god- oh god, Ben," Cynthia moaned. "Cum inside me. Cum inside my pussy baby!"
Ben gritted his teeth and groaned at her sweet words. His hands gripped Angela's thick hips as he fucked Cynthia's tight pussy. Cynthia's voice screamed, "I'm cumming I'm cumming oh god yes I'm- I'm... ahhh!"
Ben's cock spasmed hard as he released strings of hot cum inside Cynthia's tight wet pussy. She writhed just as Angela writhed as she came again, grinding her pussy on Cynthia's. Ben held his shaft inside Cynthia until the last drop of his cum had oozed out and inside of the girl before he collapsed in the bed beside the two women.
His oldest stepsister and his other stepsister's best friend. What a wild weekend. How did this happen? Where is this going?
After several minutes of them catching their breath, Angela stood up in silence, gathered her clothes and left Ben's bedroom. Cynthia and Ben remained naked in his bed longer. They held each other in silence with Cynthia curled into Ben's chest. He didn't know what would happen when Brittany came home. He didn't know what he would say to his stepmother when he went up stairs. He didn't know what would happen with his father when he finally came home from the business trip. What Ben did know was, he was going to be the man he was meant to be from now on.
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Chapter I


Protect


John

John felt her fingers caress his shaft slowly. His baggy white briefs stood taunt with his throbbing cock pointing towards his stepsister, Marie, who laid in his bed across from him. Their faces were only a foot apart, but they were completely shrouded in darkness in this bedroom.
He didn't move-he couldn't. He was afraid. Even though he was 20 years old, and she was his 18-year-old little sister, he was afraid. John feared how wrong this was.
Are we going to hell? He thought.
He feared the unknown.
I'm a virgin, what if I do something wrong?
But most of all, he feared she would stop.
Marie's hand reverse wrapped around his throbbing shaft and stroked him up and down as best she could. She wore just a long thin white gown. His right hand cupped her cheek as my left hand rested on her breasts. Slowly, as her hand became more comfortable on his shaft, stroking him gently, John began to massage her left breast. Without a bra on, he could feel her full heavy breast as he gently squeezed and rubbed his thumb over her nipple.
"Ohmm..." Marie cood.
Marie pulled at the waistband of his briefs and pulled them down below his balls and John worried what she might think because he could feel how messy his cock is. But when she touched his bare cock to his surprise, Marie released a small high pitched moan as she panted.
"Ooooh..." she whispered.
Their father was still nowhere to be heard in his drunken tirade, but he could be outside John's room at any moment's notice. They must be quiet.
When Marie switched to a traditional grip and began to slowly rub his cock up and down. She was so delicate like she didn't want to hurt him but it felt so good. John raised his hips without thought and lowered to increase her contact and speed. Marie was panting and releasing squeals of pleasure as he pinched her nipple. She turned her lips into right palm and kissed and gently bit on the meat of his thumb as the pleasure of the moment was too great for her as it was for him.
His sister's grip tightened on his shaft as he pulled on her long white nightgown, lifting it up and exposing her bare naked body.
"Oh... god..." Marie gasped as John felt her firm, large breasts for the first time. Lifting and mashing them to her chest, John could feel her whole body trembling. She pumped her brother's cock faster. He could hear his sticky pre-cum squishing between her palm and his cock as she jerked him. with all their movement he was now only inches from her body. Chest to chest, the air between them was thick with heat from their panting and body heat. Curling his toes, John felt his cock stand tall and felt a feeling building inside him.
His sister's hand pumping faster and faster on his cock as he panted out a groan.
"Ohhh god," Marie moaned when he pinched her nipple. But her grip tightened on his cock as she stroked him faster and faster. Without thinking, John cupped the back of his sister's neck and pulled her in to kiss. Their lips met and she let out a small gasp of pain, and John recoiled, forgetting the wound on her lip. But it was Marie who pulled his face back to hers as she kissed him through the pain.
Their tongues swirled as her other hand pumped his cock wildly mashed between their bodies. He tasted her tongue and squeezed her nipple more making her scream a muffled moan into him. his body went rigid as he felt his cock and balls begin to seize like never before. Groaning into his sister's mouth, John's eyes rolled to the back of his head as he came hard. Marie pumped wildly on his cock as his semen was shot over her belly and belly button.
Marie kept jerking her brother the entire time as he pulled her tight to his body and kissed her so deeply. He didn't want to let her go. He didn't want the moment to end.

John


...One Hour Earlier...

The crash came again. Louder this time around. John immediately jolted awake at the interruption. He rubbed his eyes, trying to decipher what was happening before a loud bang came once again. He heard a loud grunt and some tumbling of furniture, it sounded like it was coming from the kitchen. Every single sound was already familiar to him. He looked at the little clock on his bedside table and sighed.
Just like always.
This was the sixth time in a row that his father came home wasted in the middle of the night.
The items in the kitchen and sometimes the living room were always victims of his wrath whenever he came back in this condition. John didn't mind. If it wasn't the kitchen, it would be him.
Before his father remarried after his mother's death, he had been quite an abusive father and his horrible drinking habits had surfaced during that period.
To him, John was equivalent to a punching bag. He had always blamed him for his misfortunes and all the other terrible things.
As a kid, John had experienced the dreadful side of his father. His father's rough, clubbed hands were evidence of all the hard work that took place in his farmland, he would hit John. Muttering profanities and complaining about how his farm was the smallest in the community all because of him.
"I deserve more than this!" He would yell.
No, you don't, John would think but never say aloud.
The action taking place in the kitchen right at that moment caused all the memories to come rushing in.
There was something he always did whenever episodes like this started to occur. Although he was a grown man now, that attitude didn't just seem to dissolve.
He thought as he gently stood up from his bed, grabbing a wooden chair from his table, he quietly walked to his bedroom door and placed the upper part of the wooden chair underneath the door handle to prevent his father from barging into the room in his drunken state. John felt like a child again doing so and not the 20-year-old man that he was.
He sat back on his bed again and laid on it without the covers this time, trying to figure out if he could fall asleep once again. A soft sob around the corner prevented him from doing so.
John stood from his bed again and looked around to see where the sound was coming from.
They lived on the farm on a large plot of land in Montana. Late at night it wasn't uncommon for animals of the night to venture close to the farmhouse. His father's house felt like a mansion when he was young. John and the other boys from neighboring farms would play hide and seek and tag the one day a month they were allowed to play. Now that he was grown and shared it with his adult stepsister and drunk of a father, it had become much smaller.
His window was closed to keep out the mosquitoes and insects of the night. Opening the window, he could hear the sound more clearly now. It sounded soft, like a weak, wounded animal.
He jutted his head out the window and looked sideways before looking down on the grass.
He almost missed her because of the way she hid underneath his window.
It was his younger stepsister, Marie. She sat on her hindquarters with her knees brought to her chest and her face tucked between her knees. The whimpers of her cries were soft and delicate. John didn't know what to do. Obviously, she wanted to be left alone or she would have knocked on his door or window. Maybe he should just close the window and go back to sleep?
Why is she outside? And why is she crying?
Moonlight gave her skin a ghostly white appearance and John realized the girl was wearing her nightgown. City folk wouldn't understand the primal danger that she potentially faced, but anyone who grew up in the backcountry of Montana knew predators roamed this land.
On the backside of their farmhouse about a hundred yards away was a large pond that was great for a refreshing dip on a hot day or fishing for smallmouth bass, channel catfish, and black crappie. But it also attracted predators. It wasn't uncommon to find grizzly bear tracks to and from the woods, not to mention the coyotes, wolves, and mountain lions that pester and hunt their chickens and cattle.
John knew he couldn't just leave his little sister outside. It wasn't safe.
Clearing his throat, Marie looked up to see John peering down at her. Tears streaked her clammy cheeks as her big brown eyes met his dazzling blue eyes. He had a guess about what happened, but he decided not to tread towards that path.
"Are you, um, are you okay?" he asked, dumbly.
She sniffled, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you, I-"
There was a crash around the side of the house near the front porch and they both looked to see one of the wooden chairs from the porch be tossed into the front lawn. Their father's curses cut into the night as he neared the side of the house.
"Marie!" his father's gravel voice growled. "Marie, get yurs ass back heres!"
No words were exchanged between Marie and John after they heard his shouts. Marie scrambled to her feet and looked to where to run. Without thought, John extended his hand with earnest eyes. Marie's delicate hand took his and he pulled her inside his window as their father's voice neared.
"Marie, gods dammit!"
Marie had difficulty climbing her legs inside the raised window and his father's voice sent a spark of adrenaline down John's spine as the voice closing in reminded him of the pain of being beaten by copper piping and splintering rotted wood. John reached through the window and grabbed at his sister's backside to help her inside. One leg was in but the thin sheet of her gown floated high on her waist. When John tried to get her other leg inside, he felt his palm slide up her soft backside of her thigh beneath her butt, and his finger brushed something warm between her legs.
Marie hopped inside and John quickly closed the window and closed the curtains.
"Marie!" his voice boomed as his heavy footsteps fell on the grass in front of John's window. John and Marie both held their breath as they stared at another, silently willing their father to pass by unaware of their deception.
"Goddammit, yous bitch. Where are you?" his voice trailed away as it sounded as if he turned the corner around the rear of the house.
John exhaled with Marie as they both collected their thoughts.
"Why were you outside and by yourself at this time of the night too," John asked.
"Father." That one word she said was enough to make him understand.
With the window curtain closed his bedroom was pitch black. He found the lantern at his bedside and struck a match, lighting it. The warmth of the golden light shined across half of Marie's body. The half of her face he saw showed a sad girl with wetness drying on her cheek. Her pouting, pink lips looked expressionless at him. It was when she turned towards the light that he saw the rest.
The other side of her lip had a swollen bump on it with a small cut. Blood was smeared down on her chin and dried. He moved closer to her, touching her cheek to examine the wound.
"He did this to you." He said flatly. As if convincing himself.
She nodded and looked to the side.
He looked at her with pity in his eyes. "I didn't know..."
"What?" she asked softly.
"I didn't know he hit you, too," John looked down at his feet.
"Too?" Marie said, lowering herself so her eyes could meet his.
There was a long moment where recognition was exchanged between the two. A silent and depressing conversation of their shared abuse being put on the table before another.
The vulnerability John felt became too much to bear and his eyes looked for a distraction. He found her angelic white nightgown and saw the black dirt crumbles clinging to the backside of it.
"Your gown is covered in dirt," he said, clearing his throat. "It'll stain for sure."
Marie looked down at it as John tried to help clean her. Gently sweeping the dirt free from her hips and backside. She did the same with legs.
"Your floor," Marie worried, "we'll dirty your room."
A small smile cracked in the corner of John's lips, "it was never clean."
His room was spartan with a small wooden desk and chair, a nightstand table, bed, and an old wooden dresser that looked as though it was from the 1800s. Though most of the house, farm, and entire community could be confused for the 1800s. Though, it was 2021 the community that John had been raised in were a devout Christian religious group who believed that electricity was of the devil's doing. While Marie and her mother had joined the community when Marie was 10 years old, John had lived here his entire life. Sure, he knew of the outside world. On rare occasions he had to make trips to the nearest town 15 miles away to collect medicine and would see the latest cars, cellphones, and television running at Earl's pharmacy. But it was nothing he had ever used or needed before so none of it interested him much.
"I'm sorry. I'm-I should go. I'm in enough trouble as it is," Marie said and turned to go to the door.
"Stay," John blurted out, causing her to turn. "I mean, it's safer if you stay. He stays up late when he drinks, usually. He doesn't fall asleep until dawn... you can stay here for the night, if you like."
Marie went to bite her lip as she crossed her arms in the uncomfortable moment and quickly winced at the pain in her mouth.
"Here," John said, guiding her to the bed. "Sit down."
John took long strides to the other end of the room. He brought out a clean shirt and then took his glass of water from on top of his bedside table. Slowly, he poured water on the shirt he held in his hand. Dampening a bit without preventing the water from seeping through. He knelt before Marie where she sat on his side of the bed and gently used the wet cloth on her face, cleaning up the dried blood around her lips.
Marie's eyes stared down at him and softened from fear to eyes of sadness. As if she saw something inside of him he wasn't able to hide.
John cleared his throat, "How long has he been doing this to you?"
"It started last month," Marie tongued her lip as John wetted the neck of her gown where drips of blood stained her clothes. "After my mother died."
John froze for a moment and his eyes found Marie's gaze.
"I'm sorry," John said, unsure of what all he felt sorry for.
For her mother becoming sick and dying... for her being beaten and abused in secret for months... for John not being there for her like a big brother should...
"It's not your fault," she said.
His hands and the wet cloth lingered on her lips a bit too long, and he noticed Marie's eyes falling to his chest. It was then he realized he was still wearing only his white underwear. They were baggy and hand sewn like all of their clothes, so they looked more like white boxers than briefs. Folding the wet shirt in his hands, John stood and brought it to a brown burlap sack in the corner of the room with the rest of his dirty laundry.
"Are you sure it's alright that I stay?" she asked.
"Yes, of course."
He turned back around to see her scooting beneath the covers of his handmade bed that was a little bit smaller than a traditional queen size bed. John took a deep breath and turned out the lantern and went around the opposite side to slide under the covers. Turning to his side, he pulled the covers up to his shoulder and rested his head on the pillow.
The old house was quiet for the first time he could remember. Their father was wandering their yard somewhere out of shouting distance. Marie laid on her side, same as John. They faced each other in the darkness. A small sliver moonlight made it into the bedroom from the corner of the window. The light shone across Marie's curvy body. The gown she wore hung around her firm round breasts that pointed towards him. Her brunette hair was perfectly straight and draped behind her ear, exposing her long slender neck.
The darkness shrouded her face hiding the intricacies of her features. John couldn't even see his own hands as they moved in front of his face. The darkness gave him a feeling of anonymity. It was as if he and his sister were beneath a blanket fort they used to make when they were younger. They were much closer then. In their forts they could tell other secrets and whisper stories that were never to be repeated. They could say and do things that didn't happen elsewhere. It was just them.
Their father's voice hollered in the distance. John knew he was screaming but the distance and house made his words inaudible. Then he grew closer. And closer.
"Marie, you bitch!" he screamed beside the house. Marie gasped, covering her mouth, and balling into the fetal position. "You did it! yous fuckin bitch! You killed your mother!"
John didn't know what to do so he scooted forward and placed a hand on her shoulder then saw her flinch more at the sound of their father's voice and moved his hand over her ear. It seemed to help. Reaching forward, he slipped his hand beneath her head and covered her other ear.
Their father's shouts continued as he stomped by the window and continued his tirade off towards another direction. Soon he was out of hearing distance again. John could have removed his hands away from her, but he liked the feel of her in his arms. The way she turned her face into his palm, he could feel her lush lips almost kissing his palm. He never had touched a woman like this before. He had never kissed a woman before. Marriage was supposed to be the only time a woman was in your bed.
John was lost in a stare at Marie only a foot in front of him. Her body. Her lips. He felt his cock stir beneath his briefs. It hardened and slowly extended towards his sister's body. He didn't plan anything. He didn't know what was about to happen. At that moment, he just didn't want that moment to end. He never wanted to let go of his sister.
Minutes passed and John felt Marie's hands take his left hand from her ear slowly, he hadn't realized she was staring at him. that she was no longer cowering in fear, your firm touch had warded off the fear. Marie took your hand and held it in front of her face, and you felt a single, long kiss placed on your coarse palm. Her kiss lingered and moved up to his thumb. Her lips parted and he felt her warm wet mouth encircle his thumb in a slow, sucking motion going up and down on his thumb.
John didn't know what was happening but felt the throbbing in his shaft. She did this for several seconds and he could see her breath increasing as she nibbled her teeth on him. When she took his thumb out of her mouth, John felt his hand lowering slowly to her chest. He wasn't sure if it was him moving to her and if she did it, but when his palm fell onto her left breast, he felt his cock flex hard beneath his briefs. His right hand still cupped her right cheek as his left rubbed up and down on her breasts. He could feel her hard nipples dragging on his palm and heard the smallest of whimpers escape her lips. She was breathing as hard as he was, now.
John couldn't help but imagine kissing her at that moment. The feel of sliding his tongue against hers. It was then that he felt something he never experienced before. He felt her fingers gently grasp around his cock through his briefs.

Marie

Marie felt a dizzying swirl of motion course through her head. She tried to pace her breathing. To close panting lips and only breathe through her nose, but her heart was beating too quickly in her chest. She placed a hand on her chest as if she needed to keep it there to keep her heart from escaping her chest.
Marie's other hand still held onto her stepbrother's limp cock as he was just inches from her. She could feel his hot breath bathing her chest as John kept his eyes shut. Marie's mind was a maze of thought with cobwebs cluttering the way through. She couldn't focus. She couldn't remember how she made it where she found herself now. Marie's gown pulled up to her neck. Beneath the sheets of the bed, her butt, vagina, and breasts were exposed to her brother. John's warm semen was stringed across her taut belly.



Slowly, her thoughts began to clear as the moment seemed to become real. Flipping the covers down to her waist, Marie turned to her back side so the sticky semen didn't drip down to her brother's bed. She looked down at the mess on her and was confused at what she should do.
Should I stand up and clean off? Perhaps I should leave, father doesn't sound near. Maybe I could get back to my room. Maybe that would be best.
The moment lingered a tad too long and she realized John had opened his eyes and saw her looking in distress at his seed on her belly.
"Oh, I'm- um..." John stuttered as he looked for something to clean up with and ended up just placing his hand on her soiled belly. Feeling his warm, rough hand pressed down on her belly sent her mind into free fall. Vertigo took her as she had to grasp onto his hand holding it to her with both hands as a moan escaped her lips.
They both blinked and froze at the moment and it seemed like John's palm grew warmer against her flesh. His semen spread across her belly as he moved her palm. They stared at another as if interpreting their body's signals and Marie felt John's hand begin to inch lower on her belly. Their eyes holding another in the darkness, Marie's breaths shuddered making her body tremble and her breasts jiggle in plain sight of her brother. She felt too exposed. No man had ever seen her body before. She felt inadequate and not enough. She felt ugly and gross. She considered grabbing at her gown and pulling it down, she didn't care if it was soiled by his seed.
She almost did just that, but then she saw her brother's eyes under the slice of moonlight look down at her jiggling breasts. The look in his eyes wasn't disgust, but... desire...
He wanted them. He... liked them... Does he like me?
Marie bit her lip as she stared down at John's lips. She felt his fingers inch past her waistline and felt his hand flatten the short bush of hair her untrimmed vagina had. The wet smear of semen his hand left behind on her belly felt chilly under the air.
"Ooohmm..."Marie gasped.
Sucking in air and biting her lips as her body jittered in anticipation. Marie felt his fingers combing through her hairs as he inched closer to her 18 year old pussy. When his finger explored her slit, she could feel how wet her vagina was. His middle finger ran the length of her slit like it was lubed with massage oil. His finger slid down to the bottom of her vagina her eyes went wide and her abs flexed as she bent upwards and back down.
"Jeeez-god... oh, my god..." she panted.
John's finger traced up and down her slit over and over again sending wild urges through her. Her hands gripped the sheets of the bed as she flexed forward and back. Her feet pushed and squirming at the sheets until she kicked them off of her. Her thighs threatened to close and then opened wider. Her body was so overwhelmed it didn't know how to react. The teasing went on to become torturous. She could feel her heart beating so hard in her chest she thought it would burst free.
"Ahh..ohh...mmm...oh, do-ahhhmmm..." Marie trembled and begged but she didn't know what she begged for beyond release. "Please...pleaaaase... oh pl-pl-pleaase..."
John's finger pressed harder on her slit and spread her lips. His finger hooked inside her and she felt the tip of his finger enter inside her vagina. Gasping, Marie went silent as she felt the finger go deeper and deeper. Her pussy walls clamping down on him as her hips began to wiggle and retreat but then pressed back down on his hand.
"AAahhh godd..." Marie moaned as she clapped a hand over her mouth.
John leaned in and wrapped his lips around her left nipple. Marie gasped as she watched her brother lick and suck at her nipple. His other hand rubbed around the side of her breast. Squeezing and massaging her breasts beneath his rough farmer palm. She could feel his strong body pressed against her delicate, soft, and curvy body.
Pulling his finger out, he shoved it back in again sending her to a place in her mind she had never experienced before. Her hips rode his finger like she had never known it could. Her mind had flashes of fantasies come before her eyes. She could see herself and her brother spooned by the pond naked as he shoved his penis inside her.
"Ohhhh...." Marie cried. His finger pumping inside her in long deep penetrations. "Oh, gahh..."
She saw herself straddling her brother as she rode his cock. She felt him spasming and shooting his semen inside his sister's vagina.
"Oh don't- don't stop!" Marie cried in a mess of pleasure as her body spasmed.
She imagined her and her brother escaping to a hotel of a high rise building in a city far from there. Marie knelt on the bed as her brother entered her from behind. Pulling on her hair...
"Oh god..." Marie gasped.
He'd smack my ass...
"Oh, don't stop-don't stop, brother," Marie moaned, surprised by her own thoughts.
He'd hold me down on the bed as he pounded me.
John's finger pumped faster in and out of her pussy filling the room with the sound of her squishing pussy. Her breasts bounced as John hung over Marie. Her breasts clapped together and bounced into her chin as her entire body bucked with each thrust with his fingers.
"Oh, god, I-I," Marie cried. "I don't know what's I'm-i'm I'm of god!" Marie covered her mouth as she screamed.
Marie's body trembled as the orgasm seized every bit of her body. She gasped and held her breath as her thighs flexed and gripped together on her brother's hand. Trembling, her pussy flooded with juices on his hand as she cried out. "Ahh ahhh ahhhhhhh!!!"
John's hand was slick with her juices as his hand slipped between her tender thighs. Finally, her breath came back to her. Marie's vision came into focus and she sucked down air in deep breaths. Her large breasts quivering as she moved about. It was about the time that Marie and John's breathing returned to normal, that John's door knob twisted. They both froze and looked to the door. The door knob rattled as it was twisted and the door was pushed open a few centimeters before the chair propped against the doorknob.
"J-John!" their father's muffled voice hollered through the door. "Johns I saids... open this door!"
Marie's father's voice boomed as the door rattled harder and louder. The pain in Marie's lip came rushing back and the terror of the moment rose to the top of her thoughts. The more the door shook the farther away Marie shrunk away from the door. John held her from behind. The safety of John's strong arms wrapped around her shoulders and held her tightly. She pinched her eyes shut so she wouldn't see the vibrating door.
In the terror of the moment, Marie hadn't even realized John's naked body pressed against her naked rear. It would be a long night that night. Hours would pass before Marie fell asleep. But when sleep came, it came buried in the safety of her brother's arms.
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Chapter 1


John

John tended to the cows that morning as he always did. Dawn was breaking and when he left his bedroom, he did so without waking his little sister. He knew she was safe, but still, as a precaution, left the chair in front of the bedroom door and slipped out through the window. Their father had stopped making noises hours ago and John knew he'd be passed out for most of the morning, if his memory of past nights of abuse served him.
The morning temperature grew and held to the low 70s and held. The fall was here and their summer temperatures grew more mild. Several others surrounded their farm in the community. John saw Tom and his son, Gary, ride over on horseback. Gary was a few years younger than John and a talkative boy. Visits from the men of different farms were common to trade farming supplies. On Saturday, the farmer's market on James' farm in the center of their community was when they traded for food each of the following week. With their step mother gone, Marie had taken over for the cooking and canning of their meals come the winter.
Part of John wondered if his father even wished to have Marie married off. Without a woman at home, the cooking, cleaning, and storing of food would fall upon him until he was married again. Two women had died who spent time with his father. John couldn't imagine too many other women lining up to marry the aging man. Gary waved to John, who only responded with a nod of the head.
John made his way to the barn beside the house and dragged bales of hay inside the barn two at a time. Sweat stained the back of his shirt by this time noon was here and the bales of hay were extremely heavy. John's father stepped outside of the house and held the door open for Gary and Tom to follow him out to the front porch.
John rolled his eyes and walked back into the barn before he would have to be roped into a conversation with Gary. 'Being a part of the community' was never his forte. Just because Gary was his age didn't mean John wanted to be friends with him. John didn't want to be friends with anyone. John's mind then wandered to Marie.
Except Marie... Marie's...
"Marie," John's father called inside the house.
John looked out the open doorway of the barn to see his sister come outside. John's hand grabbed handfuls of hay from the stack he had brought inside and fed it to Marly and Jonah, two of the horses closest to him. Patting Marly, on the side of his neck, he brayed and nuzzled John's shoulder, demanding more hay. John fed him another fistful and watched Marie carefully walk outside.
She looked lovely, even with her hair tied back and her wearing a soiled apron covered in dirt from cleaning the house. John had to look away, though, when he watched Gary take her hand in his and raise it to his lips for a kiss.

Chapter 2


Marie

"Marie!" her father's voice boomed from outside.
Marie flinched at the sound of his voice. She had avoided him the entire morning. The two times he had come inside from working the fields Marie had hid in the bedroom and fiddled with folding dried clothes and dusting the shelves. Last night was the first time her stepfather had struck her since she'd known him, but based on his drinking habits since her mother died and his increasing level of rage each evening, she didn't believe it would be the last time.
Marie walked outside, drying her hands on her apron as she was amid making the day's lemonade. To her relief, there were others outside with father, so she knew he would not be in a violent mood. However, to her dread, it was Tom and his father. Tom was the expected suitor for Marie. Everyone in the community was already planning the next celebration in the coming months to be their wedding. Despite him having not proposed and she refusing to say more than a word to him. Courting was not a long affair in their community. Within a week of expressing intentions, an engagement was made and not a month later was the wedding. This, Marie feared, was the first step of the process.
"Marie," her father said, almost as a threat. "You know Tom."
Marie folded her hands in her lap. Her eyes bounced between Tom's feet and his goofy grin. She mumbled a greeting.
"Hello Marie, oh, were you in the kitchen? Cooking up something delicious no doubt," Tom spoke nonstop, as was his way. He then took Marie's hand in his and kissed which Marie had to pretend to not be bothered by. "Marie, you look as wonderful as ever!" Tom said, clapping his hands. "Say, why haven't you been over to our farm ever? We have gorgeous fields as far as the eye can..."
Tom's voice trailed off after his father nudged his arm. Marie's father was glaring at him, indicating bragging about how much larger his farm was than her fathers was not the best way to go about courting her.
"...errr... I'd love to give you a tour of my plot of land I'm inheriting, if you will do me the honor," Tom said.
"Umm... I-" Marie started, her eyes fluttered with hesitation until she was interrupted by her father.
"She will do as you ask," her father spoke commandingly, silencing her hesitation.
"Excellent!" Tom celebrated.
Gary cleared his throat as he entered the conversation. "Should the men discuss the bargain before the tour?"
"We can," Marie's father said and gestured towards the house. "Marie, go clean yourself up in the house while the men talk. We will summon you when it's time."
Marie bowed her head and went back inside the house quietly. The bride's price had developed in their community into a barter of several things. They would now discuss an exchange of farming equipment, seeds, and supplies as equivalent to Marie's hand in marriage. The courting was a courtesy, Marie knew. She was already being sold into marriage to Tom.

Chapter 3


John

John went inside the house not because he saw Marie go back inside, but because his father, Tom, and Gary had walked out towards the barn he hid inside. Tom said something obnoxious while slapping John's back as he passed by another. John simply nodded and walked inside the house.
This was it, he knew. This was the start of his sister being married off. Of him being alone with his father again. Perhaps he should just pick a woman to marry. He was just delaying the inevitable, wasn't he?
"Psst. Psst!"
John looked doe eyed around the house for the sound he kept hearing until it spoke up again.
"Psst. John," Marie whispered. She was sticking her head out of the corner of her bedroom and waving him over hurriedly with one hand.
John looked outside and saw out by the barn. Father, Tom, and his father were still haggling over prices for livestock, tools, and most likely, Marie. Since they were distracted, he decided it was safe to follow Marie's instructions and enter her room. Though he was not the most comfortable when he went inside. Brushing past her chest as he entered, and she closed the door behind him, John felt a flare of heat on his cheeks.
Regardless of what happened last night and who had a part in it, he was the man and he needs to take responsibility for it. Wiping his sweaty, rough palms on his pants, he let out a silent sigh before looking at Marie.
"Marie," he started. "I apologize for last night. It was wrong-"
His words were cut short by Marie's body slamming into his and her lips pressing against his. Startled, they kissed while he held Marie up on her tippy toes. The kiss lingered and stretched on for seconds, perhaps minutes, before Marie pushed away abruptly. John shook his head in confusion as Marie looked up at him as if that kiss was a letter he had written to her with all the information on life she needed.
Marie went to the door, opened it, and checked on their father's location with his guests. Satisfied with their distance, she closed the door and ran back to John, grabbing hold of her hands and bringing them to her hips.
"John, don't apologize, I don't want you to," Marie said, looking up at him with starry eyes. "I want you to do it again."
"What?" John asked, bewildered.
"Touch me like you did last night. Make me feel that way again. Quickly, before they come looking for us."
Marie slid her hand down the front of his pants as he stood frozen, trying to understand the moment. Undoing his belt and sliding his belt down, Marie quickly found his cock already angled towards her at half mast from the kiss. Kissing him again, her fingers wrapped around the meat of his shaft and pumped it in long strokes, using her entire arm as she slid her palm from his balls all the way to his tip and back down.
It didn't take long for his cock to point rock hard at her sexy body and for him to be grabbing at her shoulders and the back of her neck. He pulled her in tight to the kiss. With one hand, Marie tried to undo the string of knots that kept the neck of her shirt over her ample cleavage shut. Seeing this, John pushed her hand aside and with a few pulls of the strings had the neck of her shirt gaping wide, revealing the long line of her bare breasts cleavage. They both fell into a sit on her bed side then half laid back on it as he reached inside her shirt and groped at her pale, but thick breasts. Pulling them from the neck of her shirt, he worked the nipples over and over.
John groaned into her as her hands tightened on his shaft. They pumped with vigor as she did her best to milk him. Flipping up her long gray skirt, John slid his dirt stained fingers across the face of her panties, which made his sister purr into their kiss. Dipping her panties into her pussy, Marie's legs spread and her hips rocked, raise, and lower as he felt her juices quickly absorb into her underwear.
His fingers pressed into her clit and made soft repetitive circles on it over and over and over against her eyebrows raised and her body jolted from the pleasure. John's lips closed around her nipple as his tongue flicked across it. Marie had to clap one hand over her mouth to keep from screaming, all the while she kept her other hand pumping his cock nonstop. He could hear her spreading his pre-cum down the head of his shaft.
John's cheeks were flush but not as red as his sister's. She flung her head back against the bed and whipped her long hair to the side as she blew air into her palm and tried not to scream.
Marie pumped his shaft so well and long that John was close to orgasm. He tried to warn her, to push her away so he wouldn't ruin her sheets. But to his surprise, she pulled him closer and spread her pale, tender thighs.
Working his cock faster, she slipped the tip of his cock beneath her soaked panties so his tender urethra rested between her soft, wet pussy lips and her moist panties. Pumping his cock harder and faster, Marie let out small whimpers through the cracks of her fingers. John looked at his sister and signaled that he was about to come. With high eyebrows, Marie nodded to keep her mouth covered as she lift her hips and pressed the tip of his cock against her clitoris.
Flexing his hard young cock, he spurted strings of semen up and down her entire pussy. He covered her in his milky substance as he watched her eyes roll back into her head and her body tense. John rubbed her clit quickly through her messy panties. The gushing mess of her spilling juices and his sticky semen lubed her clit and pussy lips that he ground his fingers on now.
Faster and faster he rubbed her slit until her whole body went rigid and she had moaned into her hand so loud, John swore they could hear it in the barn outside. John continued to rub her pussy non stop as she bucked and trembled on the mattress. Her free hand tried to swipe his away from her sex, but he knew she was in ecstasy and wouldn't stop. His fingers dug her panties deep into her pussy as he fingered her, and Marie had to twist and turn and shove her face into the blanket to keep from screaming.
When her never ending orgasm finally passed, Marie laid there motionless for several seconds. Panting and staring at the ceiling, she stayed still, as if trying to remember where she was.
There was a knock on the bedroom door that straightened both of them on the bed.
"Marie? It's Tom, um, we're ready, er... done with the bargain."
"Um, uh okay," Marie said, standing quickly and panicking where she stood. Her bedroom door had no lock on it. The only thing keeping Tom and the world from knowing him and his sister were having sexual relations was Tom's chivalrousness. John quickly stood and slid on his pants, tying the waistband tight. Marie had more difficulties. Her dress was stained by the dirt on John's hand and her skirt was sticky with her juices and his semen.
In a mad rush, Marie stripped down naked and kicked her soiled clothes beneath the bed. Her eyes met John's, and they both giggled silently at the ridiculous panic of the moment.
"So may I come in?" Tom asked.
"No, no, um, no, I'll be right out," Marie said with wide, playful eyes at John, who laughed to himself in response.
Sliding on fresh clothes, Marie finished tying the neck of her dress and flattened the front of her skirt before looking to John for approval. John saw the beautiful woman that was his stepsister standing before and with a small smile, nodded approvingly. Marie seemed to like his smile and before leaving, reached under the bed and with a wicked smile, placed her dirty panties in his hand and planted a kiss on her brother's lips. When the kiss ended, she whispered, "you can keep these in your dresser for later."
Holding her soiled panties, John watched his stepsister sneak out her door and greet her suitor.

Chapter 4


Marie

Marie toured Tom's plot of land that was near his father's. It was still his father's, just a gifted portion that he could build his house on and continue to help farm the land. That was his life. That was everyone's life. Farm and help your family farm until you have kids and take over the farm. Then the cycle continues when your kids become adults.
As Marie looked at the skeleton of what would soon be 'their' house and rode in a chariot around the property, she could only feel trapped. Like she was stuck on a train traveling on train tracks away from where she loved. She missed her mother. She missed how simple things seemed when she was around. This life, the minimalism of it all, seemed bearable when she was still alive.
But from the day they found her dead from an aneurism a month ago. From the moment Marie entered the room and saw where her mother died in her bed during the night, she knew her life would never be the same.
This can't be my future. I can't let it be. This isn't the life I want.

Chapter 5


John

John sat by himself on the far side of the pond. The heat of the day lingered, though, the sun was setting now so he no longer sweated. This had always been his spot to get away from it all since he was a child. The woods reached out and enveloped the pond on all sides, giving him the brief illusion that he was all alone, deep in the woods. The truth was, he was only a 10-minute walk back to his father's house.
It was the way of life John had learned. You could cover up the pain. You could hide from the pain. But you could not eliminate it. Pain was life.
The leaves were changing as fall was overtaking the summer. The days were growing shorter. John knew he should just pick a woman and settle down. Another year couldn't go by without him not selecting a wife. The longer he delayed marriage, the longer Marie would have to stay in the house with her father. The longer she would suffer his tortures.
The truth was the only thing John feared more than his father was the thought of him getting married and inevitably becoming a father. Father was a term that disgusted John. He never wanted to become that.
John didn't hear Marie come up behind him. When her small delicate hand reached out to touch his hard muscled back, John jolted from his seat on the ground, turned, and snatched her wrist. Marie let loose a small yelp as she was startled and fell beside John before he realized it was her.
John's eyes widened and his grip loosened immediately as he leaned away from his little sister.
"Oh, I'm sorry—"
"Are you okay?"
They both said at the same time.
"It's okay."
"I'm fine."
John smirked and looked at his lap at the awkward moment as Marie giggled to herself. She adjusted her cream-colored dress out of habit, sweeping it down to her legs.
"Well," Marie said in the silence's void. "Aren't you going to ask me how my 'tour' was?"
John cleared his throat and looked about awkwardly. "How'd it go?"
Marie sighed as she leaned back, rolling her eyes where she sat. "It was wonderful," she said sarcastically. "I got to see my entire future laid out before me without the hassle of me having to decide."
John nodded silently, as was his way.
Marie smiled to herself as she shook her head. "How is it I spend time with Tom and he can't stop himself from talking, then when I'm with you, I can't seem to get you to speak?"
John felt a twist in his gut. He hated when authoritarian figures pointed out his shyness. He enjoyed the silence and silence enjoyed him. Growing up with an abusive father had taught him to speak only when necessary and to keep his opinions to himself.
"Do you not like me?" Marie questioned.
"Of course I like you," John blurted out, almost shouting.
The silence hung between the two of them for several seconds and John almost was going to apologize when a smile formed on his little sister's lips. She looked so beautiful in the setting sunlight beside the pond.
Marie moved forward, kissing his lips gently. He felt how soft her lips were as John slid his tongue into her mouth. His hand cupped her cheek, his fingers slid beneath her jaw as her hand rose to cup his hand. The warm breeze whipped around them, rustling the fallen red, brown and orange leaves on the grass about them. The passionate and sober moment was a magical one. John kissed his stepsister deeply and long. The union now was not one hidden in darkness or covered in deceit. They kissed outdoors beneath the setting sunlight for the world to see. There was nothing either could say about the moment other than they were attracted to another.
A fish splashed gently in the pond as John lowered Marie to the grass and, with their bodies formed against another, John's hand slid down to her chest and when her cleavage and curvy breasts were exposed in the neck of her dress. His finger felt the soft curves of her breasts before he pressed his warm, rough palm inside her dress. Cupping her bare breast, he felt Marie squirm where she laid as he kissed her. Almost instantly, her nipple hardened into his palm as he started making a circle into sober chest as their kiss grew more passionate and deeper.
John's other hand was hooked around her hips, running wide circles over her skirt on her butt cheek and upper thigh. He could sense Marie's breaths becoming less controlled and her body growing more sensitive. It was Marie's hands that slipped down her body and found his lingering palm. Scooping up the front of her skirt, she guided her stepbrother's hand between her warm thighs.
Marie placed John's palm directly on her damp underwear. His fingers were already in place, John required no more consent to move forward. His middle finger pressed on her moist slit through her underwear and ground up and down on her slit as Marie's hips squirmed with him. He kissed up his sister's neck behind her ear as he peeled her underwear away and felt the short stubble of her pussy hairs. His rough fingers made gentle circles around her clit as he bit and sucked and pulled on her earlobe.



"Oh... god, brother-yes..." Marie gasped.
John developed a pattern on his sister's ever wetting pussy. He would swipe wide circles on her clit until she bucked and trembled, then he would slip a line finger down the length of her hair slit and dip the tip of his finger inside her hole. Pumping the first inch of his finger in and out of her hole until her grunts and groans became wild and loud, then he would repeat.
"Ohh, god yes-yess ohhh my god..." Marie would cry out as she spasmed.
The teasing pleasure became too much for his younger sister and with surprising strength and assertiveness, she pressed on her older brother's chest, rolling the muscular man onto his back as she scrambled to her knees. Throwing a leg over his hips, she straddled him as she bent over, desperate to get his tongue back in her mouth. Their kiss was more ravenous now. Marie moaned as their lips met and his hands gripped the back of her neck and ass with a rare assertiveness for him.
Marie's cheek reddened as she panted between kisses, her hips ground on her brother's hardening member in his pants. Untying a knot of string at the neck of her dress, Marie raised up and pulled her dress off and over her head. John used the moment of space to untie his pants and struggled to slide his briefs and pants down below his massive, throbbing erection.
When he laid back and watched his sister toss her dress to the grassy hill beside them, John's eyes struggled to focus on anything but his sister's beauty. Her perfectly sculpted naked body loomed over him as her ample breasts swayed with her every movement. Her body contrasted with the reds and magenta in the sky behind her as the sun kissed the horizon of trees behind her. She pulled her long auburn hair to one side of her shoulder as she blushed and smiled down at the way her brother looked up at her. John's hands met Marie's sensitive ribs half way as she leaned forward and gently slid his rough hands down her sides.
John's fingers slid down her backside, parting her ass cheeks as she grabbed each of them and squeezed. Marie gasped as her palms pressed down on his flexed, swollen chest muscles. Her wet pussy lips teased circles around the tip of his shaft. John's body, without thought, raised his hips and pulled on her hips to be inside her. Marie's mouth hung open in a perpetual gasp as the bulb of his thick cock pierced her tight lips as she worked her hips lower on him.
Feeling the moist warmth of the inside of his sister's tight pussy engulf the head of his cock, John groaned as Marie released a jagged moan.
"Oh, god! I-" The words caught in Marie's throat as she held her breath while lowering on her long and thick older brother.
The warm, wet feeling of her tight pussy engulfing his head was intoxicating. The feeling made John's eyes roll into the back of his head as his sister raised and lowered on him. Bit by bit she raised and lowered on his shaft, itching lower each time.
"Oh, Ahh ahhhh!" Marie's moan turned to a different pitch as there was an edge of pain in her voice. John froze.
His eyes were wide with concern as he looked up at the beautiful woman with a puzzled face. She bit her lip as she managed her emotions. Taking deep breaths in through her nose and out through her mouth, Marie focused as she rocked on him again.
Slowly at first, she pressed her hips down his shaft and he felt her warmth swallow more and more of him until she fit almost his entire shaft inside her.
"Oh.... God, yes..." Marie groaned as her body convulsed on him. Her breasts jiggled and swayed back and forth above him.
Reaching up, he took her breasts in his palms and massaged them carefully. He pinched and flicked her nipples hard and watched her eyes roll back as she continued to familiarize her pussy with his cock.
She bit her lower lip hard and looked down with a hooked smile in the corner of her mouth. Laying her chest down to his, John wrapped his arms around his sister's voluptuous body as she mashed her breasts against his chest. Between panting breaths, the siblings kissed a long and deep embrace that seemed to expand and encapsulate all of John's world. The intensity and passion he felt his little sister pass to him grew his cock hard and flexed it tall inside her dripping pussy.
"Mmm- ohhh," Marie moaned between kisses.
John's hands slid the length of her body before rounding and gripping her curved ass. With firm hands, John slowly pressed down on her hips and felt him penetrate her deeper.
"Oh yes, baby," Marie cooed. "Ahh gah..."
Marie's ass raised and lowered as he pulled her up and down again and again. The deeper his cock penetrated, the more he saw Marie squint and the louder she moaned.
"Oh god! Don't stop. Don't- don't stop, yes!"
Without realizing it, their pace had picked up considerably. John's hands squeezed on her ass cheeks, making her squeal as he pulled her ass down on himself over and over. Pressing his feet down into the grass, he bucked his hips up into her. His sister raised up, flicking her long hair high and up over her shoulder as she rode him harder.
Set against the red and purple setting sky, John watched his sister's curvy breasts bounce in circles up and down as she fucked him. His hands slid down to her meaty thighs as she ground her pussy into his cock. Gripping her hips, he slammed her body down on his as he flexed his body high, spearing his cock deep inside his sister's pussy. The squishing sound of his throbbing cock slipping inside her gushing pussy lips became the loudest sound in the wilderness beside the calm water and setting sun.
Watching her tits clap and swing up to her chin with every thrust became too much for him. John's cock flexed to full strength as Marie's breathing became wild and panted.
"I- I- I- can't- I... oh, god," Marie squealed. "I'm gonna... I'm gonna.... Oh god, baby, you're gonna make me orga- ahh"
John couldn't resist any longer.
Marie collapsed onto his chest as her body spasmed and her muscles twitched. "I'm- oh god!" she screamed.
John's hands slipped against his sister's lower back and pressed down on her ass cheeks as he continued to stuff her pussy with each thrust, repeatedly.
"Ah ah ah ah ahhhh!" Marie cried.
John gritted his teeth as he felt his cock shoot warm strings of cum deep inside his sister's pussy. Her tight lips milked him dry as her spasming body slowly rode his shaft.
"Oh, John, yes... Oh..." his sister cooed. "Oh, brother, please, just stay there... just stay here with me..."
They laid in the grass beside the water's edge, naked and with his cock resting inside her. The moment didn't last nearly as long as they wished. John loved the feeling of his little sister's delicate body resting in his arms. But the sun had set and darkness was falling on them.

Chapter 6


John

It was dark by the time John and Marie returned to the house. Father would be upset, but one of the small positives of having a father who was always in a foul mood was you never really noticed nor minded when he was upset. The man was only a problem when he was drunk, which he was just the night before, so it would be another week or two before he would have recovered enough to be drunk again.
John smiled over at his little sister as they walked. Her skin was as ghostly white as her dress as they walked under the rising moonlight. She smiled back and reached out, taking his hand in her as they walked down the gravel driveway. There was a feeling in his chest that he couldn't describe. In all the years on this earth, John had only isolated himself and ironed his emotions to the world. The quiet boy wouldn't interact with anyone beyond the essentials, but for the first time, he felt a sensitivity. Almost like it was an open wound. John had exposed himself to another for the first time in his life. It was an unnerving but pleasant feeling.
For just this moment, he felt safe.
They took the last turn at the rotting wood fence and turned to face their house. The lanterns lit up the various windows of the house as the black night choked the outside. John froze a dozen yards from the front porch when he heard the clash of wood smashing against the wall. Marie's body neared his as her grip tightened on his hand.
John flinched at another booming sound of wood snapping and glass breaking. The second sound helped him home in on where the sound came from.
It was his bedroom.
Through the curtain, John could see the faint light of his father's lantern in his bedroom and the whirling motion of items being tossed about in his room.
"Goddang, whores!" His father shouted, the drunken slurs clear in his words. "Shoulda killed the lotta ya!"
"John," Marie gasped as she cupped his biceps. "My underwear. Was it- did you leave it in your room?"
John's eyes widened as he realized what Marie already had. His father had found her dirty underwear stashed in his dresser. Fear clenched his chest. The man he was suddenly hidden behind the boy he felt to be. Marie looked up into his shaken expression and could see him. She could see his vulnerability.
He's going to kill me. Father's going to kill me.
The reality settled in on John's mind as his feet felt like concrete blocks. Immovable and buried in the dirt.
"Where are ya boy!" His father shouted and slammed a door open. "You outside?"
"John," Marie whispered. "John!"
Marie reached up and took John's face in his palms, turning his gaze to her's.
"John, listen to me," she said. A calm control was in her voice. "Do you trust me? Do you trust me??"
John was so confused by the question. His mind was focused on the terrifying inevitability of pain about to come his way. He barely could respond to her left field question.
"Y-yes, yes," he stuttered.
"Follow me, come on!"
John didn't understand what she was saying or doing, but he heard the front door to the house explode open just as Marie's fingers intertwined with his. Pulling him by his hand, John lurched into a clumsy run, following his little sister towards the barn.
"Hey, boy! Get back here!" His father's shouts were drowned out by his stampeding feet thundering down the porch stairs.
John's mind flashed back to when he was a child and he was chased down just like this. Only that time, John had tripped in a pothole and fell into the fetal position. His father took off his belt and whipped his back where he laid for what felt like hours. He remembered the feel of the metal clasp on the belt digging flesh from his back with each strike. He remembered hearing how hard his father panted after finally stopping.
At the jarring recollection of the memory, John nearly gave up his run. The fear of what was about to come was too much. But Marie pulled harder, guiding him inside the barn. She opened the gate and freed Jonah, a black stallion John often rode, and Marly, a red-haired mare Marie, was close too. The two horses called and snorted at their friends' unexpected arrival.
Few people can ride a horse without a saddle, but both John and Marie had done so with Jonah and Marly for years. It wasn't a typical ride; they more did it as a challenge to themselves. The horses required no instructions or prep before the run. The pull on the hair along their neck and the feel of John swinging his leg over his back were all that Jonah needed. Marie and Marly were the first out of the barn, quickly followed by John and Jonah.
John clenched his knees tight around the side of the horse to stay upright as they rode down the gravel road. From the darkness, his father's hands swiped at John's leg and missed. Riding hard away from the farm his entire life was built from, John kept sight of Marie as he followed her with nothing but his horse and the clothes on his back.
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Chapter One
John
John and Marie rode for several hours to get to town. They did it under the cover of darkness. City folk never saw country like this. Gravel roads and dirt trails that cut through farms. No lights, just the stars and moonlight to guide them. The adrenaline and fear subsided from John within the first hour of riding, but they gave way to the worry that spread throughout his entire body. If it wasn't for Marie, he'd have turned back by now. Returning to his abusive father with his shoulder slumped and face focused on the ground, he took his whipping of leather belts on his back or the beating of sticks across his face and chest. The pain would only last until his father Wood tire and then it would subside for a week or two until his father's next bender.
But something changed when he was not the only one receiving the abuse. Oddly enough, you could imagine his future beatings. The way he saw it, the 20 years of beatings he survived, why couldn't he survive another 20 years of beatings? But he could not imagine sitting through 20 minutes of hearing, seeing, or even knowing that Marie was a victim of those beatings.
Their two horses, Jonah and Marley, traded into town when it was probably close to midnight. What town was quiet? No lights were on, no people were out, and while people used electricity here, they still believed in the old ways of closing stores early and being in bed not long after dark.
"What now?" John asked.
"I don't know..." Marie admitted. Their horses grazed in the grass alongside the road. They would need to get them water soon, as well. They were working horses and used to hard rides, but even athletes need rest. "Maybe we could..."
Marie's words trailed off, headlights shined down upon them. Brother and sister both held up a hand, shading their eyes as the pickup truck slowly rumbled closer. The bricks squealed as he stopped beside them and the windows rolled down.
"What the heck are you two doing out here?" The driver asked. It was Bill Tillings. A ranchman from the other side of town. He was a good, god fearing man with a family farm that stretched back a hundred years. He was gray-haired and wore his cowboy hat.
John knew any lie he told would break apart like a fistful of sand. Besides, they looked foolish riding how they were. In the middle of the night, with no saddle, and Marie wearing a dress.
"We..." John started but looked to Marie, who Marley brought closer.
"We had an issue back at the farm," Marie said, and the headlights illuminated the bruise on her cheek. "We couldn't stay there."
Bill took his hat off, and his wife, Tammy, leaned forward from the passenger seat. "Oh, Bill, didn't I tell you there was trouble over there?" she said.
"Are you two alright?" Bill asked.
"We're fine, but we just need a place to stay for the night, if that's okay," Marie said.
"Of course," Bill smiled. "We're just pickn' up Tammy's car she left in town earlier. You can follow us back."
"Thank you," John said.
They waited for Bill to drop his wife off behind a farmer's supply store and the two to drive ahead. Marly and Jonah led them back to Bill and Tammy's farm house. It was a quiet place. John couldn't stop smiling at the light bulbs that lit up the house in the dead of night. It was the little perks that he appreciated. After getting their horses some oats and water, Tammy brought John and Marie inside. Their children were already in bed. They only had one spare bedroom and Tammy set up a spare air mattress on the floor beside the twin bed.
"Thank you, really." Marie said.
"No problem, dear," Tammy smiled. "If you two need anything throughout the night, let me know."
Closing the door, Marie held her hand over the light switch and flipped it on and off a few times, making the lights flicker.
"Having fun?" John smiled at her.
"It's the little pleasures," Marie smirked.
John's face straightened, and he sat on the edge of the bed. "What are we going to do, Marie?"
"We're going to be okay," Marie said as she walked to John.
"But how do you know that? For 20 years I've had chores every morning. I've had a routine. I've had... This is the first time in my life I don't know what I'm doing tomorrow when I wake up."
Marie combed her fingers through his hair as she looked down at him, smiling gently. "It's kind of exciting, huh?"
John smirked and shook his head. "Does nothing scare you?"
Marie looked away, then looked back and shook her head. "Just one thing."
"And what's that?"
There was a long pause that was filled with Marie crawling into the bed. Laying down, she pulled at John's arm to join her in the bed. "Come here..."
John laid down on the bed and the two held each other, laying scrunched side by side on the bed. The light was still on as the pair fell asleep, caressing each other's hips and arms.
Chapter Two
Marie
Marie awoke, and she was already out of breath. The neck of her shirt was undone and her left breast was hanging free from her shirt. Before the web of confusion could clear from her head, she felt a finger make a long drag across her pussy lips. She gasped, sucking in air as she remembered that she still was in the guest room of Bill and Tammy's house.
Clapping a hand over her mouth, Marie kept herself from releasing a squeal as she felt a finger circle her clitoris. John's powerful arm was draped around her hips and his powerful, rough hand was pressed between her soft, tender thighs. Slowly, his finger spread her pussy lips that were already soaked and inched up and down on her tender flesh. With each pass lower and lower on her sex, his finger dipped inside her tight hole.
This sent Marie's eyes backward in her skull. Her hand still covered her mouth. She felt her hot breath fogging under her palm. The feeling of his finger entering her sent squeaks escaping her lips in moans.
"Oh... oh... oh my..." Marie cooed. John shoved his finger so deep inside her she felt full and stretched just from his hand. Without thought, she reached behind herself with a hand and cupped behind his neck. Flattening her back against his muscular chest, Marie arched her back and circled her ass against his crotch.
She immediately pressed her ass back against his hard member.
God, it feels so good.
The moment was overpowering. From above her shoulder, John's other hand came down on her chest, fondling her breasts and pinching her nipple. Marie turned her head to the side, kissing her brother's arm and moaning softly into it.
John's fingers rubbed back and forth along her slit. She could hear how slick her pussy was from the sounds of the wetness as his fingers smacked inside her. Marie nearly bit her brother's arm to keep herself from crying out and moaning to wake up the entire house.
Squirming in her brother's arms, she slapped both hands over her mouth when he started fingering her clit over and over and over. The overstimulation made her muffle her scream. She wanted it to stop, but hoped it never would. Her thighs quivered and her hips shook left to right. She felt like a volcano about to blow.
The orgasm struck, sending a web of tingling pleasure through her pussy and swirled to the top of her spine. Turning her face into her pillow, she screamed and shook, sending her breasts jiggling about until finally his fingers relented.
Marie took several long breaths as she centered herself. She felt John's arms unravel from around her body to get distance between them. Immediately, she turned on him. He tried to stop her politely, without words. She knew him well enough that it was his way of saying reciprocation was unnecessary, but Marie didn't even slow her attack.
Brushing his hands away, she had his pants and underwear down on the ground in seconds. Her brother's cock was already flexed, hard. She stroked it several times as she looked down upon it with a watering mouth. Pushing her lips down on the tip of his cock, Marie immediately tasted the pre-cum oozing from it. Her warm tongue slid down the base of it and back up. Her left hand massaged his balls as her right pumped his shaft aggressively. Wrapping her lips around the sensitive head of his cock, she sucked and tongued the hole on the tip while jerking her brother off.
Marie felt him squirming beneath and enjoyed the temporary power she had. Hearing him groan and pant was a powerful aphrodisiac. At that moment, she fantasized about having a house this size all to themselves. How she would want him to fuck her in every room and in every position. This fantastical life only made her desire John more at that moment.
Slurping and groaning on his cock, Marie nearly gagged herself with how wet her mouth was and how deep she pressed her lips. She could tell from how hard John was that he was close. Pumping his shaft up and down, she jacked his cock relentlessly until a sudden flex spurted his load deep into the back of her throat. Focusing on breathing through her nose, she swallowed her brother's seed, refusing to remove her lips from his shaft until she licked every drop from the head of his shaft.
When the two finally fell asleep, it was in each other's arms with Marie nestled into John's chest.
Chapter Three
John
The next morning came with sounds of laughter and running. John woke up to an empty bed and blankets covering him. He was both annoyed and comforted by the alien feeling of being taken care of. It was something he hadn't experienced for years. And he wandered out of the bedroom and found his way downstairs where he heard noises. Lots of noises. Almost too much noise for what he was used to. Cartoons played on a TV in the living room where several small children half watched the shows and half playing with toys on the floor. In the kitchen, another TV played, and that one had the news on which explained the weather.
"It's all sunshine and hot weather coming our way..." the news broadcaster on TV was saying.
Marie sat at the kitchen table with Tammy, sipping coffee and chatting.
"Oh, you're awake. Oh good. Let me get you some coffee and breakfast," Tammy said.
"No thank you, ma'am, I'm fine." John didn't like owing people things. Especially when he knew he had no means of paying one back.
"Oh, OK. Well, Bill should be finishing up the morning chores shortly. When he's done, he'll be able to give you a lift into the city." Tammy said.
"Oh... OK." John said, glancing at Marie.
"In the meantime, if you want to say your goodbyes, Bill put your horses in the barn." Tammy said as she got to work cleaning the dishes in the sink.
John was so confused, but he went along with it because Marie seemed to understand what was going on. Marie smiled, thanked Tammy and put her coffee cup in the sink before going outside. John followed her and the two walked under the sunny sky to the barn.
"What's going on? A ride into the city? Saying our goodbyes?" John asked.
And "you slept hard through the morning, I didn't wanna wake you," Marie said. "I've been talking to Bill and Tammy throughout the morning. They said they're in the market for a couple of work horses around the farm. They said they would buy Marley and Jonah. The price seems fair. I figured we could go get dropped off in the city. There we both would find jobs and we can start anything in life."
"Just like that, just leave it all behind and get a new job..." John side as I enter the barn. John immediately found Jonah and gave the horse a good scrub along the snout. Marley was in the stall next to Jonah and Marie did the same. "It means giving up everything that we know, everything that's familiar. We'd be starting over."
"Doesn't that sound nice?" Marie asked.
John remained silent. He didn't want to admit his fears in front of his stepsister.
Marie was always an adventure at heart. She was built for a world different from us. John wondered if he was not. Maybe the simple life, the small life that he lived, was the one he was meant for. Maybe the beatings, the chores, and the sadness were the best that John could hope for. Perhaps he was not meant for all this, but John told himself he would face his fears quietly like a man. From what he heard, the city was no place for a lady and she would need protection. John refused to allow anyone to harm her.
Some time passed before Bill drove up and his pickup truck. After a round of thank yous and goodbyes, John and Marie enter the pickup truck and began the 2 hour drive. Into the city. Bill talked and talked for the entire drive, which John didn't mind. It was like a preview of what the city was going to be like. Bill said that his brother was a floor manager at a vehicle manufacturer factory. Bill said his brother was looking for another employee and John could take the job if he was a hard worker.
Bill didn't seem too happy just dropping the pair of them off on the street corner, but that's all they had. They arrived in Salt Lake City and immediately John was feeling overwhelmed by the number of people he saw, the traffic, and the noises. It was just after rush hour, but traffic was still clogging the roads.
"Oh, man..." John mumbled to himself. He felt Marie's hand slip into his and give a reassuring squeeze.
"Oh, don't worry," Bill said as he pulled to the side of the road. "You'll get used to it. Come on, I'll do a quick introduction with my brother."
The factory was called Daventech. Marie waited outside in the truck, but while on the way, John couldn't help but admire the simplest things of the building. The structure, the enormous ceilings. Large mechanical arms moving parts this way and that. He did his best to keep his nervousness to himself.
Bill introduced his brother, Tom, to John in the back office. They looked alike, though Tom had a bit of a gut from sitting down all day it seemed. They got along well enough. While Tom was more accustomed to the city life, he came from the same salt of the earth farmer's mold that John did.
"We pay every Friday and it's a week delayed. So you won't get your first check until next week," Tom said.
"Yes, sir," John said. And with that, they shook hands and John had a job.
"Come in tomorrow and we'll throw you into rotation," Tom said.
They returned to the truck and John couldn't help but smile, feeling as if he had accomplished something just by getting a job. Bill placed an envelope in John's hand with payment for the horses. They didn't count it and they wouldn't find out until later that there was three hundred dollars more than what they had agreed upon inside. He told the two of them that there was a hotel up the road and the first thing they should buy was a prepaid phone.
"You know where to find us if you need us," Bill said, shaking both of their hands. "Good luck to you both."
"Thank you," Marie said. And with that, they were left on their own. Having lived their entire lives as if it was the 1700s they now were walking in the 21st century. It wasn't like they were completely oblivious to technology. The little they saw of it when passing through town, they soaked it up and thought about it constantly.
They checked into an extended stay hotel. A place where they could stay for a week at a time. Even so, the payment for that week took a sizable chunk out of their money on hand. John felt Marie's eyes boring into the back of his head when John requested a room with two beds.
In their room, they sat on their two separate queen beds in silence. They didn't even consider turning on the TV. Marie was reading a piece of paper she had taken from the lobby. Her silence was obvious and cold. John knew she was upset.
"There's something... I don't know if it's right, you know?" John finally said after some time passed. "We're brother and sister, technically."
"Technically, we're stepbrother and stepsister," Marie retorted.
"I just... we have enough going on right now without strange looks from others and... maybe we should keep our distance for now."
Marie was silent for a minute before responding with a quiet and simple, "okay." She cleared her throat and stood walking around the hotel room as if exploring. Raising the paper in her hands, she continued. "This restaurant down the road is looking for servers at night. The flyer says 'especially attractive women.' I may not be your type but maybe I'm theirs."
John released a long sigh. "I didn't say..."
"I'm going to go see about my job, then," she said.
"I'll go with you," John stood, but Marie was already opening the door.
"I don't need a chaperone any more than you do." She snapped before the door latched behind her.
John released a long sigh. "Great job John."
Chapter Four
Marie
Mărie cursed her step brother out verbally the entire walk to what she thought was the restaurant and continued cursing him in her head during their informal interview. It wasn't like she was stupid. She knew her brother was an attractive and older man. He could have any of the girls in the city he wanted.
Marie couldn't stop looking at the buffet of women around her as she spoke to the shift manager about the serving job. It turns out the place she interviewed at Serenity was an 'adult entertainment club.' It was still the afternoon, so the dark club was mostly empty, but the women on stage and behind the bar serving were gorgeous. Compared to the long dress Marie wore, the other women were barely dressed--or in the dancer's case--not dressed at all.
They hired her on the spot and she even made friends with the other servers and allowed Marie to wear some of their clothes. A short black skirt. A tight red top that nearly had her bare breasts spilling out of the neck of her shirt. The bouncers who did security were nice enough. They said they'd protect her and just to let them know if anyone caused any problems. They were big guys but Marie couldn't help but think John could toss them both around like dolls if he wanted.
As night came, more customers arrived and more cash was slid in her pockets. She didn't know the food or drinks being ordered, but she had a splendid memory and excellent penmanship. She could get the orders to the people who knew.
Her shift was done before the night got rowdy. Marie made it back to the hotel by 9pm with $128 in her pocket.
"Where have you been?" John greeted her at the door. His hands cupping her shoulders and guiding her inside. "I went out twice looking for you. I was worried."
Marie hid her smile. She loved that he cared for her so. "I got a job."
"You did? The interview took 8 hours?" John asked, then paused as if he just realized what she was wearing. "What are you--are those your clothes?"
"No, I beat up a homeless person and stole their clothes," Marie scoffed. "A friend let me borrow them. I worked my first shift serving tonight." Marie saw the thirst in his eyes as he devoured her long legs and busty cleavage. She smiled and bent over purposely as she set the money on the counter beside their money. "And made $128 for us."
"What kind of service job requires you to dress like that?" John questioned.
"The kind that's at a gentlemen's club..."
"Gentlemen's club?"
Marie rolled her eyes as she sat on her bed. "A strip club... like where guys pay girls to take off their clothes." Marie held up her hands as she saw the worry and anger forming in her brother's eyes. "Don't worry, I just serve drinks and food. I didn't strip... although... it did look like a fun job..."
Marie giggled as she laid back on her bed, rubbing her body. John struggled to not look. He pointed at the mini fridge.
"I got you some food if you're hungry," he said.
"They fed me at work. It's a pretty nice place. You should check it out." Marie looked over at John and they both laughed for a moment at her words. They laughed at the absurdity of it all, too. Where they were... what they were doing... the life they lived now...



"My first day at my new job is tomorrow," John said.
Marie smiled as she outlined the design on the comforter she laid on. "Well, this job is kinda a night gig, so maybe I'll see if I can find a dayshift job tomorrow. A less fun job."
John smiled. "We'll see how my job goes. Maybe you don't have to work at all."
"We'll see," Marie nodded. "Maybe I'll choose to work anyways."
Chapter Five
Marie
Marie couldn't sleep. She tossed and turned in the bed, making a knot out of the sheets that she turned in. There were so many noises. The hum of the hotel air conditioner. The honking of traffic outside her window. The occasional words or laughter in the hall followed by the shuffling of feet. It didn't bother her. It distracted her. Every new sound piqued her curiosity and begged for her to investigate it.
Why did they honk? What do they see? Who's laughing? What's so funny? Where are they going? It's dark outside. What is there to do after it's dark?
The questions went round and round in Marie's head like a tornado as she considered all the things she wanted to experience and do in the coming days. Each new day was like a Christmas celebration. She didn't have the strength to force herself to sleep while her imagination ran amuck of all the things she wanted to experience in the coming days.
She turned about in her bed and saw the cut of light from the slivers of the window not covered by the curtain slice across the other bed. John's upper body was exposed from his blankets. She admired her brother's bulky arms and broad shoulders. Before she knew it, she was out of bed and peering down at her sleeping sibling. Her sheet draped across her naked body, Marie admired her brother's body for several minutes. His scarred forearms and chest. Wounds from living a hard life on the farm. Memories of abuse from his father, no doubt.
Sitting on the edge of the bed, she slowly curled to his side so as not to wake him. Slowly inching her body nearer to his until her breasts hugged the tricep of his arm, Marie pushed underneath his blankets and felt the warmth of his body radiating onto hers. It was like laying beside a raging fire on a snowy night. Her body melted into his as she kissed the shoulder of her brother. His deep breaths continued as Marie slid her hands down his front and slipped her hand inside his underwear.
As soon as Marie's fingers wrapped around the soft, yet girthy shaft of her stepbrother's cock, a sense of purpose came upon her. She stroked his member gently and with care, up and down as she felt the blood pulsing through it. Slowly he grew in her hand until she could feel his size match his body's stature. Marie stared into John's eyes, waiting for him to wake, but he did not from her tender touch. Her hand wrapped around his cock as she pumped faster, up and down, up and down, over and over as she noticed his eyes twitch from left to right beneath his eyelids.
Mary panted and grew damp between her thighs as she found the moment incredibly arousing. She felt a drop of her brother's pre-cum on the back of her hand on one upstroke and pumped her hand faster on the shaft. Caressing her breast with her other hand, she fingered her nipple in circles that drove her sensitive nipple wild.
Suddenly, she felt his muscles seize on his shoulders and his pectoral muscles dance as they flexed. A firmness shot through his massive erection that made her brother's cock feel like an iron rod in her tiny palm. In the midst of her pumping of his cock, she felt the intense flexes surge through his shaft and the mess of semen spill out the top of his dick. His seed covered Marie's hand, and her continued jerking of his shaft spread it up and down him.
Marie lost her breath and released a small high-pitched moan as she gasped, realizing she had been holding her breath. She chewed her lower lip as she watched John's face wince and low guttural grunts escape his sleeping lips. It was with a last spurt, leaving his shaft, that John's eyes jetted open and he turned to face his sister.
"What? What's going--" John muttered and straightened, only to be pushed back down by his sister.
"Shhhh... shhh.. shh... it's okay," Marie reassured. "Just relax... just relax... I'm here."
His heart slowed and his body untensed. Marie carefully kissed his chest, placing a wet kiss higher and higher on his neck.
"I heard what you said, John. I know your fears and hesitations more than any other." Marie whispered between kisses as her hand continued to slowly massage his softening shaft. Milking his slick shaft as she panted into his neck.
Marie knew her brother's strength. He easily weighed twice as much as she did and if he wanted to, he could stand now in this instant and fling Marie to the ground. With a single muscular arm, he could knock her hands away and be free from her molestation. But he didn't. Instead, his eyes studied Marie's body as she kissed his neck. While her nipples and breasts dragged across his hard chest.
Marie slid down his body and removed his underwear as she took the place of his covers laying on top of his body. Mounting on top of him, Marie lowered her damp pussy down on his sticky shaft. Dragging up and down on his soft cock, a smile broke over her face as she smirked and bit her lip.
"I know your reservations. I know what hesitates you. It hesitates me too," Marie whispered. Her breasts dangled over his face as she slowly dragged her pussy across his crotch. "Mmm... but it's just not the same as it was before, baby--ahmmm you know?" Marie pressed down harder on his soft shaft as she ground back and forth. She pressed down harder and released a small moan as she closed her eyes. "We're ahmmm ahh... we're on our own now. We're our own people. Our futures are our own. The only way people are going to know you're my step brother is if we tell someone. Otherwise, you're just... oh god..." Marie moaned as she rubbed her pussy faster and faster on her stepbrother's shaft. "Otherwise, you could... ahh... you could just be my lover.... Ohhh..."
John's hands slid up Marie's petite waistline as her hips twerked and worked on top of him. Her pussy leaked juices, lathering his cock in her wetness. When John's hands rose and cupped the outside of her large natural, bouncing breasts, and mashed them together. Marie released a long squeal as her eyes rolled to the back of her head.
"Ohhh god yes, big brother... squeeze my tits... don't... don't stop!" Marie moaned. She felt his thumbs circle her hard, sensitive nipples, and it sent pulses of pleasure to her brain. Suddenly she was questioning where she was, who she was, and what was happening. Grinding on her brother, every time her clit touched his cock a moan escaped her lips. That was when she realized her brother was getting hard again. Life returned to his growing shaft and pressed harder on her tender pussy lips.
"Ah ah ah ah ah ohhh god, yes yes yes! I'm going cum--I'm gonna ahhh!" Marie squealed, and she felt John squeeze so tightly on her breasts that her humping grind of her hips turned into a seizing orgasm. Marie's tiny shoulders and tiny figure fell into John's broad shoulders as John's hard cock pressed on her tender pussy. Begging to be inside.
Chapter Six
John
John released her breasts from his grip and felt his little sister collapse into his arms. The moment was powerful as he listened to her sighs and cooing. Her hair stuck to her sweaty brow as she panted and growled. Every flex of his shaft pressed it up into her pussy lips, making her whimper.
"Mmm hmm!" she moaned.
After several moments passed of this, she raised her head to see John combing her hair out of her face. Her fingers traced the divots in his muscles on his chest. Her lips met his and John's calloused palm cupped her cheek as his tongue slid inside her mouth. His hand moved to her left breast as she slowly raised to her knees on either side of his hips. Mounting him and raising her ass so that his firm cock could stand tall.              
"Oh, brother..." Marie moaned between kisses as John pinched her nipple. "Will you take me brother? Will you... will you fuck me brother?"
John groaned as he adjusted beneath her hips and felt the tip of his cock brush across her lips. With one groan, he turned her over onto her back and Marie grabbed at the sheet covering the bed from her backside. Her eyes were wild and her breathing hectic. John pushed the head of his cock inside her tight but eager hole. Her pussy squeezed his swollen head.
"Nahh ohhhh my god!" Marie called out and quickly covered her mouth. The pressure was too much for her. John held his cock where it was as Marie wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him in for an intense kiss. Their lips mashed as their tongues intertwined. Without thought, John took Marie's arms by the wrists and pressed them down on the bed beside her head. Still kissing, John suddenly felt his cock slide deeper into his sister's pussy. Felt the wet, warm walls squeeze farther down his shaft.
"Nngg, ahh! Oh, fuck!" Marie cried out as she broke from the kiss. "Oh god, brother--fuck me... fuck me now!"
John flexed his upper body, pressing down hard on her wrists into the bed as he pulled his ass back and pushed his cock deep into his sister's pussy.
"Oh, my--ahhhhh gahhh yes yes ye--" she moaned.
Pulling out, he bucked back into her again and again. He felt his cock engorge as he pumped in and out of her tight hole.
"Ahh ahh ahh ahh! Don't stop.... Don't stop baby..." she cried.
John watched his step sister thick heavy tits bounce up and down and jiggle together with every hard thrust. Her body became convulsive as she gasped and John could feel her push against his hands. For a moment, there was no sound as Marie stopped breathing. The only sound was the rough sloshing sound as John stuffed his cock in and out of his sister's pussy over and over. Then she cried out.
"Ohh fuck! Fuck! Fuck baby, I can't I can't I'm... shit!" Marie cursed as she turned her face into the mattress, trying to bury her screams as she squirmed beneath him. "Ahhhh... oh, stop stop stop... I can't..."
John slowed and finally pulled his cock out of her pussy and gave his sister a chance to breathe. Marie panted and John lifted his hands and let her move about beneath him. She pulled her hair back and out of her face as she put a hand on her chest as if to keep her heart from bursting from her chest.
John slipped his hand between her thighs. She was slick with juices. Her thick thighs were slippery as his finger traced her lips lightly.
"Oh, Jesus, baby... you got me so sensitive... I can't.... I can't stop...." Marie stuttered as she panted. Her arms and hands shook as she trembled. "I want your cock so bad but oh god I don't know if I can... so sensitive.... You make me so horny, big brother."
Sliding his thumb gently but forcefully over her mouth, John outlined her lips. In a low whisper he asked, "are you mine, little sister?"
"Oh god, yes. Oh god, it makes me so horny to hear you ask that, baby," Marie cooed. "Yes, yes, anything I want you to fuck me... I want you to--oh!"
John's hands grabbed at her tiny hips and turned her over onto her knees, putting her face to the mattress. Without instructing to do so, John looked down on his little sister and watched her spread her legs and lift her ass in the air. Feeding the tip of his cock into the mouth of her tight pussy, John felt the squeeze as she balled her fists around the sheets on the mattress.
"Ahh ahhh yes yes yes!" she moaned.
Marie's waist was so thin, John gripping both sides of it caused his thumbs to nearly meet in the middle of her back. With her ass arched in the air, John gripped her hips and pulled her back as he slammed his cock inside her. By some means, Marie pushed herself up onto her hands as her arms trembled. She bucked her hips back with every thrust by her brother.
"Oh fuck! Yes yes yes! Don't stop fucking me!" She moaned.
John's body clapped into her over and over with every thrust. His hands slid up the sides of her hips and he felt her heavy breasts swaying beneath her as he pushed deeper and deeper. Cupping her breasts and squeezing them, he listened to his sister's moans as he felt her pussy milking his cock with her tight lips.
"Oh god! Oh my god! Fuck me! Fuck me! I'm so close!" Marie cried.
John swiped the sweat from his brow and grabbed onto her shoulders on either side of her neck as he fucked her. The thrusts were hard and fast, and he couldn't keep himself together much longer. The pleasure was radiating from the tip of his cock all the way to the back of his brain.
"Yess! Cum inside me--oh god! Yes! Yes! Cum inside me, baby! Fill me with your--ahhhh oh god yes!" Marie screamed and John felt his cock hardened and began to seize. Spurts of cum filled his sister's pussy up with every deep penetrating thrust.
"Oh my god, I'm cumming!" Marie screamed as she flattened her chest against the bed. Her teeth bit down on a bunching of sheets. Her ass jiggling in the air, John crammed his shaft inside her pussy as the final flexes of cum were drained out of his shaft and into his sister's pulsating pussy.
When John finally collapsed beside Marie covered in sweat and panting, he felt her hands grab at his spastically. Spooning on their sides, she wrapped his arms around her waist as she continued to shutter and whimper. It was several minutes later before she took a deep breath and released it and with it all the tension in her body. With a last word for the night, Marie reached behind her and cupped John's thigh that spooned her.
"Jesus Christ..." Marie whispered in a half laugh.
John cupped her cheek, turning her face to his. Pulling a light sheet to cover their naked bodies, John kissed Marie deeply, and she kissed them back. This was it. This was the moment he finally felt in control of his destiny. This was when he realized he could envision a future for himself that was different than the one his father had designed.
Chapter Seven
John
John woke the next morning to see a bagel from the hotel lobby breakfast sitting on a napkin as well as a coffee waiting for him. Marie had already left and a note remained by the bagel on a separate napkin in her handwriting, stating:
'Out and about to find a not-as-fun job for the mornings
-Marie'
John smiled at the heart drawn around her name. There was something about being with her that centered him, he realized. His instinct to avoid her or put distance between them was wrong. He realized that now.
We were meant for each other... John smiled to himself.
He got dressed, drinking his coffee and eating his bagel as he left the room and walked to work. It was a beautiful day and made him almost want to stay outside rather than go into the factory. But John was getting excited thinking of all the things he and Marie had yet to do. Shop for clothes, grocery shop, searching for a home... all of which required money so...
Inside the factory, things were a struggle in the morning. Learning the repetitious movements and learning how to be efficient was a struggle. After lunch, the job became more natural. John did his tasks well without any screw-ups. In fact, so well the floor supervisor asked John to stay over and do it over time. He stated he liked John's 'work ethic.'
John smiled and agreed but stated he had to let his... his girlfriend know. The word felt strange coming out of his mouth, but he grew to like the sound of it immediately. John called their hotel from an office phone and typed their room extension. It took a couple of tries to get it right, but even when he did there was no answer. John didn't think she would beat the club yet, but it was possible. John decided to work the extra shift anyways.
It was dark by the time John returned to the hotel. A few groups of men who drank on the street corner gave John a nervous stare. John didn't like it. He would have to remember to talk to Marie. He didn't want her walking alone around this neighborhood.
Opening the door to his hotel room, John was immediately sure that something was wrong. One mattress was turned over. The coffee maker and papers on the desk were shoved to the ground. The TV was tipped backwards against the wall.
"Marie! Marie!" John yelled as he ran to the bathroom and searched around the bed for the final places she could be. There was a small bloodstain on one of the sheets wrinkled on the ground. John stared at it as fear and anger swirled in John's gut. A million questions attacked his mind, and that is when John noticed the two words written in the familiar blocky handwriting that was not Marie's.
'COME. HOME.'
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Misty leaned her forearms on the railing as she sipped her rum-fruit-twisty straw drink. Her butt swayed from side to side, a sign of her excitement as she watched the red concoction of a drink darken her blue straw, doing front flips as it looked nearer to her mouth before finally splashing on her tongue. Misty giggled like a schoolgirl, even though she was nineteen. It was the little things that excited her, but it wasn't just the loopy straw that gave her a bubbly elation in her stomach. This was the first time she had ever been on a cruise.
Sipping her drink continuously while her butt did a small booty dance on its own, she watched the dock slowly slip away and waved at the strangers who waved below. Smiling, she saw others on the main deck of the massive Destiny Cruise ship main deck waved, too. The old couple to her left, the group of pretty girls to her right, the gaggle of children beyond them. Everyone gathered to wave their goodbyes to land and watch the blue ocean take over the view. Misty had never been more excited in her life.
Bouncy Bahamian music played by a live band around the corner from her and the speakers carried the music everywhere. Misty closed her eyes and without a care in the world twerked her barely covered butt cheeks in the air as she half held the railing. She already had on her Blue two-piece bathing suit with tiny white polka dots, and with the tropical sun warming her arms and chest, she regretted sliding on these short shorts over her bottom. Feeling the ends of her blonde streaked hair brush her shoulders and she danced by herself, lost in the moment, Misty was startled when she felt someone's crotch sidle up behind her.
"Hey there crazy girl," Sarah's voice purred in Misty's ear as her cold wet hands braced against Misty's hips.
"Ooo, your hands are cold!" Misty squirmed her hips trying to escape her touch, but Sarah persisted wrapping her left hand around Misty's dainty hips and locking her in place.
"What you don't want, what I have to offer?" Sarah said, circling her right hand in front of Misty and revealing another drink to replace the nearly empty one in Misty's hand.
"Oooh, I very do, yes." Misty turned around wearing a grin. Sarah pulled her hips in tightly to her and gave her a long, wet kiss. Misty held the glass behind Sarah's ponytail as her arms rested up on Sarah's shoulders. "Did you make a friend to get the drink?" Misty asked, after falling out of the kiss.
"The bartender likes me, I think," Sarah smirked. "Didn't ID me and gave me a double shot on the house. Think I should break the news to him?"
"Mmmm... maybe on the last day of the cruise," Misty giggled as she took a sip from her fresh drink. "Hm. A double shot of what?"
"Rum," Sarah made a face.
Misty laughed then spoke in a funny voice, "oh, why must it always be rum..."
Sarah shook her head, fighting her own laugh, "I tell ya, every time. But shit, it was free." Misty turned back around and hung over the edge, drinking her drink. Her girlfriend Sarah stayed behind her with her hips lightly brushing Misty's rear as they watched the panhandle of Florida continue to shrink. When they dropped their stuff in their room, Misty tried to get Sarah to change into her swimsuit, too, but she waved the notion away. Jeans and a baggy t-shirt were always Sarah's way.
Sarah's hands were warming up now as they rubbed up and down on the taut waist of Misty. Between that and her second drink beginning to warm her cheeks, Misty loosened up even more. "We've gotta get you out of those pants and into some swimsuits," Misty teased, twerking her booty back against her girlfriend's crotch.
"Mmm," Sarah purred in Misty's ear. "See, I was thinking we just need to get all these clothes off you."
Sarah's hot breath on Misty's neck sent wild shivers trembling down her spine. Then when Sarah took Misty's lower earlobe into her mouth and tongued her earrings, Misty jetted her ass out hard and let out a groan. Pushing her right-hand down Misty's center, and when she felt her girlfriend's fingers dip inside her panties and brush lightly over her clitoris, she gasped, closing her eyes.
Immediately, she sucked in a breath when she remembered all the people around her and pushed her hips forward to flee from Sarah's hand. But all she managed to do was trap Sarah's hand inside her panties between the railing and herself.
"Sarah- no, stop," Misty protested in a half whine, half moaning voice.
"It's okay... it's okay..." Sarah whispered in a raspy voice on the side of Misty's neck. She pecked a kiss below her ear before resting her chin in the crook of Misty's shoulder. Sarah's fingers swiping quick circles over her increasingly moist clit. Misty looked out of the side of her eyes at the couples on either side of her, each involved in their own conversations right then. More people walked behind them laughing and still Sarah rubbed faster circles on her clit.
The world narrowed in Misty's vision as Sarah's arms encapsulated her back against Sarah's chest. She was pinned between the railing and her girlfriend, being molested to near orgasm in front of hundreds of people. A middle-aged man peaked his head over Misty's left shoulder and her stomach dropped. But the man laughed and murmured something to his friend about it being a long way down to the water and walked on.
Misty was near hyperventilating as she turned and squirmed in Sarah's arms, "no no no no..." she whispered into Sarah's cheek, but Sarah had already worked a finger between her pussy lips, grinding directly on Misty's clit. "Oh fu..." Misty moaned in a whisper before she stopped herself. Fearing the loud screech that begged to burst free, she clenched her teeth and pressed her cheek into her girlfriend's cheek.
Keeping her arm as still as possible, Sarah's hand and fingers vibrated back and forth on Misty's clit, making her legs tremble and threaten to give out. Her breaths became stagnant and gasping. The delicious bite that Sarah dared to deliver to Misty's ear lobe was what sent her over the edge.
The powerful orgasm struck her sex like a lightning bolt, numbing her thighs and hips as she buried her lips back into Sarah's cheek and neck. Panting loud, moaning grunts into her girlfriend's side, Misty was thanking God for the loud band. The wet slipperiness coated Sarah's fingers while she planted one last kiss on Misty's cheek. In her relaxed state, Misty didn't even realize she had done it until she heard the crashing glass below. Misty's eyes shot open, and Sarah's hand pulled from her panties. The glass had slipped out of Misty's fingers to the deck below, breaking luckily on the floor and not someone's head.
All eyes in the area turned to Sarah, and her flush faced girlfriend. They both giggled, some as intoxicated, nervous people do. They looked down at the broken glass, still not touching anyone. Misty tucked her hand in Sarah's, and they ran away like kids running from the janitor's closet after getting away with something.
***
"Niner! No winners," the craps dealer announced and the circle of patrons boo'd as the dealer retook the dice and cleared the board of chips. The players talked to another as they slid chips on to the table.
"Like every time they play I feel like this time I'm going to get it but then I don't," Misty laughed.
Sarah sipped her vodka tonic and shook her head. It looks like a slow- or fast, if you're that guy, way to lose your money. Misty laughed and palmed Sarah's chest.
"That dude's stack of chips have fallen quite a bit in the last little bit."
Sarah sat at the bar highchair closest to the craps table where she and her girlfriend had been people watching for the last hour as they nursed their last drink. It wasn't their last drink by choice, but they hadn't been able to find a bartender that wasn't IDing this evening. Misty sat on Sarah's lap with her arm half hung around her girlfriend's neck.
After sailing from shore, they both had changed into their suits and spent the day dipping in and out of the pool, sunbathing, and spreading sunblock on each other. Which worked except for two red spots on the back of Sarah's arms. For dinner, they decided to head to the casino and Sarah promised Misty to wear her 'fancy dress' that Misty had bought for her. It was an aqua blue color with a half-salted skirt that nearly showed Sarah's lower curve of her thick butt, and definitely exposed her side boob from the hang of the neck of her dress.
Misty could tell how uncomfortable Sarah was in the dress. She enjoyed dressing up from time to time, but not usually. Sarah was all about comfort and utilitarianism-in this end they were a perfect example of opposites attracting because misty loved fashion and makeup. Which is why it pleased her so much that Sarah wore the dress. It showed how much making Misty happy meant to her.
Surprising Sarah, Misty planted a kiss on her lips. Sarah set her nearly gone drink down and wrapped her arms around Misty's hips and gave her a long, lingering kiss back.
"Yeah! Get it!! Whoo!" a drunk man shouted from down at the craps table. Misty broke the kiss with a smile, rolling her cheek on Sarah's cheek as they looked toward their fan. It was the chubby, balding man whose stack of chips were dwindling so quickly. "Come down here ladies, y'all can be my good luck charm!" He shouted, pointing excitedly at them both. Giggling, they exchanged a look, and Misty's cheeks became warm.
"Na, we're good, man," Sarah yelled back.
"Ah? Ah? Oh, come on, alright, your loss," he swiped his hand at them before turning back to the crowded table to place his bets.
"We have a fan..." Misty beamed sheepishly to her girlfriend.
"You think he's bad here? Try being married to him," a voice said beside them. Misty turned around and Sarah had to look around Misty's front to see the beautiful older woman who sat beside them. She had bleach blond hair and tan skin but wore a black dress that hid the small curves that a woman gained with age and children and accented her plump, thick breasts that created a spacious cleavage for their eyes.
Sarah half laughed as she apologized, "sorry, ma'am, I didn't see you there."
"Ma'am?" The woman nearly spilled her cosmopolitan when she shot a shocked look at Sarah. "Ma'am? I'm a ma'am now?"
Misty giggled nervously, still curled in Sarah's lap, "oh, don't mind her, that's just the Army in her. She calls all women that. Hi, I'm Misty."
"Misty. Misty, I like that," the woman said, shaking Misty's hand delicately. "I'm Colleen. Wait, so you're in the Army?"
Sarah nodded, "yes, ma'am, two years now."
"Hun, if you call me ma'am one more time, I'm going to make you drop and give me twenty," Colleen pointed.
Sarah and Misty both laughed. Sarah nodded, "sorry, I'm Sarah- it's a force of habit."
"I may technically be a ma'am, but I plan on letting Botox and plastic surgery hide that for as long as possible." Colleen grinned and winked at her new friends as she finished her drink. "Isn't that right, Alex!" The muscle-bound bartender with thick black hair to match his black buttoned down shirt stopped what he was doing to walk over to Colleen.
She already had him trained, misty thought.
"If you're saying it, it's gotta be right," Alex said with a smile. The crowd became louder around them as a live band started playing around the corner. "Whoa, you're looking dry over there. You want me to freshen you up?" Alex said, taking Colleen's empty glass away from her. All that was left on the glass was one lipstick mark left on the brim of the glass.
"Well, if I'm dry you better get me wet then," Colleen said leaning forward so her large breasts all but fell out of her dress in front of Alex. Alex gave her a smirk and a wink and got to work making her drink. Sarah and Misty shared a similar grin with each other that conveyed the same message.
These two are about to fuck.
Misty covered her mouth as she giggled.
"Where's your guy's drinks? You can't sit at a bar empty handed," Colleen said.
"Well," Misty smiled. "We came down here for dinner but after that we haven't really been able to find a bartender that didn't want to look at our IDs?" Misty shrugged, giggling.
Colleen held up her hand, stopping her as she rolled her eyes. "Alex?" Alex turned around, setting her fresh cosmopolitan down on the table. "These two ladies are with me. You can put their drinks on my tab."
Alex's eyes darted between the two young ladies and Colleen a couple of times before giving them the head nod to order. Misty could see the mental calculations going through his mind comparing serving minor alcohol vs ruining a chance at banging a cougar. "What'll you have?" Alex asked.
Misty smiled as she felt Sarah pinch her ass in excitement, "Long Island iced tea?"
"Vodka-soda," Sarah added. Alex nodded and got to work on the iced tea. "Thank you, seriously."
Colleen waved her off, "oh I remember what it was like to be young. Besides, it'll be easier dealt with him if I got someone to drink with." She thumbed back to her losing husband.
When Alex came back with their drinks, the three of them cheers'd. "To new, sexy friends." Colleen said.
***
"I'm totally serious!"
"Oh, my god!"
"How was it?"
Colleen rolled her eyes and made a face, then laughed when she pointed at Sarah's face. "Exactly like your girlfriend's expression!" Misty turned and laughed at the wide-eyed look of impressed, confused, and disgusted all mashed together on Sarah's face.
"The beginning was super-hot," Colleen continued, leaning forward in her chair. The sprawl of empty glasses cluttered the bar top in front of them. "It was literally like the beginning of a good porno, and I kept thinking that when I was going from dick to dick sucking them. I was like, 'this is a fucking porn shoot!'" Colleen nudged Misty's shoulder, who sat on a stool now huddled between Sarah and Colleen. The music and crowd around them had only grown louder and bigger over the past hours. "Then the middle was even better. When they started fucking me..." Colleen smiled, shaking her head. "It was amazing! But then, like every encounter with men, it all ended in disappointment!"
Sarah and Misty laughed as they swayed in their seats. The stumper of all the alcohol loosening their bodies and mind as they leaned into each other, touching their exposed thighs while talking.
"Well, that's something I don't have to deal with," Misty beamed as her hand slid up Sarah's thigh, catching Sarah by surprise when her finger brushed the crevice of her thigh, meeting her sex. Misty always became the biggest slut when she was drunk.
Sarah jumped and laughed, "I'm just- I don't know. Can you be disgusted and turned on at the same time?"
"Yeah, it's called your honeymoon." Colleen laughed as she clapped her hands.
"I just, well, one, just one guy alone grosses me out, but imaging three of them fucking me..." Sarah made a face that made everyone laugh. "But then again, a four way in general sounds kinda hot. I haven't even had a three way."
"Yeah, neither have I," Misty said, while giving Sarah a long stare with a smirk. Almost screaming in silence that she wanted to have one with Colleen. Sarah squeezed Misty's side, trying to tell her to relax some. Not that she hadn't thought of it. Misty had caught Sarah staring at Colleen's cleavage or thick thighs, just as Misty had been. Misty wanted each of them to suck on Colleen's tits as they fingered her pussy and ass in their own orgy.
"Trust me, at least with three men, it's not worth it," Colleen said, finishing her drink. "I do have to say you guys are a cute couple. If I was twenty years younger, you guys might've had a chance at turning me forever to the other side."
Misty slid her palm between Sarah's thighs and felt the warm, soft flesh as she rubbed it. "Well..."
"Looket here! Now this isa set of beautifuls women!" a pudgy, balding man defly grabbed Colleen's shoulder and Misty's hip as he slurred. "Are wes all ready to go then?"
"If only that had happened," Colleen sighed. "Then I wouldn't be legally bound to this."
"Ohhh hahaha, this lady here." Her husband laughed obnoxiously. Looking over his shoulder, Misty noticed the pit boss standing behind him, looking unamused. Misty instinctively leaned closer to Sarah as more casino security arrived. "I think it's uh time we head out, hun."
Colleen looked over her shoulder and immediately started yelling, "are you fuckingn kidding me? Again? How much did you lose? What did-"
Without saying a word to each other, Misty and Sarah stood on wobbly legs and went to leave. They felt the tension in the air only in the building. "We've gotta head out, thanks for the drinks!" Sarah said.
Colleen wore a face of anger and embarrassment and paused her expression to smile at them. It was an apologetic smile, then returned to shouting at her husband. The entire wobbly leg elevator ride to their room, Misty could not stop thinking about how close they had come with Colleen.
"We almost had her!" Misty cried out as she steadied herself on the grab bar of the elevator.
Sarah laughed, "I know!"
"Then her stupid husband had to ruin it all," Misty pouted.
Sarah shrugged, "it's only the first night. This is a ten day cruise, you know? We've got time."
Misty smiled seductively as she moved to Sarah's arms, "yesss, we do."
They hit their cabin room and with a slide of the key fell into their room. It was spacious compared to the standard room, or so Sarah said. It was her third cruise, and she paid for most of this using her Army bonus. The room had a queen bed, a couch living room area and a balcony to look over the edge.
Immediately, Misty opened the sliding door and went out onto the balcony. Sarah joined her. The warm, breezy night made Misty's hair flutter about as she grabbed the railing. Sarah took a familiar position behind her and wrapped her arms around her chest. The water was so black, without staring, she could not tell the difference from where the night sky ended and the ocean began.
"It's so peaceful," Misty said. "Thank you for taking me on this. I love it."
Misty turned to Sarah and, in the darkness of the night, saw the shadows on her face. The moonlight brightened the side of Sarah's face, and the neckline went down one side. Sarah took Misty's face in her gentle, yet strong hands and lowered herself to kiss her. Sarah's hand slid down Misty's back, pulling her lower back tight before sliding a hand down over her butt cheek.
Misty loved how helpless she could feel inside of Sarah's touch. She was so powerful and yet tender in the way she grabbed and maneuvered her. The kiss grew into something more. It became deeper and wet, passionate. Misty knew this kiss very well. And her sex glistened as it prepared for what came next.
Falling over another, they made their way back into their cabin. Sarah sat Misty down on the edge of the bed and pushed her down on her back. Misty squirmed and twisted on the bed top, smacking the towels that were twisted into snakes or swans onto the floor. By the time her eyes returned to her girlfriend, Sarah stood before her naked with her hair tied back in a ponytail. Her taut, marvelous body and perky tits accented by the one warm lamp turned on in the corner of the room.
The seductive smile of eagerness was not intended across Misty's lips. It grew naturally as she imagined she could spend the rest of her life staring at Sarah's beautiful nakedness and be happy.
Misty tried to shimmy out of her blue lacy dress, but Sarah stopped her as she climbed on top of Misty's body. Grabbing Misty's wrists, Sarah pushed her arms down and over Misty's head on the bed as she leaned over, kissing Misty hard. Her knees were spread wide on the bed, so Sarah's bald pussy pressed to the tail of Misty's dress that covered her crotch. Sarah began to make the slightest hump and drag motion with her entire body.



Releasing a high-pitched humming moan, Misty struggled her tiny muscles under the grip of her stronger girlfriend uselessly. Sarah switched her grip up so both of Misty's wrists were trapped under one of Sarah's hands while Sarah used the other hand to shimmy up Misty's skirt of her dress that lay between them. With the fabric disappearing between them, Misty's breath caught in her throat when she felt the familiar and glorious wet bare pussy lips of Sarah drag on her own pussy.
Pulling back from their kiss, Sarah's smirked lips hovered over Misty for several seconds as if planning an attack. Twice Sarah lowered her mouth as if to kiss her girlfriend, and twice Misty lifted and failed to reach her. Misty let out a disapproving whine and Sarah giggled. Lowering her left breast to Misty's lips, she eagerly took her nipple into her mouth. Wrapping her lips around her, sucking, licking, and biting, Misty closed her eyes and moaned at the taste.
Sarah remained silent except for the occasional gasping exhale of air. She moved to the side as she slipped her fingers between Misty's thighs, causing her eyes to go wide when she felt the finger plunge inside of her. Misty's lips were slick with juices as the finger pushed inside her again and again. Misty was in heaven at that moment. Her body felt warm everywhere as every thrust inside melted her a bit more. She switched to Sarah's other nipple and had to gasp between sucks and bites as the feeling became too intense.
"Hmmm... yeah, you like that?" Sarah asked as she smiled down at her whimpering girlfriend. Sarah's finger fucking Misty's pussy harder as her thumb pressed up, swiping across her clit.
"Mmmhmm," was all Misty could hum with her mouth full of Sarah's breast. Her thin body squirmed and writhed on the bed as she groaned under her girlfriend's touch. The feeling on her over-stimulated clit felt so electrifying and warm. Her body tried to push into Sarah's fingers while scooting away at the same time.
It was when Sarah forced a second finger inside her pussy that everything changed. Misty's eyes rolled back as her head arched. "Oh fuck! Oh god..."
Sarah's fingers pushed in and out of Misty's tiny hole and pleasure coursed through her veins. Misty loved looking up at the shadows cast across Sarah's face as she grinned down at her. The power. The control. The dominance that Sarah had over Misty was intoxicating. Nothing turned her on as much as being used and controlled. Her wrists twisting against Sarah's restraint, powerless to defy Sarah but not wanting to either.
Something changed and Sarah lowered her eyes to Misty's as she bounced in the bed. Like Sarah needed to look into Misty to see the agonizing pleasure that she was experiencing. Sarah's eyes were a sea of fire. Excited and active, they jetted back and forth between Misty's squinted expression as the pace and intensity at which she finger fucked her girlfriend increased.
"Oh, Jesus, god! Ah!" Misty cried out, but Sarah was relentless.
"That's it..." Sarah spoke calmly. "Come on..."
Misty could hear her own juices squishing with every thrust as the pool formed between her closed, trembling thighs. Sarah bit her lip as she thrusted fingers harder inside of her woman and her eyes devoured Misty's expression.
"Oh fuck I'm cumming I'm- god yes!" Misty screamed and her eyes went wide and high. Her body tensed and her breathing froze as the violent spasm struck her entire body all at once. "Ohmygod Yes!"
The slick wetness extended down her thighs as Sarah smeared the moisture over her pussy lips with an approving smile on her lips. She allowed Misty a few needed seconds to take a breath and reorient herself as the remnants of the orgasm still clouded her thoughts.
But then Misty was moving. She wasn't sure where. She was on her hands and knees on the bed trying to be helpful as her lover guided her, but a swift jerk and a shove onto her back told her she was moving too much. Misty found herself on her back with head barely dangling off the edge of the bed. Looking up, she stared at the mad view of Sarah looking down on her upside down.
Sarah stepped over Misty's face, straddling her, and Misty eagerly wrapped her hands around the outside of her thighs. Sarah's tender and moist pussy lips squatted down on Misty's mouth and she extended her tongue. Slicing into Sarah's warm wet pussy like a hot knife through butter, Misty's tongue felt the electrifying taste of her girlfriend's wet pussy.
Releasing a squeak of a moan at her taste, Misty's hands gripped Sarah's firm thighs tightly as if afraid she would flee at any moment. The world closed off to Misty. All she could see was the shadowed curved ass and pussy while Sarah squatted on her face. All sounds were muffled and distant by Sarah's thick, firm thighs.
She knew she was doing a good job with her tongue when Sarah pressed down harder with her hips. Dragging her pussy across Misty's tongue and chin. Misty loved it! The juices that oozed from her spread across her face. Breathing became more difficult as Sarah smothered her face with her pussy.
"Oh, shiiit!" Sarah cursed. Hands pulled up and to the side of Misty's dress. Fingernails raked on her flexed stomach and revealed ribs. A snapping pain occurred on her chest as Sarah smacked her tits. Misty would have screamed if her tongue wasn't buried so deep inside of her pussy.
Again, smack smack smack smack!
Misty's nipples were rock hard and aching for relief. They were over-stimulated.
"Fuck, yes!" Sarah moaned, hunching over and grinding her pussy into Misty's face. "Fuck me, you fucking bitch! Just like that- ohhh god!"
Sarah's fingers deftly twisted on Misty's nipples, clamping down and shaking her firm breasts from side to side. Misty's thighs rubbed together, desperately trying to brush her own clit as she wanted to cum again. She never wanted it to end. She wanted to cum all night.
"Ahhhh! Ugh! Fuck!" Sarah screamed, as her ass cheeks jiggled and her thighs clamped around Misty's face until she came. The hard orgasm drenched Misty's tongue and mouth and she drank her lover's pussy happily. "Fuuuuck... fuck!"
After many long and wet laps of her tongue, it was Misty's turn to cry out. Sarah had pried Misty's slender thighs apart, pulled the hood of her clit back, and with soaked fingers, placed her drenched fingers on her clit. With a violent passion, her fingers trembled on her clit. Shaking back and forth, Misty pulled on Sarah's ass to free her mouth from her pussy so she could scream.
"Oh, Jesus, god- I ahh ah!" Misty moaned in a panic.
"What was that?" Sarah asked with a forcefulness in her voice. "You like that? You fucking like that, you little bitch?"
"Nnnmmm... Yes, yes, I- I- oh fuck!" Misty squirmed. "I'm going to-"
Sarah clamped her fingers onto Misty's nipple while her hand vibrated on her bucking clit. Her hips bucked nonstop as she writhed.
"You want to cum for me?" Sarah asked with a touch of concern in her voice. "You want to cum you fucking slut?"
"Yes! Yes yes yes, I do!" Misty begged in a panic. The feeling was overwhelming. Her body needed relief to cum. It was too much.
"Cum for me, slut! Cum for me like the whore that you are!" Sarah ordered with a sternness that sent shivers down Misty's spine as her back arched and an explosion ignited between her thighs. The overpowering feeling set her whole body into a tingling fire as Misty's mind went blank.
"Oh my god yes!!" Misty groaned loud and long as she came hard. Her hips bucking and thighs twitching. The pulsing orgasm came in waves that seemed to never end.
When her thoughts became hers again, Misty could hear the soft giggle from Sarah over top of her as her fingernails raked her belly. Sarah repositioned and sat her naked body beside Misty on the bed. Misty curled into Sarah's thigh that sat by her face.
"Mmmmm... I want you to use me all night..." Misty purred with a cute smile. "I never want it to end."
Sarah cupped her hand to Misty's cheek with an approving smile, "don't worry, my girl... this is just the beginning of a very long cruise..." Sarah leaned over and pushed a wet, deep, long kiss on Misty's lips and Misty felt as though they were the only two women on the plant.
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Colleen's fingers clutched the stiff bed sheets as she was pounded from behind. She felt the young powerful hands of her bartender stud gripping her hips as he entered her. It was heaven to Colleen. Exactly what she needed. Exactly why she went on this Ten-day Bahamas cruise with her annoying, unfaithful husband. She needed this release. She needed to-
"Ahh ahhh! Ugh!" The bartender's fingers squeezed her thick ass cheeks as Colleen felt the young man flex inside her pussy, filling his condom with his cum. Colleen's fingers released the bed and stared at the headboard of her bed as he slowly removed his limping dick from her and went to work removing the condom and pulling his pants up.
Colleen tried to contain her rage.
What was that, forty-five seconds? Less? He didn't even try to finish me in other ways.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Colleen turned, so she sat on the bed and looked at the muscle-bound man as he zipped his pants up.
"What?" was all he said.
"Two days of talking up your game like a sex god on this boat and that's all you got?" Colleen was in disbelief. She had visited this same bartender in the Casino of the cruise ship for two days until they had this opportunity. And he turned out to be an even bigger let down than her husband. Both in size and time.
"Don't worry, baby, it's a long cruise. I'll be back here later for some more for ya," the bartender tried to remain cool.
"The fuck you will!" Colleen snapped, jumping to her feet. Her bleach blond hair bounced on her tan shoulders as she poked and shoved the young man towards the door. He bucked and protested the whole way. She opened the door to her cabin suite and shoved him down the hall. "Fucking minute boy!"
The bartender, whom she still could not remember his name (it was something stupid like Chad) half ran down the hallway carrying his shirt and shoes clutched against his muscle-bound chest. "Great. Now I'm going to have to see him for the next eight days of this god forsaken cruise!" Colleen yelled at herself. It wasn't until she felt someone's presence behind her that Colleen turned and saw a maid standing in front of a cart and watched the maid's eyes bounce from Colleen's naked ass to her naked, perfectly plump and round tits, and finally to her face.
Colleen's heart leapt. She rolled her eyes realizing she was naked. "for heaven's sake," Colleen mumbled to herself as she stormed back inside and closed the door.
Throwing on the white robe that hung on the bathroom door, she loosely synched it closed. On the floor in front of the bathroom, Colleen saw the man's used condom lying there. Another flare of anger and annoyance. The only reason she even agreed to accompany her husband on this couple's cruise for his work was her opportunity to show off her new tits. But as it turns out, a forty-five-year-old woman with a brand new boob job still only attracted jock idiots who were terrible in bed.
Colleen considered just going to the bed and masturbating, but she was too annoyed to get off, she decided. Even the room smelled like him and his stupid body spray. Colleen picked up the used condom carefully and was about to toss it in the trash, but then realized her husband was going to be done with his "business dinner" in a few hours and would be back. Despite both of their wildly known infidelity in their loveless marriage, if he found the condom, he would have the proof he needed.
Colleen poked her head outside her door and looked both ways. She only saw the maid's cart two doors down in front of a propped open door. Colleen walked over to the cart and looked around it. On the back bottom side, there was a tall trash bin that she tossed the condom in. She tried to scurry back to her room unnoticed but heard a voice call after her from the room with the open door.
Synching her robe tighter around her chest, Colleen peered into the room to see the maid straighten the already straight covers of the bed. She was a young woman, maybe early twenties, with black hair pulled back into a ponytail and she wore a mostly black uniform.
"Did you say something?" Colleen said with her chin held high.
"I can change your sheets for you, again, if you like," the maid said evenly.
Colleen glared at the young girl. She measured this girl's words for judgment, but when the maid finally did look Colleen's way, her face showed a calm evenness to it. Then Colleen recalled the stench of the man that still lingered in the room. She smiled, seeing an ally in this young woman.
"Sure, that'd be great, hun," Colleen said.
Colleen went to her room as the maid locked up the other room and wheeled the cart to her door. The maid didn't knock before letting herself into Colleen's room, which she thought was odd but went with it. Sitting down on the couch across from the bed, Colleen watched the maid get to work on stripping the bed. The woman looked so familiar, but she couldn't place where from. Many of the employees on this cruise were Caribbean, but this maid had cream-colored skin and sounded perhaps South African.
"What's your name, dear?" Colleen asked, crossing her soft thighs under her robe.
"Maya, and yours?" Maya looked over as she stretched a sheet over the bare mattress.
"Colleen."
"You shouldn't worry about Brad, Colleen. He does his racket on almost every cruise," Maya said.
"Racket, what do you mean?"
"He works his flirting and flexed muscles at the casino bar to swindle married women into bed with him. Regardless of how short-lived it is. Trust me, it's widely known his minuteman status."
Colleen half glared at Maya as she finished sliding the bed spread into place. Colleen didn't like something about this stranger. Her forwardness didn't sit well with her. She felt exposed. As naked as she had been when she stood in the hallway. And this stranger who stood here knew more about her and Brad than she even knew.
"My, my aren't you a forward young lady," Colleen said with an edge to her voice. "Have you worked here as a maid for a long?"
"This is just filling in for a friend," Maya said. "I normally tend bar here. I've been doing it for two years."
That's where I know her from.
The girl's face clicked into place as she shot another look at Colleen's bare calves as they dangled from her robe. There was a fog of alcohol and haze that clouded her mind from last night in the casino- before her husband was kicked out for the day for cursing out a dealer. Most of Colleen's attention had been consumed with the two girls she met, Misty and something else... but Colleen definitely remembered the bartender that worked alongside Brad all night. Maya. She had stolen inquisitive looks Colleen's way all night until she finally left with her husband.
"Hm, so it'd be a shame to lose this job if- I don't know, some mature, wealthy, well-established customer complained..." Colleen hinted. Her eyes narrowed in on Maya as she smoothed the bedspread over the top.
"Wealthy?" Maya nodded as she sat down on the edge of the bed, facing Colleen. "I'm sure it would be troublesome for some people, but not for me."
"Why's that?"
"I put in my two weeks before this voyage set sail," Maya smiled deviously. "This is my last cruise after two years. Can you believe it? If by some chance, though, this condom finds its way back in your husband's bathroom trash, or if he finds out about your room guest by accident..."
Colleen's eyes narrowed. It all is starting to come together now. Colleen was now half wondering if Brad or whatever his name was was in on this blackmail scheme.
Colleen sighed and shook her head. "How much are you trying to get, girl?"
Maya coyly leaned back on her hands on the freshly made bed and crossed her legs at the knee. Her foot in the air danced about as she took her time to answer. "How much do you got to give... mature, wealthy, well-established customers?"
Colleen glared, regretting having ever said that. Truth be told, she didn't really care that much about the money. She and her husband were easily millionaires, and she didn't care how much money she had to take from her husband's account to keep this young bitch quiet. Cheating and infidelity weren't the problem in the marriage, evidence of infidelity was the problem. A prenup was essentially what kept their marriage together. Any evidence of infidelity and the fortune they both hold could sway to the other person. Colleen had come too far in her life to leave this marriage poor. She wouldn't get sloppy now. "How much can the casino ATM give out per day?"
"Five hundred dollars," Maya said.
"So, eight days left on the cruise- I'll give you four thousand dollars to be quiet. But I never want to see your bitch face over here again, okay?" Colleen said.
Maya smiled and nodded her head as she stood. "four grand, huh?" Maya walked over to Colleen until she stood directly over her. She reached for Colleen's knee and uncrossed her thighs. When Maya leaned over uncomfortably close to Colleen, Colleen froze when she felt Maya's thin palm slide between her warm thighs.
Colleen gasped, and Maya's fingers stopped just shy of brushing along her sex. The smooth sensitive skin of her inner thigh was stroked and massaged while her hand lingered there. Maya's mouth was but inches from Colleen's ear when she whispered in a low seductive voice, "what else can you offer me?"
Colleen felt Maya's lips wrap around her earlobe and she began to suck on it and kiss down her neckline. The feeling was so foreign, so unexpected, that Colleen and all her usual bravado were left speechless. Frozen in place and wondering what to do next, Colleen was so stunned that when Maya pushed her thighs open, she spread her legs even wider.
Maya must've taken this small movement as encouragement because she hummed a note of approval as she dipped her middle finger between her pussy lips. Colleen gasped as she felt warm shivers spread up and down her spine from where Maya kissed her neck. By the time Maya pushed her finger inside of Colleen's pussy, Maya was nearly as surprised as Colleen was at how wet her pussy was already.
"Oooo, look how wet you are, you dirty lady," Maya hummed. The flutter in Colleen's chest confused her as warmth filled her cheeks.
What is going on? Is this just because I'm horny from the tease from the last guy? Am I actually getting wet from this woman?
Colleen was a mature, experienced woman in the ways of straight hetero sex. Over the last twenty years, Colleen has had many sexual partners of all shapes and sizes but all have been men. Sure, she could look at certain women and find parts of them attractive. But she had never been touched by a woman like that. She had never come thinking of a woman like that.
Suddenly, things she hadn't noticed before came into focus. The top half of Maya's shirt was unbuttoned and her black bra that was filled with her curvy breasts, were visible. She saw other things as well. The curve of Maya's ass as it stuck out her short tight skirt of her uniform. The black leggings that cupped her long legs.
Colleen was panting before she realized what was happening to her. When she felt the teasing subside and Maya's finger pushed inside her pussy again, there was no choice but for Colleen to cry out. Colleen's hand snatched Maya's upper arm but didn't try to pull it away. Instead, she kept it in place buried between her thighs.
Maya seemed startled by the grab, but only for a moment. Quickly, she dove two fingers deep inside of Colleen's moist lips. Colleen felt the fingers fill her up as they slid in and out of her pussy. The feeling sucked the breath from her as Maya angled a look down on Colleen from above as she finger fucked her. Colleen's eyes closed as she curled to the side, trying to hide her pleasured face from her blackmailer. But it was useless. The feeling was there, it was too powerful. Maya's now slicked fingers pistoned in and out of her like an engine. A wet sloshing sound filled the air.
"Ooohhhh my god!" Colleen finally released her long guttural moan as her thick, tan thighs clapped together around Maya's skinny arm. "Ugghhh!"
The orgasm had come so suddenly and swiftly that Colleen didn't know what to do or how to react. Her head swam in the puddle of juices that her pussy made on Maya's hand as she continued to slowly finger Colleen's pussy. "Ohhhh goddd... ohhh god..."
"That's it... that's it... good girl..." Maya said in her colorful South African accent.
The orgasm wouldn't relent. It lingered and tortured Colleen to the very end as Maya made messy swipes with her thumb across her clitoris and cum covered fingers slid in and out of Colleen's pussy like a teasing lick. Colleen's body made jerking twists from side to side as the teasing edge was nearer again and again before finally Maya relented and pulled her hand away.
There was a sigh of relief that overcame Colleen as her body relaxed and she allowed her head to roll back and forth on the back of the couch where she sat. Her eyes still closed, she slowly began to gain control of her breathing and remember where she was. She remembered it was a woman who just made her cum like an old whore and that thought turned her stomach but at the same time excited her. It was so new and unexpected she didn't know her own place in all this.
Does that make me a lesbian? An i bi? No, I only did it because she's blackmailing me. I never would've let her do that if she wasn't threatening me, Colleen lied to herself.
Slowly, Colleen's eyes crept open beneath her eyelids as she saw the freshly made bed before her with Maya on it. Maya's bottom was off. She still wore her black and white maid top even though it was unbuttoned and her ample cleavage was exposed. But Maya's skirt and panties- if she wore any, were tossed to the side of the bed leaving just her sleek black leggings that reached just above her knees that were hung open to the side.
"Come here," Maya directed her between Maya's thighs with a beckoning finger. When Colleen's eyes fell to the familiar yet foreign bald pussy between Maya's perfect, slender and smooth thighs, she hesitated. "Colleeeen..." Maya repeated in a warning tone.
Colleen swallowed as she stood. Her body didn't feel like hers anymore. It was like she was running on autopilot. She neared Maya's spread thighs and Maya told her to lose the robe, and Colleen complied. Her plump, round, tan breasts hung for Maya to smile at and admire.
She swallowed again before continuing on her hands and knees on to the bed. Colleen felt the warmth irradiating from Maya's thighs and sex as she neared. On her tummy, her lips hovered inches above this young lady's shaved pussy lips.
I've never tasted a woman's vagina before. I've never licked a pussy before. What if I'm bad?
"I've um. I've never done this before," Colleen giggled nervously, despite herself. The strong, confident yet devious smile she got in return from Maya excited Colleen.
"Don't worry, I'll help you," Maya said, with her fingers sliding down to either side of her own pussy. Parting her lips slightly so Colleen could see the pink, moist inside, Maya ordered, "lick here."
Colleen felt compelled to keep moving forward, but at the same time she wanted to. It was like her outstretched tongue pushed towards a trap she had wanted to spring her whole life. When her warm tongue sliced into Maya's hot pussy lips, the full of juices, heat, and taste covered her tongue. The taste was electrifying and curious. It was like nothing she had ever tasted before.
Another long lap from the base of the clean pussy to the top and she heard her maid purr a high-pitched coo. Without needing further prompting, Colleen made another longer lap that dove deeper between her lips. She looked up and could see Maya's ecstatic smile through her cleavage as she bit her thumb in excitement. Maya's chest raised and fell quickly as Colleen licked again and again.
Colleen found her hands placed on the tender inner thighs of this young woman, who was forcing her to eat her pussy. Spreading her legs wider, she continued her laps along the warm center.
"Mmmm, push your tongue inside me," Maya said.
Colleen hesitated for a moment as she processed this command. Slowly, she pierced Maya's pussy lips with her tongue but it wasn't until maya grabbed the back of Colleen's head and pulled her lips and tongue into her pussy that Colleen felt the full taste and experience of eating a woman's pussy. She struggled at first, pulling her head back, but then with Maya's guidance, her tongue began to explore the inside walls of her pussy. Maya's juices dripped down Colleen's chin and smeared her lipstick, but she didn't care. Maya was going wild.
"Oh, fuck....Fuck!" Maya screamed, flinging her head back as her hand found her neck and closed around her throat. Watching this beautiful girl choke herself and writhe on Colleen's tongue made her shove deeper inside. "Oh, shiiit!"
Maya arched her back as Colleen's tongue lapped the roof of her pussy over and over before pushing back in deeper. Her hips bucked and Colleen felt her moisture on her cheek as she squeezed her thighs. Maya has pulled her breasts free from the top of her bra. She cupped them, pinching her nipple as she looked down through squinted eyes. Colleen looked up over this young girl's beautifully sculpted breasts.
Without thinking, Colleen's thumb moved to Maya's clit and began to quickly rub the nub up and down repeatedly. Immediately, Maya bucked her body. Twisting and gripping the once flattened sheets. "Aahhhh of fuck yes yes yes!!" Maya screamed through gritted teeth. "Oh fuuuuck!"
Colleen felt a flood of moisture fill her tongue and mouth, a reward for her efforts. Shaking and trembling, Maya shoved Colleen's mouth free from her pussy so she could recover from her shakes while Colleen wipes her mouth clean.
It happened like a whirlwind. One moment Colleen was almost standing up and wiping the juices from her naked body and the next she was being shoved on her back on the bed and her legs pulled to the edge of the bed like a man would before he fucked her for thirty seconds before finishing. Maya's almost naked body had moved to the base of the bed as she redid her black hair in a bun as long strands had come out of her ponytail.
Colleen's thighs inverted as she was feeling exposed and lost. Usually the talkative one who was always in control, now here she was being dragged around a bed naked by a girl half her junior.
Who are you, Colleen???
Maya shoved Colleen's thighs apart as if she didn't even notice them together. One hand slid up Colleen's center and cupped her breast while the other cupped her pussy. Without thought Colleen protested, but she was not sure what or why.
"No... I can't... I... ohmmm..." Colleen's words were cut short when Maya sucked on her two fingers before piercing them inside Colleen's already wet pussy.
"Mmmm, your lips say 'no' but your body says 'yes,'" Maya giggled as her fingers slid inside her effortlessly. "You want me to stop? You want me to have a talk with your husband?"
Colleen didn't respond. She couldn't. Her mind was fogged by the fingers that worked her pussy so well. The tips finding her g-spot with every thrust as Maya's other hand cupped Colleen's mature tits. Pinching the nipple, twisting it, and mashing it into her chest. Her pants quickened as Maya grinned down at Colleen's limp body and lolling head.
"Oh god oh-" Colleen started then stopped in fear she may cry out. "Ahh mmm... oh my god..."
Colleen tried to focus but couldn't. The waves of pleasure were building on her thoughts too high and too quickly for her to deal with them. When Maya went down to her knees between her legs, the fingers sped up fucking her, and worse yet, Colleen felt her warm wet tongue make long licks on her exposed clitoris. This was too far. She couldn't stop herself. She couldn't stop Maya, even if she wanted to. At that moment, Colleen would do whatever Maya asked of her. She was hers.



"Jesus Christ! Ahh- you're gunna- I'm gunna- ahhhh!" Colleen's thighs quivered as the muscles inside twitched. She felt her pussy contracting on the fingers of Maya as they continued to fuck her. Her tongue flicking on Colleen's clit. Colleen's hands grabbed her own full tits, squeezing and mashing them together as the powerful orgasm struck her body like lightning.
"Ohgodohgod- Ahh!" Every muscle tightened and strained. She tried not to clamp her thighs on Maya's face, but she didn't know if she succeeded or not. The pleasure was too strong, her body too out of control. Colleen's eyes rolled into the back of her head as her body turned to static everywhere.
When Colleen finally did gasp for air and felt life come back into her body, she had no idea that she had been holding her breath. Colleen pushed away from Maya and Maya didn't protest from what Colleen could feel. Her eyes stayed closed as she rolled around in the bed. The pulsing pleasure from the remaining moments of the orgasm lingering. Her heart still racing but everything else settled, Colleen clasped her hand to her chest as she giggled to herself.
Opening her eyes, she saw Maya at the foot of the bed with her skirt on and shirt buttoned up. Nothing out of the ordinary came to the eye as she brushed off her uniform, she could have just finished cleaning a room from the looks of her, if Colleen didn't know just how well Maya had just fucked her.
Stopping at the door, Maya turned to Colleen who laid in a hot mess, twisted in her bedspread. "You can leave tomorrow's five hundred dollars under the pillow when you leave for dinner," Maya said with a parting grin before leaving.
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Chapter One
Stephanie Modders laid on her bed with her cellphone in her hands hovering over her face, clicking away at her texts. Her pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly, revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year. Even though she was 18 when she got it, her mom didn't like piercings that were anywhere, but the ear and she didn't like tattoos, period. Which is why Stephanie was taking this time while her mother was out running errands to wear as little clothes as possible and air out her recent tattoo she got on the small of her back. Every other waking and sleeping minute she spent at her mom's house, she would have to wear some oversized sweatshirt or a baggy t-shirt that wouldn't risk revealing her tattoo any time she bent over.
Matt didn't mind in the least. He sat balancing on a large blue sit-up ball in the room's corner and pretended to type on his phone. In reality, though, his eyes couldn't keep from creeping up and down his step-sister's body. Her long tan legs that stuck out from the small black with pink trim, loose fitting shorts she wore.
Why even wear those? They cover no more than panties would.
Matt knew how wrong it was to be so attracted to his stepsister. It's not like he didn't try not to be. His father had married Mrs. Modders 4 years ago and divorced 2 years ago so he could move on to his third wife and Matt's 2nd step family. It was becoming a sick joke. The collection of step siblings and parents Matt was collecting. Ironically, he had no biological siblings and after his mother passed away from cancer as a child, that only left him and his douchebag father. Of course, all of his stepsisters and mothers were incredibly/unfairly attractive. It was one perk of having an absurdly rich and asshole-inclined father. Plenty of attractive women somehow fall in 'love,' with him magically.
It was fine. Matt has made his peace with it after his father divorced Stephanie's Mom. It helped that all of his step families seemed to genuinely like Matt. He was a good-looking boy. Polite, funny, and outgoing. He had just graduated high school and would have attended college in the fall. But unlike the heartless business tycoon his father was, Matt planned to study medicine to become a doctor. He enjoyed helping people. He liked making them feel better.
Matt picked up pieces of Stephanie's clean and dirty clothes that littered the ground around him and threw them at her playfully, one piece at a time. At half speed, she batted the clothes away with one hand, her eyes still not leaving her phone. "Stop it, freak," Stephanie whined.
"Pay attention to me." Matt did his best to annoy her, and he was succeeding. "What are you even doing? Writing your memoirs?"
"A friend of mine just hooked up with this guy in a hotel she works at," Stephanie smiled, biting her lower lip. "So naturally, we're all discussing the pros and cons of marriage at this point."
"She makes a vid of them hooking up?" Matt asked.
Stephanie glanced down over top of her perky breasts at her stepbrother. She gave him a measured look, as if deciding between a repulsed response or one of humor. She went with one somewhere in the middle. "Ugh. Freak. And no, I already asked." She gave him a devious smile through her pink sparkling lip-glossed lips that made Matt's cock pulse under his jeans.
"Damn, I could use some new vids- watched all the good ones on the internet," Matt boldly joked. He felt heat rise to his cheeks. They had an odd relationship. Having met when they were both teenagers, they developed a friendship early on. Since they were both going through a phase of learning about their sexuality, naturally, their humor had tested sexual boundaries. They used to talk more like teenage friends would back when their parents had been married. Now, it had been almost a year since Matt had seen Stephanie. She had disappeared to college for her freshman year and never visited her mom when he did. So hanging out today was especially awkward since they hadn't seen each other in some time. Stephanie's eyes flicked down to him and she silently shook her head as if to say You're stupid.
He might have been reading too much into things, but she used this moment to adjust her position. She tucked her feet closer to her butt so her knees were in the air and slightly parted. The thin shorts- the only thing keeping him from her warm, tight lips were tucked into her ass crack and flush to her pelvis. He could almost see an outline of everything.
Matt could feel the flushness in his cheeks. He took deep breaths in an attempt to quell the flaring heat to his face that ultimately did nothing. He wasn't thinking logically anymore. He wasn't thinking at all. The blood flowed far from his brain to the growing shaft between his own legs. He knew he should not have pursued this flirtatious side of things, but he couldn't help it. Everything about her was intoxicating.
He remembered how they would play outside as younger teenagers. They'd get into wrestling matches over everything. Every time it ended in a chorus of giggling. But once his asshole father divorced her mother a year ago, that all stopped. Now Matt came to visit Stephanie's mom once a month for a day or two over the weekend. Enough time so Stephanie's mom could get extra child support money from Matt's dad.
Matt didn't have to visit. He was 18 now, but he liked doing these little visits just to be around Stephanie. He kept the visits up while Stephanie was in college so that it wouldn't seem suspicious when she returned home over the summer and Matt started visiting again. He especially liked times like these where her mother was out getting groceries or with her friends. It made his fantasies more powerful. Even though he knew nothing could ever happen between them, just the possibility of it was enough to make him get a hard on.
He threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Each one getting closer to her face. Each one making her more and more perturbed. His last throw of a dirty pair of jeans that covered her face put her over the edge.
In one motion, she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. "That's it!" She yelled as she lunged from the bed and dove for him. Matt tried to brace himself, but the shock of it toppled him off the sit-up ball as she tackled him. The pair of her jeans in hand, she shoved it in Matt's face with a smile and giggle on her lips.
"You like that? Huh? How you like it?" Stephanie yelled, half mounting Matt. His hands scooped under Stephanie's bare thighs and lifted her easily, rolling her to the side. At 18 years old, he was quite athletic. First baseman on the Baseball team in the spring and running back on the high school football team in the fall. Matt had at least 50 pounds of muscle on her and he could see that she realized how much he had grown in the last year instantly.
"How do I like it?" Matt asked, as he had her on her back. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs, tickling her to no end. "How do you like it, huh?"
Stephanie's high-pitched scream broke into a helpless giggle as she tried to squirm away from her stronger step brother. "Stop," she tried to cry between laughs. "Oh my god, stop stop stop."
Stephanie crawled back onto the bed she had leapt off of and tried kicking Matt off of her, but Matt slipped around her flailing legs and threw his own leg over her thighs, mounting her. She slapped and pushed playfully at his hard chest, but she couldn't move him.
"Yeah, now you realize you fucked up," Matt smiled down at her as she squirmed helplessly. For the briefest of moments, Matt's hands relented their attack on his step sister enough that she stopped wiggling beneath him. The moment lingered uncomfortably long while their eyes met.
"You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone," Stephanie broke the silence.
It's a dangerous thing to do, you know?" She picked up her cellphone from the bed and with Matt still mounted on her went back to texting. "Now if you don't mind, I have some texts to catch up on."
"Well, maybe I'll just hang out here then if you won't pay attention to me," Matt said, jokingly rocking back and forth on top of her hips.
"Sure, I don't care. Do what you want," she blurted out.
If Matt had been thinking right, he probably would have stopped his hands before they did it, but they moved before he could think. "Fine, how about this? I'll just do this then," Matt's hand reached forward and gently but playfully poked at her left breast through her thin top.
But to Matt's surprise, Stephanie's only reaction was to shrug while her fingernails clicked away on her screen. "Sure, go ahead."
Matt continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like he was being a goof than he was loving every moment. But then he somewhat accidentally lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Stephanie let out a short, quiet but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled Matt at first. He almost apologized, but then realized his lower half had a completely different reaction. He was worried she might feel or see his erection growing in his jeans. He considered dismounting his stepsister, but then he also realized that she was still laying there. Her cellphone was in both her hands floating a foot above her now pointed nipples and her eyes locked on the phone and not her step brother straddling her.
Matt drifted his right hand back down to his stepsister's breast but this time there was nothing playful about it. His palm and fingers wrapped around her and massaged her breast slowly. His fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they pushed up her chest. His thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric that restrained it. He switched to her other breast, only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in his palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.
Stephanie didn't move her eyes from her phone. Matt could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. He leaned back and brought his hands onto both her breasts. He pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. Matt was beside himself. He couldn't believe this was real life. He had never felt breasts so full as these. And they belonged to his stepsister.
She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open, and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like Matt might not notice. Like her nipples weren't getting harder by the moment and she wasn't getting more and more aroused.
Matt scooted himself to the side of Stephanie. Enough that his hands could slide down her taut belly and brush over her tiny pair of shorts she wore. His fingertips dipped over her sex enough that he could feel the groves of her lips. His middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of his stepsister's pussy before he pushed down between her thighs. Matt dragged his fingers back up and pushed down again. He could hear Stephanie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath holding as she bit her lip.
While Stephanie's eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind on their own. They begged to open up to her stepbrother. He felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when he took his free hand and pulled on her inner thigh, it spread wide with ease.
This time when his hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, he felt his middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Stephanie. A surge of brief, high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like he had always imagined. Matt pushed the opening of short's leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose his step sister's bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as he did.
She's not wearing any panties, Matt marveled.
He looked up at her as his fingertips kissed the lips of her pussy. Her mouth opened as she panted her eyes locked on her phone. She wasn't typing so much anymore. Her mind must've been elsewhere. Matt kept waiting for her to stop him. To draw the line somewhere on this game that had already gone too far. And as he slipped his middle finger inside her tender, wet lips he wondered, how far I was going taking this.
He had to wiggle his middle finger back and forth to push it deeper inside her. The walls of her pussy were so tight they contracted on his finger. He had little experience fingering girls. Matt had two previous girlfriends he had sex with, but he knew they went wild, sometimes at least, when he rubbed the roof of their pussies. He tried that with Stephanie, dragging his finger tip gently out against the top of her pussy again and again. Stephanie's hips maneuvered in tiny circles. Lifting and lowering. She pressed her lips together, but still light gentle moans hummed out of her.
Matt knew, like every boy who had ever watched porn, where her clitoris was located, just above her vagina. But to be honest, he wasn't really sure what to do with it. His first girlfriend, Maxine, yelled at him when he tried to rub hers roughly and smack it like he saw in the porn videos online.
Apparently, pornos aren't accurate. Go figure.
After that embarrassing experience, Matt tried his best to not linger with foreplay and to rush to just sticking his dick inside his girlfriends. But now, Matt wasn't sure if Stephanie would shut this all down if he rushed to that, so he tried his best to take his time. After slowly pumping his finger in and out of her pussy for several seconds and seeing her juices start to pool on his finger and hand, he decided to go for it. Matt rested his thumb over her clitoris area and let it rock back and forth with each penetration. She didn't react at first, but as he slowly applied more pressure and let the meat of his thumb drag wide circles over her clit area, he saw her arch her back at one point. Throwing her head back as she took in a deep breath and exhaled, trying to focus. After a minute, she looked back down at her phone.
Matt realized when she arched her breasts were still out of her shirt and they bounced as she moved. Her nipples were thick and hard. They pointed away from another to the corners of the ceiling as she laid there. Matt reached up with his free hand and groped her left breast, then her right. The rock nipple raised between his fingers. Clamping it slightly between his knuckles.
Stephanie was moaning now. The combination he entered over her body must have been correct, or at least close, because she could no longer lie there and pretend nothing was happening. "Ohm- Mmmmm... gah..." she squealed. No words came out. Just syllables. The back of her left hand pressed against her mouth. Matt was pumping his step sister's pussy faster now. More firmly. A steady hard finger pressed inside her with her whole step brother's arm. Every sound she made only made it worse for her. He followed her cues like the game it was. The more she moaned, the more he did what he was doing.
"Oh fu- fucmmm..." Stephanie bit the meat on the back of her hand to keep from crying out in her cute, high-pitched moans. Her eyes stayed on her cellphone clutched in her one hand, but she didn't text. Matt doubted the screen was even on anymore. Her whole body rocked up and down with his thrusts, making her arm holding her cellphone bounce haplessly.
Matt's thumb made firm circles that circles around the edges of her clit. They drew messier and wilder as juices from her pussy slicked the surface. His entire hand became wet as he pumped inside her. He felt the walls of her vagina squeezing his finger and his stepsister's hips angled down.
It was at that moment Matt saw Stephanie's whole body was rigid and arched. Her stomach taut against his forearm as he stretched to keep her nipple pinched. As if she just surfaced from a long dive underwater, she gasped for air. Matt didn't even notice she was holding her breath. He was so focused on the pushing of his finger inside her tight hole and the faster and faster rubbing of his stepsister's clit.
"Ohmyga- hmm- fuck!" Stephanie grunted out. Her left hand was still covering her mouth. Her right clenched her phone to her chest. "Oh my god oh my..."
He finally felt his step sister's pussy loosen for a moment before clenching on and off around his finger. Her juices slicked all his fingers and her pussy lips as her thighs trembled around his hand. Stephanie arched her back then rolled her head back as her thighs clapped together around his hand tucked between them. After a brief paralyzing moment, her body relaxed.
I just made my step sister cum.
"Ohm- ahhm... mmmm..." Stephanie's moans and breathing slowly came under control slowly as she panted. Her eyes opened and looked up at the ceiling. She rolled her eyes like she was trying and failing to control herself.
Matt had stopped torturing her clit with his thumb as that seemed all what he was doing. Every touch or brush nearby seemed to set her stomach and hips into a small convulsion. His index finger still traced the length of her pussy lips. Every few moments dipping inside and making her hold her breath or bite her lip. Stephanie, once she finally regained control of her faculties, took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then. Raised her phone and started clicking on the screen. His finger was slowing on her pussy. It retreated backwards off of her. He thought about leaving. Maybe just walking out of the room without saying anything.
She clearly doesn't want to talk about it or even acknowledge what happened. Small talk is out of the question, which was good since I don't have any.
He didn't want it to be weird the next time they saw each other, but at the same time, he couldn't see it being anything but weird.
Well, if things are already going to be weird... this might be my only chance. Fuck it.
Matt took his hand away from her sex just to undo his belt. He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans, finally giving relief to both his throbbing erection and his strained zipper on his pants. He thought she would start protesting at the sound of his jingling belt. But on the contrary, when he stood, Matt heard nothing from her but thought he saw her from the corner of his eye, looked down from her phone to see his cock.
Matt froze for a moment. His stomach cringed. It was his biggest worry since starting down this surreal path. Her pushing him away, calling him a freak, and leaving to tell- god knows who what he's done. But the moment passed and Stephanie went back to texting in her group chat. Matt tried to keep moving as if he knew what he was doing all along. As if this was all part of a plan. That he was in control even though he was making this up every step of the way.
Stephanie was already scooted down the bed with her long legs dangling off of the edge. Matt moved between her thighs. While his cock throbbed more confidently than ever, Matt was anything but. He was nervous. As long as he'd had this erection now, he knew he wouldn't last long.
Whatever long was.
And besides, he never had sex with someone who wasn't an active participant. It's not like he's some creeper or rapist. And while Stephanie was definitely consenting to what was happening, she wasn't exactly helping either. He moved in so her inner thighs were touching his outer thighs. Putting his hands on the outside of her hips, he went to scoot her the remaining few inches down and was pleasantly surprised at the eagerness of her lifting her butt and wiggling her hips down past the edge of the bed.



She wasn't just okay with her step brother fucking her. She wanted it, Matt felt a surge of confidence and his erection swell.
Matt realized her loose, and now messy, black and pink shorts were still on. It didn't matter. He could not wait a minute longer. Matt lifted her legs up and to the side. She helped some by bending them at the knee and keeping them in place when Matt pulled the leg hole of her shorts to the side again. Matt's throbbing head was slick and dripping with sticky pre-cum. He watched a droplet ooze from the head and fall on his stepsister's moist pussy lips.
Bending over some, he pushed his veiny shaft down until he felt the hard tip of his cock lick the lips of Stephanie's pussy. Holding her right under thigh open to the side with one hand and pulling open her leg hole with the other, Matt pushed the head of his cock into his step sister's pussy.
"Eh ahh ahh ohmmm!" The beautiful high-pitched moans leaked from her lips as he entered her. He could feel her pussy squeezing on him so tightly and yet because of how wet she was he continued to push inside her. Matt felt the wet warm friction around his shaft as he buried his cock deep inside her. Her hand retreated back to her mouth. It was all Matt could do to avoid cumming at that moment. The gorgeous sight of his sexy step sister struggling not to moan with her luscious tits bouncing free as she shook. He had to look away. He pulled out slowly and pushed back firmly.
"Ohmygod... oh my god oh my god oh my god oh," Stephanie kept repeating to herself. Both her hands covered her face now. One over her mouth and the other with the phone blocked her eyes. The erotic sounds she made only guaranteed the clock was ticking. Pulling out again, Matt pushed inside her, harder this time.
"Oh fuckk!" Stephanie cried out under the muffle of her hand. "Yes! Oh, my godmmm." Matt kept thrusting into her. His right hand struggled against her thigh while his left gripped her shorts roughly. Matt turned her shorts into a handle. He pulled on it as he pushed forward, fucking his step sister's pussy. The fabric of her shorts dug into her waist and cracked as it stretched but he didn't care and neither did Stephanie, it appeared.
"Ohmygah- ohmymmm!" She cried. Her breasts slapping together wildly as he thrusted inside her harder. Matt felt it coming. He didn't want to stop, but he was so close. Abruptly, he pulled out of his stepsister's pussy. He gripped the shaft of his throbbing cock and stroked it over Stephanie's perfect body. For the first time, she looked down at him. Her eyes angled and more devious than he had ever seen before. Her phone tossed to the comforter beside her, her hands pulling her knees back and opening her thighs. Matt reactively closed his eyes as he felt his most powerful orgasm overcome him and his cum shoot down over his step sister's crotch and exposed stomach. Coating her in his cum.
After his cock made its last jarring flex, he opened his eyes to see Stephanie lying normally and relaxed again. Spits of Matt's cum covered her thighs, shorts, and belly button, and of course, her phone was back in her hands. She tapped away, texting as if she didn't just fuck her step brother. As if she wasn't covered in his semen. Matt smiled as he gained control of his breathing. Looking at his own phone, he pulled up his pants and did his buckle. It was nearly 4:30pm. Stephanie's mom would be home any time. Matt backed away towards the door as he zipped up his pants. He lingered at the doorway, trying to think of what to say.
He finally shrugged, "alright I gotta head out, but I'll see you next weekend?"
Stephanie pursed her lips, nodding, "sure." She stared at her phone, trying to hide her devious smile but failing. "I'll see ya next weekend."
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A Step Apart


Strained Relationship

Chapter One
Matt was convinced he was going to set a record when it came to the number of times a man could masturbate in one day. The day after his sexcapade, maybe a once in a life experience with his stepsister, he woke up jacking off and went to bed doing the same. Obviously, he did a few other things that day, like make an appearance with his New Stepmom, Sharon, in the kitchen downstairs for lunch.
"Hey stranger, I feel like it's been forever since I last saw you," she said. "You must've snuck on upstairs once you got home from hanging out with your sister."
"St- umm... yes, yeah. I was just tired and..." Matt caught himself before he corrected stepmom number two that Stephanie was his stepsister. A certain detail that had become more important to him in the last twenty-four hours. "H-how's things going here? Must be nice having my dad home for a weekend for a change?"
"Oh, umm yeah, you know, yeah, it's different," Sharon said with a polite but awkward smile. Her hands fumbled in front of her massive breasts. "Nice, absolutely, but you know, different routines..." Matt nodded and waited for her to move from the front of the refrigerator where he needed to get his soda from. "I'm getting your father another beer- do you want one?"
It took him back. Sharon was a very wholesome woman. She went to church every Sunday, was a stickler for the rules, and would rather run out in traffic than speak ill of anyone. The fact that she was offering Matt a beer was very out of character. He wondered if she misspoke and was really just offering him a soda, but something in the hopeful look she gave him made Matt sure if he said yes, his new stepmom would give him one of his father's cold beers from the fridge.
"No, thanks," Matt smiled politely.
A disappointed look broke across her face and she nodded uncomfortably. "Okay, right. Sorry. I don't know what I was thinking," Sharon waved her hand frantically, then turned to the fridge and removed a beer. "I think we're watching a movie later if you want to come downstairs."
"Okay, maybe," Matt lied. He watched Sharon leave with her husband's drink. In her twenties she was a gorgeous woman. The kind of woman that not even my dad with his high six-figure salary could woo. Matt knew this from pictures he'd seen. He imagined her having quite the attitude back then. Being only five foot four and still looking down at all her would be suitors trying to impress her to get to her perfectly plump breasts or a chance to squeeze her rounded ass cheeks. How could you be that attractive and not be a bitch?
But one of the few men that managed past her defenses turned out to be the wrong one. Sharon became pregnant in her early twenties and the man quickly disappeared. Raising a little girl on her own definitely humbled her, fixing any attitude she might've had. She was the nicest person Matt had ever known. But between having a child and twenty-five years of time passing made it show on her. Not that she was now unattractive- far from it. Her eyes were a sea of blues that you could still get lost in. While she had become curvier in her later years, most of the weight had gone to her breasts and butt only to engorge them.
Matt believed his father liked her because she contrasted his last step wife, Amy. Sharon was not loud or opinionated. Sharon was quieter and submissive. Matt knew his father liked her because he could control her. Matt truly did feel sorry for Sharon, but there wasn't much he could do. Matt took his soda from the fridge and at the grating sound of his father's raised voice from the next room, Matt retreated to his bedroom upstairs.
That Sunday was one of the rare days his father was home for work and the less time he could spend looking at his gaunt face that seemed permanently fixed in a judgmental scowl, the better. It was for the best. Him being home kept Sharon distracted, freeing up the house- or at least the second floor to himself. He spent most of the night and the following days recollecting his time with Stephanie. He tried to remember how her breasts felt, just like he wondered how they tasted.
Why didn't I try to suck on them? Why didn't I try to taste her sweet pussy?
Matt had never eaten a girl out. To feel the heat of her pussy on his face. To taste her juices. To push his tongue inside. He couldn't imagine how it would feel. It was probably for the best. He would be bad at it, he was sure. No one is great at their first times of anything. Though in his time spent with Stephanie, he believed he became better at fingering a woman. He couldn't keep himself from thinking of her moans. Remembering the feel of her moist, trembling thighs. But Matt feared that was to be the last time he would hear or feel anything like that coming from his stepsister.
Matt allowed a few days to pass before reaching out to Stephanie. But by the time he did, he worried he had waited too long, and it was awkward now. A thing not to be said between them. A thing that had killed whatever friendship was there in the first place. Most weeks before this, they'd text off and on. Mostly they'd share memes to each other and trade insults. Send videos of cats being jerks and drunks doing something stupid. But it was Wednesday night, and they had not shared a single snap. Not one meme. Matt stared at his phone in the darkness of his room. His laptop screen showing Stephanie dressed as a naughty nurse for last year's Halloween being the only light in his room.
'Great fuck last week. Looking forward to Saturday.'
He typed the text message to his stepsister laughed and shook his head then deleted it. "Ahhh come on, Matt, think think think..." he tapped his forehead with his cellphone. Finally, after a minute, he scrolled through insta and found the first almost-funny cat video he could find and sent it to Stephanie.
Matt set his phone down on his desk. Behind his laptop were two packets of papers. One had Indiana University written across the front and the other folder had a gator head drawn on it and read University of Florida. He hated these two folders.
It felt like they decided the rest of his life. He could choose one and be on the other side of the country by the fall. Far from family and friends. Alone and far from his father and fucked up families. Of course, his father hated that he even applied to a school in Florida and was even more full of rage when he was accepted. Dad, of course, told him to go to a nearby university. somewhere he could be kept close and under his thumb.
Up until this week, Matt had planned on going to Florida for college. It scared him being away from so many familiarities, but he'd enjoy the final, 'fuck you,' doing it would give his dad. But now he had to rethink it all. Stephanie went to Indiana University. It was this fantasy that plagued his mind.
Maybe they would be placed in the same dorm. Have a room across the hall from another. Have study breaks...
Matt spent most of the weeks flipping between his memory of last Saturday and fantasizing about next weekend. By the time Saturday arrived, he sat around all day waiting for 6:30pm to come. She had texted the day before that she'd be at her mom's place around then, which means her mom would probably be out of the house, he assumed. Her mother usually was out earlier in the day, but she must've had some different plans.
When he arrived at her house, he tried to wait in his car so when he walked in it would be like 6:45pm or later. He didn't want to appear too eager or desperate. But alas, Matt only made it to 6:31pm, and he decided that was good enough. Matt messed with the keys in his pocket and looked for the Modders' house key. At the front door, he went to put it in the deadbolt slot when the door opened suddenly, nearly knocking him back.
"Oh- hey, I thought you had already left," Matt stumbled over himself.
Amy Modders, his first stepmother, eyed him suspiciously, "nope, running a little late today. Why? You two have some kind of party planned?"
"What? No- no, I- we don't have anything planned," Matt felt his face swelter as he bit his tongue, literally, to shut himself up. But his attempt was too little too late. The words he had already fumbled with had alerted his first stepmom to him.
"Right..." she said, eyeing what Matt was wearing. His black polo shirt formed to his chest, showing the slight divots and flexes of his pectoral muscles. His jeans were dark blue and fashionable. Everything he wore was too fashionable for him. A t-shirt and ratty jeans were what he usually wore everywhere. Matt looked down at himself as well. He looked like, well, he looked like he was going on a date.
"You guys... going out... somewhere?" Amy asked with a raised eyebrow.
"No, no, I um... I have a date later tonight," Matt thought on his feet. "I'm leaving from here to go right there. To the date."
Amy nodded, pursing her lips. Just her pursing her lips was enough for Matt to realize what she was wearing. Amy was, in every sense of the word, a cougar. At forty years old, with dark black hair and a lush, firm body, she was the neighbor every young boy wished lived next door. Faded tattoos were sporadically appearing when she wore more revealing clothes that illuminated her adventurous past. But today she wasn't leaving in her usual, going shopping outfits. Matching jeans and blouse with gold rings and her bracelet that she always wore with the several pendants that dangled from it. Today she wore a sleek black dress with a long V neck that allowed Matt to just see the side of her breast as it hid under the thinnest of fabric.
Matt realized he had been spotted staring at her dress too long and had to make a strategic move. "Wow, look at you, too!" Matt whistled. "You must have some kind of date too, huh?"
It was his stepmom's turn to be on the defensive. She giggled, brushing some of her hair behind her shoulder, and moved for the driveway. I've got her in the retreat mode. "Yeah, guilty," she laughed. "Just meeting a guy from work for drinks. But I'm running late, so, good luck on your date!" Amy said as she clicked her heels down the stairs and went into the garage to her car. Matt went inside the house, closing the door and locking it behind him. Matt released a brief but long sigh.
Chapter Two
Stephanie had been watching TV in the living room when Matt came inside. Well, less watching TV than, of course, looking at her phone as she sat slumped in the corner of the couch. It had been over twenty minutes now since he sat down with a nearby lazy boy and they were watching some reality TV show about women competing for a rich guy. Ironic. It's the story of my life- or rather my dad's life. I'm just the one who has to suffer through it.
They exchanged pleasantries and talked about which college he would go to. Stephanie was going to be a sophomore in the fall at Indiana University. She told him a little about the school and what she liked and didn't. Matt had planned on asking her this on his last visit, but that didn't happen. This visit, though, seemed much more tamed to Matt's disappointment. There was no flirtation and or hint of sexual contact in the near future for him. On the one side, he was happy that things could go back to being so normal between them so quickly, but on the other... well...
"Well, cool," Matt nodded. "Maybe one weekend or something you can show me what it's like on campus."
Stephanie shrugged, "there's not much to the campus. You learn your way around after a bit, but my friends and I are renting this townhouse. We might be having a party in a few weeks if you want to come to that?"
"Yeah, cool," Matt said. They then sat there for several minutes in silence. He'd look at her every so often, but even the way she dressed said that nothing was going to happen between them. Her legs were crossed while wearing her college gray sweatpants and her maroon Hoosier hoodie. Stephanie's hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she wore her reading glasses instead of her contacts.
This was as sure as anything had ever been sure. I'm not touching my stepsister today.
After letting out a soft sigh, Matt resigned himself to get comfy on his couch and let the trash TV wash over him. But only a minute after accepting this did Stephanie stand up and leave the living room. At first, he thought she was going to the bathroom or to get a drink from the kitchen, but he could hear from her footsteps and movement that she went down the hall to her bedroom. He waited for a few minutes, wondering if she was getting something and was going to return, but she never did.
It was more out of curiosity than intent that Matt eventually walked to her room to see what she was doing. Her door was wide open and when he took the corner, there she was. Lying on her bed, wearing no pants, shirt, or underwear, and the screen of her cell phone lighting up her face. Matt almost had to laugh at the absurdity of it. He and his stepsister were intelligent, consenting adults and they refused to communicate directly about this sexual interaction, and yet here was this very clear invitation.
Matt didn't hesitate long. He stepped into the room carefully. Like at any moment, he could trip a land mine and it could explode. Climbing onto the bed, he crawled between her legs and pressed on the inside of her left thigh so it opened for him. Her skin was soft and delicate. Like a plush fur you couldn't help but rub your hand across. Leaning forward, the heat of her pussy lips warmed his face just as he imagined they would. Looking up, she was still wearing her sexy thick rimmed reading glasses. Her plump breasts parted to the sides just enough for him to see her eyes glued to the phone. Stephanie could pull off the dirty librarian look easily. Her expressions were so devious and severe, just her tender face made his cock swell in his boxers.
Matt looked back down at her sex and stuck his tongue out and made a long lap on her lips. There was a tangy electricity he'd never tasted before in his life. At first, he couldn't quite place the taste and couldn't decide if he liked it or not. So, he licked again. And again. And again.
The thighs of Stephanie flexed hard and then shook as she cooed and sighed. The last couple of his licks, he pressed the tip of his tongue between her lips. The explosion of taste was only matched by the moans of his stepsister. Without a second thought, he licked again, but this time pushing his tongue deeper. Matt quickly found himself desiring the taste of his stepsister's pussy. That tangy bite on his tongue meant pleasure was coursing through her body like electricity.
Matt let out a groan that was muffled by her pussy as he pushed his tongue as deep as he could inside her slit. He made a long lap from the bottom to the top of her pussy and repeated it.
"Ohhhhh... oh shhhhh... fuck," Stephanie moaned. Matt tried but he couldn't see her face. How he loved the sight of her face as she moaned. But what he could see were her hands, both her hands cupping her breasts and mashing them together. It looked like her fingers and thumbs were pinching her nipples tightly. "Ssshhit!"
Matt could feel her thighs trembling on either side of his cheeks. The wetness from her pussy coated his chin and lips. His fingers worked their way in front of his eager lips and helped spread her lips for him. This allowed his tongue to flick fast and long laps on her sensitive skin.
"Nnnuh- Mmmah!" Stephanie moaned. Her hips rocking up and down as he ate her. Matt continued licking her for what seemed like forever, but despite his efforts it seemed her moans plateaued at an even level. With jaw and tongue near cramping from the overuse, Matt finally threw in the towel, and instead began licking up his step sister's body. He wasn't missing this opportunity to taste every inch of her.
When Stephanie realized he was working his way up to her chest, she scrambled and picked up her cell phone beside her. With it back in her hands, she opened some pages and began typing. Matt stopped his lips around her left nipple. They closed around it as his tongue lapped at the hard tip. She moaned when he bit down on the nipple and raised her hips to his. His fingers were already at work undoing his jeans and sliding his boxers down.
"Hm- mm, ye- mmm..." Stephanie struggled to keep her mouth closed and he could tell she was trying. Her head was tilted almost upside down as she held the phone near the bed's headboard behind her.
With just a handful of strokes, Matt could feel his hard shaft flex and the pre-cum cover the tip of his shaft. He used one hand and fed the tip of his head between the slick pussy lips of his stepsister.
"Ahh... Ahhhmm!" Stephanie started to scream out so loud that one of her hands dropped from her phone to cover her mouth. Matt groaned, trying to not listen to her sweet cries. It only cut time off of how long he had. He bowed his hips forward, pushing deeper inside. "Hmmmyyggdd!" Stephanie muffled herself.
Matt's face was suspended just over the cellphone in her one hand. Her starry eyes danced around, fighting not to look at him as he pulled out and pushed back inside her. Stephanie's eyebrows went high and her eyes wide as he plunged inside her again. His hips rocking back and forth, Matt felt and heard his ball smacking against her as he found a hard-steady pace. His stepsister's chest panted. Rising and falling fast with every thrust. He raised off of her and groped at her tits with his hands, while he slammed his cock into her pussy harder.
"Yes, yes, yes, d-d-don't ehm!" Stephanie cried out. Her hand fell away from her mouth for a moment, then went back. Her phone fell from her other hand and she sandwiched both her palms over her mouth. Matt moved his hands down from her breasts to her hips. She was already raising her legs and bending her knees so Matt could get every inch of his cock inside her. He held onto her tiny waist and used it to brace himself as he thrusted in harder. The clap of him pounding his stepsister became louder, and Matt bit his lip.
"HM! Hm! Hm! Hmmm!" Stephanie's wide eyes screamed as she did under her hands with every fuck. Her pussy was so wet Matt could hear it slosh as he entered inside her. "Oh god oh god oh god!" Stephanie screamed as she let loose. Her hands were still loosely covering her mouth.
Her eyes squinted as they fought to roll to the back of her head. Her thick thighs fought to close in between him and her, and her body went rigid. "No, gah- ohm I'm I'm..." She stuttered.
Matt thrusted faster. His hips slamming into his stepsister's. His hands had to fight to keep her strong thighs apart. His fingers dug into her hips.
"Ahhhh! Ohhh goodddd!" Stephanie screamed as her hands trembled in front of her face. Matt didn't stop. He was so close. He knew he was beyond the point of no return. He thrusted as fast and as hard as he could into his stepsister's tight hole. She remained rigid. Her muscles flexed. Her lungs paralyzed for several seconds and she screamed silently.
"FFUUUCKKK!" Stephanie screamed out. Her voice breaking as her head pushed backwards and convulsed. "Ohhhgahh..."
Matt quickly pulled free from her pussy, and for an instant, he thought he was too late. But just as the bulb of his cock exited her lips, it shot load after load of hot sticky cum over her pussy lips. Matt couldn't help but roll his eyes as he did. It felt so overpowering; he was lost in the moment. When he opened his eyes, he looked down and saw the cream pie he had given to his stepsister who, of course, was back on her phone.
Matt rolled to his side and laid next to his stepsister for several minutes while they both caught their breath. After some time passed, he heard Stephanie's voice. "Can you get me a soda from the fridge?" She asked, as if they were still sitting on the couches in the living room.



"Sure," Matt said. He went to the kitchen with his limp cock bouncing about still wet with his stepsister's juices and got two sodas from the refrigerator and returned. Matt got dressed while drinking his. Stephanie stayed where she was. Just as naked and cum covered. Stephanie was preoccupied with her phone as she typed. Matt finished his drink and, while still in the room with her, pulled out his phone and typed.
Matt
'See ya, next Saturday!'
A second later, he saw the tiniest of smiles in the corner of Stephanie's mouth.
Stephanie
'C U then'
Chapter Three
The following weeks flew by. Matt was well into summer and fast approaching his deadline in July for deciding on which college he was going to attend. He hadn't given it any real thought. More like constant fantasies. In his mind, twenty-four, seven he was already a freshman at Indiana University and he and Stephanie were sharing an apartment. They would have to get a two bedroom for appearance's sake but that one room would just be for show. Then he could spend every night spooned to his stepsister. For now, though, he was settling with once every Saturday.
Matt would spend his week 'researching' online what he would do with Stephanie that weekend. Research seemed like an odd word to use since mostly he just watched a lot of porn. But to balance out the many lies porn sold him, he tried to read a few women's sex blogs as well. Using a compare and contrast method, Matt could eliminate the bad ideas he got from watching some of the hardcore porn videos.
Things like forcing fingers down a girl's throat? Usually bad. Spanking? Usually good. Face slapping? Usually bad. Choking? Not a good idea.
After days of reading and watching tons of videos, Saturday would finally arrive and Matt would have time to test his metal. Stephanie would somehow or another end up on her back, texting or watching something on her phone and Matt would go to work. He'd try different positions, different techniques, experiment with different strategies for lasting longer. Using his smart watch, he could time how long each one lasted by watching his heart rate log afterwards. His last time with her he made it nineteen minutes, which was nearly double what he was in the beginning. The porn industry wouldn't be offering him any starring roles anytime soon, but he was getting better.
Over the past weeks, Matt's oral sex skills had improved as well. He had brought Stephanie to orgasm twice the week before last. He found if he stuck with a similar motion with his tongue, no matter how tedious it might be, eventually it had a higher success rate than being a jazz musician and hopping from one technique to another every few seconds. There was also a bit of a breakthrough. When Matt had made his stepsister cum a second time, her hand had gotten the better of her and slapped down on the back of his head. It was only a brief few seconds, but for those moments with her fingers laced in his hair holding his lips to her clit; it was the hardest he had ever been. Hard enough that when he finally pushed his cock inside her, he fucked her until she came for a third time in one night.
It was this interaction that spurred his confidence last week to get even more interactive with his stepsister. He waited until 6:30pm to get out of his car and go to her house. That was about the time Stephanie's mom, Amy, left for her usual date night. Amy had been seeing the same guy for a little over a month now. He was another wealthy man. Matt could tell from how fancy Amy was dressed each night. She was definitely being wined and dined every weekend. From the little small talk Stephanie and Matt did, it sounded like it was getting pretty serious between them.
At least her mother really liked him. Matt was happy for his stepmother; he always did like her and thought she deserved better than his father. More so than being happy for her, Matt was happy for himself. The more Amy liked her new boyfriend, the longer she stayed out of the house, which gave him more alone time with her daughter.
On that particular night, Matt summoned his courage and started things off by walking into his stepsister's bedroom and flipping her over onto her stomach. With no clothes on, all Matt could see was her plump round ass cheeks. Stephanie, like always, went with the flow. She stayed on her elbows and typed on her phone. Her black reading glasses were on and her blond hair tied back in a ponytail.
Matt brushed his palm over her right ass cheek and pushed down the small of her back. Her tattoo on her lower back was a flowing, fluid design of pinks and greens that flowed around a single word, 'Believe' written in large bold cursive letters just above her ass cheeks. His fingers spread out as he gripped the top of her hips. His pants and underwear already off, Matt straddled her thighs as he pushed his other hand up the center of her back, flattening her to her stomach. Matt's fingers pressed into her shoulders as his palms ground firm circles into her back muscles. He massaged her slowly while his cock grew firmer.
While he knew she could feel his shaft hardening against the crack of her ass, she didn't react. Not at first. A moment passed as he massaged her and he saw her head, which balanced carefully with her chin against the bed, fall relaxed to the side so she could barely see her phone. As his shaft flexed harder into her ass, Stephanie worked her ass back and forth, pushing her ass cheeks back into his erection.
The cheeks of her ass nearly swallowed his shaft like a hotdog bun. Matt could feel the muscles of her back melt in his hands as he rubbed down to the small of her back, circling her tattoo. Matt scooted down her legs and stood. Pulling her hips up so she was on her knees on the bed, Matt slid his finger down the length of her ass crack until it dipped inside her moist pussy lips with ease. They were open and inviting, begging to be fucked.
With his other hand, he fed the tip of his bare cock inside her. When he pushed inside her, Stephanie threw her head back, looking at the ceiling as he filled her up. Matt pulled out a little and slammed back inside her, and a sharp gasp escaped her lips. His left slid up her back, holding onto her shoulder while his right braced against her hips and thigh. In and out, his cock pistoned out of her and her perky hair bounced wildly with every thrust.
"Oh shhhmm... yes... yes, don't- oh yes!" Stephanie cried out. Her phone was a useless prop lying on the bed before her. A small ruse now. Her phone was something she barely pretended to use anymore. She kept it close, just as a code, more than anything else, that they don't talk about what they were doing. They just do it.
His fingers gripped her shoulder tightly as he fucked her slow and hard. Stephanie turned her head to the side and her lips parted enough to push around his pointer finger. Her teeth were biting teasingly on it.
"Mmm mmm! Ahh ahhhom!" Stephanie moaned on his finger. Matt was losing focus. He was panting. All he could think about was her lips. Her mouth. He imagined kissing her as she bit his lip as seductively as she bit his finger. He couldn't last much longer. Ramming his hips into hers, his cock rammed into her pussy, making her fall to her elbows as she cried out. Matt took this chance to give her right ass cheek a slap. He was caught up in the moment, and the loud smacking sound was louder than he intended. At first, he worried he had hurt her but the loud scream of a moan she made told him differently.
Stephanie's ass pushed back and her stepbrother fucked her faster and slapped her ass again. "Oh fffuck!"
Matt bit his lip and pulled out, offering his cock a final few strokes as he shot his cum over his stepsister's ass and tattoo. As always for the briefest of moments he could see his stepsister's head craned back at him to watch him shoot his load over her.
It was the one consistent attention she had given him since they started these encounters weeks ago. She always had to watch Matt when he came. At first it was kind of odd and made Matt feel uncomfortable, like he was on stage being watched. But now it was kind of hot. Stephanie's eyes didn't appear the same when she watched him cum. They were darker and more devious. She was always so out of breath when she watched. Like him, cumming was the sexiest thing she'd ever seen. It made him a bit more excited to do it because it was something they both wanted, and he got to see her sexy eyes.
Matt remembered looking down on her sexy naked body with a fondness. Changing lanes on the road, he exited the interstate, turning his radio down so he could start following the directions on his phone. He doubted he and Stephanie would have a chance to hook up this weekend. Matt was visiting her townhouse today that was just outside of the Indiana University campus. Stephanie and her two roommates were throwing a party tonight. Even though most of the girls and guys at this party were going to be eighteen to nineteen years old, Matt was kind of nervous. He felt like he was going to be hanging around the 'big kids.'
And to make things worse, he was going to be around his stepsister, who will be looking absolutely gorgeous tonight, he was sure, and probably one of the hottest ladies at the party. Of course, other boys were going to be hitting on her and Matt didn't know how she would react.
Would he be into it? Is she going to try to hook up with other men? I know I can't hook up with her, but I don't know if I can just stand there and watch a bunch of guys grab her and-
Matt shook his head free of the images in his mind. He would not worry about it. More importantly than anything, he knew was to treat Stephanie like a sister and not like an extremely attractive girl he'd fucked multiple times over the past month.
Pulling into a parking space and putting his car in park, Matt took a deep breath and let it out. Building D 1128. This is it.
"Okay," Matt said to himself. "Here we go."
Chapter Four
"So, do you know what your major would be?" Amber asked.
"No, not a clue," Matt smiled.
Amber laughed, waving her hand down at him, "don't worry about it. I'm going into my sophomore year and am still undeclared. No major is basically a major here."
Matt laughed with her and took a drink of his mimosa. He had always seen memes about mimosas, but never had one before today. Stephanie and her roommates had two pitchers full of mimosas in the fridge and were using it to pregame for the party. Matt could tell why they were a girl's drink. They tasted too good.
"Shut up, you know you're going to end up declaring education," Stephanie said from the corner of their living room. She laid on a pink bean bag with her phone in one hand and her almost empty mimosa in the other. "You've got more credits for it than most education sophomores."
"Ugh I know," Amber stomped her foot like a child and made a face. She was leaning over a bar countertop that split the kitchen and living room. "But I want a job where I could at least make some money. Every time you turn on the news, all you see are all the fucked-up ways teachers are getting shit on. At least if I went nursing, I'd make some money."
"And some student loan bills," Stephanie smarted with a raised eyebrow and not letting her eyes leave her phone.
"Maybe you can just be a teacher and find like a sugar daddy or something," Matt joked, then immediately regretted it. He just met this girl. He didn't know her well enough to be saying things like that.
Taken back from the comment, there was a slight pause before Amber smiled and let a few strands of her auburn hair fall in front of her eyes. "Why do you think I'm throwing this party in the first place?" She said with a seductive smile across her full red lips. Amber was an attractive woman. Very attractive, actually. She was shorter at just above five-foot-tall and had sexy round breasts that bounced around in her shirt without a bra to Matt's surprise. He did all he could to keep from looking down while talking to her.
"Hey Amber, can you take those blankets in the closet and put them over the couches like we talked about?" Stephanie asked Amber. Stephanie was clearly at odds with Amber even before Matt had arrived.
"Oh yeah, sure!" Amber said, perky as ever. Matt stood from the couch he was on as Amber dug through a closet near the kitchen. A door creaked open upstairs, and he heard soft footsteps coming down the stairs.
"Jesus Christ, Max," was all Stephanie said, barely shaking her head.
"What? He's your stepbrother. Not like he's a freak or anything, right?" Max said as she walked down the stairs. Her wet black hair was wrapped up high in a light blue towel while her left hand held an orange towel synched around her breasts. Her shoulders still glistened with the wetness from the shower. "I'm Maxine or Max, your sister's creepy roommate." Max extended her hand to Matt. Her tongue flicked the lip ring back and forth as she smiled.
Matt did all he could to be cool, but he knew he was blushing already. "Hi, I'm Matt, Stephanie's creepy stepbrother."
Max laughed as she walked into the kitchen, "I like him you should have him around more often." Matt felt an internal sigh of relief at the approval and a fluttering in his stomach at hearing a girl say she liked him. It was absurd, he knew, but he didn't often get a lot of attention from different women. While he did play sports and his teammates often were able to swindle the attention of cheerleaders and some slutty girls, Matt mostly was the fifth wheel. The two girlfriends he did have were from friends of friends introducing them and it never last long. Him being on the receiving end, even casually, by these two very attractive college girls of even a moderate amount of interest was almost a fantasy in and of itself.
"I'm sure he likes you," Stephanie said from the background.
Max ignored her remarks, which Matt was grateful for, "you guys say that?" Max asked as she poured a cup to the brim with their mimosa mix. "Step? Not just sister and brother. You say stepsister?"
Matt shrugged, feeling interrogated, "just a habit, I guess."
"Hm," Max pursed her lips. "I've only ever known one other stepfamily, and they never said step."
"Are you done in the shower?" Stephanie asked as she stood.
"Yes, it's yours, boo," Max said, blowing Stephanie a kiss which Stephanie returned before disappearing upstairs without another word.
"Wait! Let me get my blow dryer out of there!" Amber shouted and raced up the stairs after Stephanie.
"So uh, what's your major?" Matt asked Max, feeling more uncomfortable now that he was alone with this almost naked girl.
"Criminal Justice," Max said, taking a large gulp of mimosa.
"Whoa, that's like, cop school, right?"
"Yup," Max said with a smile, "so if the cops get called to our party, just follow my lead and do what I do." She gave Matt a wink.
"Sounds like a plan."
Chapter Five
"You fuggin suck at this game!"
"Shuddup! I just need to hit the cup."
"No shit, that's kinda the point of the game," Amber giggled as she fell into Matt's arm. Matt's already unsteady hand veered far from course as he tossed the ping-pong ball across the table and smacked Maxine in the chest with his ball. Her jittery hand swiped frantically at the ball, trying to grab it as it bounced off both her hands and finally fell to the last red plastic cup in front of her.
"Yes!" Matt and Amber said at the same time. Their hands raised in triumph. The boy Maxine played beer-pong with pretended to tackle her to a nearby couch as she and others surrounding the table reeled from that ending.
"I definitely planned on that happening," Matt laughed. Amber smacked his biceps.
"Bullshit!" Amber screamed a little too loud. But only Matt, who had to rub his ear, noticed. The sound system blared so loud the walls shook. Matt thought for sure the police would have been called by now, but as he tapped the screen of his smart watch, he saw it was nearly 1:00am and they still hadn't come. A hundred plus students were packed in the downstairs and more out front. A Handful of couples and girls danced in the living room when a good song came on, while some just chilled on the couches blazed out of their minds while passing a joint between them. "Oh, hahaha My bad," Amber laughed at how loud she was being.
"Yeah, gurl, get it!" Maxine yelled into the living room, where Matt realized Stephanie was one of the girls dancing. He was surprised he had forgotten completely about her. The mimosa pitchers must've gotten progressively stronger because, by the third one, Matt's face burned red and he could tell he was already wasted. When people started showing up, it was like a flood filling this three-bedroom townhouse. Stephanie stayed by Matt for a bit, but about the time she started taking shots, Matt lost track of her.
She was in the center of her living room with her ass on the ground against an older looking frat boy, maybe mid twenties, with a baseball cap turned backwards. Stephanie bent over, flinging her loose schoolgirl skirt up over the small of her back so her bare, fat ass could twerk on the man's crotch. The entire room went wild. Three different guys yelled their supporting words to her dance partner as she flung her long ponytail of hair to the side over her shoulder, then dropped her ass down to the floor and back up.
"Oooohhh!" Men and women both cheered. Either it was a testament to just how drunk he was, or he truly just didn't care. Amber probably had something to do with it. While she wasn't as attractive as Stephanie, when you're that hot, the difference was negligible. The difference was that Amber seemed interested in him. Maybe she wasn't looking for a boyfriend, but at least she would talk to him, look him in his eyes, and touch him.
Amber fanned her face with her hand when she saw Matt looking at Stephanie with the rest of the party. "It's fucking hot in here," she said and without another word, she pulled him to the back deck out the kitchen door. The deck overlooked a wooded area next to a creek between different buildings. It was the end of June, so it was just about as hot outside as it was inside, though there was a small breeze. "Hmmm that's better," Amber said.
Matt closed the door behind them so no one could follow them outside. Before he could fully turn to face Amber, she was already on top of him. He fell back onto the railing as she strained on her tippy toes to get her lips to his. Once he righted himself, he kissed her back. Her lips were cold and tasted of beer. The kiss they shared was messy and delicious. Two drunks fumbling over each other. Without thought, his hand slid down her shoulder and wrapped around her breast. It felt so good in his hand and even better when she giggled and moaned as he massaged it.
There was an abrupt halt to their kiss as Amber pulled away from him. Before he opened his eyes, he thought he had done something wrong and was already cursing himself, ready to apologize. But once his eyes were open, he realized amber didn't pull away from him. She was pulled away. Stephanie had Amber's hair in her fist as she pulled her to the side.
"You think you're funny?" Stephanie asked. "I told you not to hook up with my brother!" With a final push, Amber stumbled to the other side of the deck.
"Steph- I'm sorry," Amber whined.
"And you-" Stephanie turned to Matt. She was wearing a pair of inch and a half heels that put her just taller than him. "Come here." She snatched his palm and dragged him up to her bedroom through the party. "You're done. No more."
Some boys he passed made Ooooooo sounds while others who had been watching Stephanie dance shouted words of encouragement to him.



"Get it!"
"Tap that ass!"
As he was being dragged up the stairs, he heard Maxine shout over them, "come on guys, it's her brother!"
But the last voice he heard before going into Stephanie's bedroom was a wise cracking boy's voice say, "well, stepbrother."
Chapter Six
Matt tripped over his feet and nearly fell on to her bed, but he caught himself and side walked into a wall to brace himself. The room was still white from when she moved in, but it was covered in posters of shirtless rappers and printed pictures of Stephanie and her friends. Just like her bedroom at her mom's house, the floor was cluttered with dirty clothes and her bed comforter was a twisted mess.
"What the hell wasttthat?!" Stephanie slurred.
"What was what?" Matt threw his hands up. He was starting to get upset, but it wasn't clear to him why yet. He could just feel the heat building on the back of his neck.
Stephanie seemed flustered at his response. She shook her head, upset and lost balance for a moment, touching the wall. "All the girls down there and you had to hook up with her? That bitch."
"So you wouldn't have brought me up to your room if I hooked up with another girl?" Matt asked. The bravery and openness of his words fueled by the mix of anger and alcohol that stored inside him.
"No! Err- yes, whatever," Stephanie mumbled looking down at her feet, obviously confused by how he worded his question. Matt knew this because he too was confused at how his drunken sentence came out.
A few moments passed and Stephanie finally let out a sigh and clicked her high heels over to the bed and fell back into it. She pulled her cellphone from the side of her crop top and began clicking on the screen. Her feet dancing around off the floor like a bored child, she could only let a few seconds pass before she said, "I'm on my phone... on my bed... texting..."
This fucking spoiled brat was all Matt managed to think, looking down at her. It was at that moment he decided he had enough of this game. Matt crawled into top of his stepsister as he always did, one knee pressing between her legs while the other balanced him outside her thigh. But this time he grabbed at her phone. She pulled away at first but when he finally got it he twisted it from her grip and she let out the tiniest of, "noo..." whimpers. Matt tossed the phone lightly to the carpet beside her bed. Stephanie kept her eyes in the direction of her phone as if she could still see it, or more importantly, she pretended she could not see her stepbrother. But Matt was relentless.
No more games.
His hand grabbed under her chin, pinching her cheeks on both sides, and turned her face to look at his. With his eyes hovering over hers, Stephanie's eyes still refused to meet his. "Steph..." he said. "Stephanie! Look at me!" Perhaps jolted from him yelling at her, she finally looked at him. Her eyes met his. Matt saw her shaky, wide eyed, glassy expression and held it for a moment. Then he leaned forward and kissed his stepsister deep and passionately.
He felt stagnant resistance at first. An unwillingness to commit that quickly disappeared. As if transformed by this magical kiss into the horny teenager she was fighting so hard not to be. At a moment's notice, she released the tension from her body and Stephanie's hips and taunt stomach arched and formed to Matt's body. Her eyebrows pinched together as she released a whimpering moan in Matt. Their tongues intertwined just as their hands and fingers cupped another. Matt pressed Stephanie's hands down on the bed over her head and felt Stephanie's leg wrap around her his hips and leg, locking him to her.
His firm and growing erection restrained by his boxers and jeans pressed into the floating fabric of her skirt and ground against her crotch. Every desperate moan that escaped her lips was swallowed by Matt as he pressed his lips down onto his stepsisters. The moment fled so quickly; it was as if it was in fast forward, but Matt wished it could last forever. The taste of her kiss and the sound and hum of her soft moans felt wonderful. He wanted to escape at that moment. Hold on to it. Hide it. Keep it to himself.
When Matt's hands finally did work free from Stephanie's, he brought them down to the belt of his jeans. Stephanie pulled her hips so tightly to his body his hands flat against his body barely had room to work his belt off. There was a sudden separation between them and a picture of panic in her eyes. Her body, which once was so eager to meet him and entangled with his limbs, now clamored away. She pushed him off of her and scrambled for the door.
No no no no! Matt's thoughts protested, as he could do nothing more than watch her reach for the door. She paused there for a moment. As if her actions moved quicker than her thoughts could, and she needed a moment to second guess herself. The constant thud of the base vibrated the door and floors beneath them. Outside the door, the party continued with hundreds of voices louder than ever.
Matt watched the hand slowly go to the doorknob and twist the lock on it. She checked the knob, giving it a twist left and right to make sure it was locked before turning back to her brother. Matt was already on his feet. Perhaps it was the alcohol coursing through his system or just how incredibly sexy she looked tonight, but Matt couldn't wait another instant. Strands of her bangs danced over her eyes and lips. Her black crop top was so low on her, her nipples threatened to fall out of her top. When she turned her short schoolgirl, the plaid skirt whirled up, exposing the bottom curve of her ass cheek. Matt had to have her now.
Pressing her into the wall, Matt's lips assaulted hers. They kissed ravenously. She pulled at his v-neck shirt and stretched it off of him. Holding his shoulders at arm's length for a moment, she marveled at the thickness of his muscles and the definition of his pecs. Stephanie's lips kissed at his bare chest as her tender hands delicately rubbed down his ribs and hips. Moving up to her neck, Matt felt her hair to the scruff of his chin as her lips kissed and sucked below his ear. Matt could feel the sparkling tingles her wet lips sent down his spine and through his chest.
By the time his eyes were opened, he realized Stephanie was on her knees with Matt's jeans unbuttoned and her hands jerking his pants down to his ankles. Her left palm pressed into his firm, hard abs. Rubbing up and down on him like an obsession she had to touch while her right hand wrapped around the shaft of his cock. Her fingers were small and delicate around the large, thick shaft that dangled before her lips. She made long twisting pumps on his shaft that snaked towards her. Her eyes full of squinted pleasure as she looked up at him. The crook of her lips fighting a devious smile as she teased him with every drag on his shaft.
Her hands left him just long enough to pull her crop top and bra off over her head. Matt looked down with lust as her heavy breasts bounced free from her shirt. Stephanie's hands cupped her own breasts as she looked up at him, straining to look innocent and vulnerable. The look in her eyes begged him to reach out and touch her face. Pressing her cheek into his palm, she hummed a moan as she parted her lips, taking his thumb in her mouth so gently. Her right hand went back to stroking his hard cock that now oozed cum from the tip of it.
Stephanie's face hung so close to the head of his cock. As she slid her wet lips down to the base of his thumb, her eyes stayed on his and Matt could all but imagine his cock being what was in her mouth. Her left hand cupped at her left breast and pressed it around his throbbing shaft as she jerked it. Her heavy breasts bounced and jiggled as he let her titty fuck her. Matt grunted as he closed his eyes, looking upward. His hand reached out to steady himself against the desk that housed her papers and laptop beside him.
"Mmmm... you like that, baby?" Stephanie's voice hummed. "Hmm... does that feel good, baby?"
"Ugh..." Matt groaned silently, trying to keep his mouth shut.
There was a knocking at the bedroom door that startled them both. It was loud. Like a person had been knocking for a while and they couldn't hear it over the blaring music until just now.
"Hey, Steph? You in there?" A boy's voice yelled over the bass. "It's Nick."
Stephanie stopped everything she was doing and was frozen on her knees. In an instant, they both scrambled silently and quickly. Stephanie got to her feet and picked up her top and bra, moving to hide by her closet despite the door being locked. Matt had other plans.
Stepping out of his jeans, his hand caught her wrist, jerking her back towards him. He saw panic and fear in her eyes. Getting caught having sex with her stepbrother was her biggest fear and there was only a thin wooden door keeping her from being found out by her entire school. Matt pulled her in tight and kissed her, but she retreated, pointing at the door. She tried to just mouth the words 'he's right there,' but in her drunken state the words came out with some sound to them.
"Steph? That you?" Nick's voice boomed through the door.
"Uh- Um. Yeah, hold on!" Stephanie said nervously.
She turned away from Matt, but he caught her hips, tripping her up. Catching herself on the desk, Matt could feel her skirt and ass pressed back against his cock. Matt's left hand pressed up her back to the back of her neck while his right flipped up her skirt and pulled her panties to the side. Stephanie looked behind her wide eyed and worried. "Are you crazy? What are you doing?" She mouthed a whisper.
Matt wasn't going to let this moment slip through her fingers. His stepsister wanted him, not some douchey looking guy named Nick. And in that moment of drunkenness he didn't even care if they were caught, because all he cared about was Stephanie and being with her. The head of his cock fed between her pussy lips as Stephanie covered her mouth with one hand. She braced herself with one hand as she leaned over the desk. When his bare cock entered inside her tight pussy, she looked over her shoulder again. Fear and pleasure mixed into a murky look that glossed over her eyes as she covered her mouth and nose.
"Stephanie, what the hell?" Nick yelled.
Matt pulled out and shoved his cock back inside her hard enough to buck her forward. Her hands catching the side of the desk, she steadied her breathing to talk.
"I'm- my brother is- Hmm," she held the back of her hand against her mouth as she fought to hold back her groans. "He's sick, oh gah- He doesn't feel well."
"Okay..." Nick said.
Matt's fingers dug into her hips and the meat of her ass as he pulled her back into him. The clapping of their bodies getting slightly louder, Matt could see the back of Stephanie's head bob as she stared at the blank white wall inches in front of her face. Her breath held as her stepbrother fucked her from behind.
"Gah- mmph," Stephanie panted restrained breaths as her whole chest bounced. "I can't hm! I can't leave him. Ahhmm. Sorry, I'll talk to you la- later!"
"Are you kidding me?!" Nick hit the door. "Fucking bitch..." his voice became more distant as he walked away from the door. But Matt doubted Stephanie could even hear anything anymore.
"Ohmy... god!" She let the words burst out as she looked down. Matt smacked her ass hard as he slammed his throbbing cock in her faster. "Jesus Christ I- ah ah ah ah!" His stepsister spat. Her ass arch back, pushing back into him with every thrust. Matt's hand reaching around her side and groping her right breast as it bounced and swayed underneath her. His left smacking her left ass cheek again and again as he fucked her.
"Don't stop- don't- gah- don't fucking- oh my god," Stephanie cried. And Matt saw her pained eyes filled with ecstasy, looking over her shoulders. He grabbed a handful of her pony tailed hair with his left and pulled it back as he bucked forward with his hips. "Jesusfuckingchri- ah ah ahhh!" Stephanie whined as he stuffed his cock inside her. His thumb and forefinger pinched around her nipple.
"I'm going to cum. I'm gunna- oh fuck me," Stephanie's body tensed. Her breathing was shallow and fast. "Don't don't don't ohmygod don't stop!" She screamed too loud and instantly clapped her hand over her mouth.
Matt's hands clapped to her ass, pulling her back on his cock with a fierceness that made her body collapse to the desk. Stephanie was silent and her drenched, tight pussy squeezed on his cock as he thrusted in and out of her. He clenched and felt the sweat fall down his forehead as his body finally relaxed and she gasped for air.
"Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod!" She panted and Matt had her hold her up by her hips as his stepsister's knees threatened to give out. "Oh, fuck..."
"Ugh! Mmm god," Matt let slip a grunt as he felt himself nearing cumming himself. He went to pull out of her, and Stephanie's body shot to life. She looked behind her, flicking her hair over her opposite shoulder, as she always did when her brother was about to cum, but this time her hand reached back, cupping around the back of his bare thigh.
"No!" she protested. "Don't- cum inside me, baby," Stephanie demanded. Matt was shocked and continued to thrust inside her. He was so close to the edge.
"Don't stop mhm! Don't stop fucking me baby," Stephanie winced. "Cum inside me, cum inside my tight- fuck ah ahh! Please, cum in me!"
Matt's cock crammed deeper inside her until her knees started to shake and her eyes nearly squinted shut from the feeling. Matt gritted his teeth as felt the threshold pass and he came hard, shooting his load into his sister's pussy. Filling her up with his cum and holding his shaft deep inside her. His arms wrapped around her chest, he spooned with her as his chin nuzzled against the crook of her neck. They stayed there for several minutes until his cock went completely limp. With his jizz and her juices coating his shaft, he fell out of her.
Matt and Stephanie lied on the bed for a few minutes naked and giggling at each other. The party was loud outside the room, with people shouting at another and falling into walls. Despite being as loud as Stephanie moaned, Matt doubted if anyone heard them. It didn't matter. In that moment, all that mattered was Matt's eyes meeting Stephanie's eyes and he refused to let the moment slip away.
Chapter Seven
The following week, Matt arrived at his stepmother's house for his weekly meeting with Stephanie a bit later than usual. It was about 7:45pm when he arrived instead of his usual 6:30pm when Stephanie's Mom left the house for her date night. It was his father's fault for his tardiness. His new stepfamily had a sit down to discuss their upcoming vacation. His father was taking them camping in a cabin in Wyoming in a couple weeks. He pitched it as a family bonding experience, but really it was to make sure everyone knew he was the one in charge of this family, and most likely he was using it as an excuse to corner Matt about his impending college decision.
As annoyed as he was with his father, Matt felt relaxed as soon as he put his car in park at his stepmother's house. Even though it was late, it wouldn't affect his and Stephanie's plans. Over the past month Stephanie's mother, Amy, hadn't come home until Sunday morning each night, which gave him and his stepsister plenty of time.
Matt and Stephanie hadn't seen each other since the party. They fell asleep spooning together and Matt woke up and left early before anyone else was awake. Stephanie assured him later that day that none of her roommates or anyone else suspected anything besides that her stepbrother was a lightweight. Matt didn't appreciate the stigma, but there were worse ones to have, he supposed.
The week of texting with his stepsister had been filled with hidden smiles and an exchange of dirty pictures. Their strained relationship had left the confines of the little game they played, pretending what they did didn't happen and was now out in the open.
In fact, as soon as Matt got inside Amy's house and found Stephanie in the living room on her phone, she tossed her phone to the side as Matt slid onto the couch beside her.
"Hey there, cutie," Stephanie smiled. Her hands cupped the sides of his face as she kissed him. Matt's hand reached across her chest and felt her breast moving freely under her shirt.
"Sounds like we fooled everyone at the party, then?" Matt asked as Stephanie crawled onto Matt's lap, straddling him.
Stephanie laughed as her fingers went right to work unbuckling his belt. "You didn't help us either. It was like you wanted us to get caught."
"Me?" Matt smiled. "You were the one making all the noise. I just didn't want you getting away." He leaned back and let his stepsister undo his pants for him.
Stephanie giggled with a long smile on her lips, "I couldn't help but make noise when someone was smacking my fucking ass."
Matt shrugged, "well, you seemed to like it."
Stephanie released a sighing moan as she leaned in to kiss her stepbrother. Her fingers had rushed to unzip his pants and pulled his cock out from under his boxers. As she felt it grow in her palm, she let out a high-pitched moan as she stroked it to life. Matt's hands wrapped around her ass cheeks to find she wasn't wearing any shorts or panties. She lifted enough to guide the head of his bare cock inside her. "Mmmm! That's it..." she cooed.
Stephanie raised her ass and lowered it, riding Matt. She hastily pulled her shirt off, revealing her perky breasts. Matt leaned forward, wrapping his lips around her nipple. "Mmmmm! That's right, baby. Fuck me. Fuck your stepsister!" Stephanie moaned as she sat down on his throbbing cock.
"Stephanie!"
The voice was so sudden and loud that both Matt and Stephanie nearly fell off the couch. Stephanie scrambled to cover herself, but Matt was too much in shock to even try to cover his raging hard on. All Matt could do was look at Amy's wide eyes and shocked expression as she stood in the living's entry room and stared frozen. Amy's expression slowly turned to rage as she processed the image of her daughter having sex with her stepson.
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Chapter One
There are times in people's lives when pure dread sinks their teeth into one's back like a predator. When they knew their life as they knew was coming to an end. As Matt scrambled to pull his jeans up and push his erection back down into his boxers, he had one of these moments. Luckily for him, at this very moment, his stepmother was more intent on chasing down Stephanie who ran into the hallway with her clothes. It was pure pandemonium coming from Stephanie's bedroom. Someone was crying while the other was cursing and throwing things. Matt tried to zip his pants up and nearly synched his shaft in the metal.
"Ah ah, fuck! Fuck it." Matt whispered to himself and tried to make a break for the door while it was still clear. His erection still throbbing, pointed out his unzipped pants but he couldn't deal with that right now. He cleared the hallway and was halfway through the kitchen when the tumbling of clothes, bags, and people came tumbling down the hallway. The tornado that was their argument pushed past him and he saw Stephanie shove outside with her hands full with two bags and some of her clothes. Amy chased Stephanie outside but stopped at the edge of the steps shouting.
"We are going to talk about this!" Amy screamed. "You aren't welcome back here until we talk about this, young lady!" Stephanie threw her car in reverse and drove away, allowing silence to overtake the house again. The sound of Stephanie's car engine sputtering to life then driving away left a strange silence which meant he was alone with his stepmother and she could turn her anger towards him at any moment. He wondered if he could maneuver around her in the doorway somehow and make a run for it. He was faster than her for sure, but he couldn't count on his speed with this damn erection that refused to leave.
Before Matt could make a decisive decision, Amy stepped back inside to see the pathetic sight of Matt defeated, with his chin low and hands cupped over his crotch. She stared, shaking her head silently for a moment, then just when Matt was going to announce him leaving, Amy pointed back to the living room. "Go," was all she said.
Matt had the briefest hesitation, but the sternness of his stepmother's expression made him retreat further into the house. Sitting in the same seat where he was before, Matt stretched his t-shirt out and pulled it below his crotch. Amy entered the room and sat on edge at the adjacent lazy boy. Her mascara was darkened and ran along the edges of her eyes. She dabbed at the corner of her eyes with a corner of her shirt.
"Did she talk you into this?" Amy finally asked. Her voice was low and calm. Matt weighed his options. As much as he'd spent the past months beating his chest about being a man, right now he felt like a child who just was caught breaking his mother's vase. His instinct was to lie. To put the blame elsewhere. It didn't matter where, as long as it lessened the punishment on himself. But another part of him, his mature self, he supposed, spoke louder inside of him. It said to be honest and to do what he could to protect Stephanie. After all, he truly was the one who started all of this.
"No," Matt admitted. "I did. I started it all. It was all me." This seemed to catch her by surprise. She shook her head, half laughing to herself. It was about the same time as she pulled an open bottle of wine from her purse. Matt realized she was slurring her words and her eyes had an inebriated droop to them when she blinked.
"Jesus Christ- this family..." Amy laughed as she drank from the bottle. There was a loud buzzing from his pocket and instinctively Matt pulled his phone out. "Is that her?!" Amy yelled, standing up. There was a brief shoving that occurred as she tried to take the phone from him, and he attempted to guard it. But when the commotion caused his shirt to raise and expose his erection, he relented and let Amy get ahold of his phone so he could re-cover his shaft.
Amy stood in a daze, slightly stepping backwards as she stared at his crotch. Taking another drink, she sat back down and went back to shaking her head. She looked at his phone and laughed to herself before tossing it on her purse beside her. "How long have you two been-"
"Not long," he answered.
"Weeks?"
Matt only nodded in response.
"Has she- have you came inside her?" Amy asked.
The vulgarity and directness of the question took Matt by surprise. He stuttered, not knowing what to say.
"Don't lie to me, Matt," she warned. Matt finally nodded a defeated nod.
"Jesus Christ..." she said again. Then seemed to realize Matt was her stepson and back tracked some. "Look, this was just a lot to process and it- a lot happened tonight. It's not you- I like you a lot. You're a good kid, but your dad..." Amy struggled for a long moment with the proper words to use. "I don't want your dad any more involved in my family than he already is. He was a fucking nightmare of a mistake."
"I get it," Matt admitted. "He's a prick."
"Yes, he is," Amy sighed with a bolt of laughter that caught Matt by surprise. He felt the head of his cock twitch as it refused to back down beneath his shirt. Amy took another large gulp of wine from the bottle she had in hand. "It feels so good to hear someone else say it. It's like confirmation that I'm not crazy."
"No, no, he's a bastard. I'm definitely on your side," Matt correctly guessed that this was something she wanted to hear. He was, in fact, 'on her side' but most importantly of all, she wanted to keep her happy at this moment so he wouldn't get in any more trouble.
Amy sighed, rubbing her temples. Matt could almost hear her internal monologue of conflict arguments. "You're nothing like your father..." she finally said, then perked up to clarify, "and that's a good thing." His step mother gave him another look of approval. This one lingered inordinately long. The alcohol behind her eyes was obvious as her rosy pink cheeks turned to him slightly. "You never had any date after coming here, did you? You were all dressed up for my daughter."
The way she asked this question was not accusatory. Her voice was soft and interested with the slightest of smirks on the corner of her lips. Like maybe she thought it was cute or attractive. "Yeah..." Matt whispered.
"I didn't have a date either," Amy admitted proudly as she leaned back in the chair. She slouched so much in the chair that her long V of her blouse bunched and pulled to the side nearly almost allowing one of her breasts to be exposed. Matt tried not to stare, but he could tell the only thing keeping her shirt in place was just the nub of her hard nipple that was just barely covered. "I know, I know, I felt bad lying to Stephanie, but it looks like she was lying about more than I was." Amy shrugged playfully.
"If you weren't going out on dates where were you going every Saturday night? You were gone all night, usually," Matt asked.
His step mom answered with a seductive and mischievous smile that she pressed into her shoulder as she shrugged. "I go out to the club with some girlfriends."
"All night?"
"No, not all night... there's always a guy out there that at least looks worth my time," Amy half laughed. "What? Didn't know your step mom was a slut?" Amy asked, taking another large drink. "I'm single... attractive..."
"Yeah," Matt agreed, more eager than he intended. Amy smiled at him and stood up. Taking one last swig, she handed the bottle to Matt as she sat in the love seat beside him. Right where Stephanie once sat. Matt gave her a look as if asking permission to drink and she gave the bottle a nod and sat back, smiling. Matt took a long gulp. So big, in fact, a small dribble came out the corner of his mouth.
Amy giggled, wiping the drip of wine from his cheek with her thumb and then hummed a moaning sound as she sucked it clean from her fingertip. The same sound her daughter made when she sucked my finger.
She eyed his hand that remained on his shirt, keeping it stretched over his crotch. "Look, I'm not pissed that you two were fucking- err sorry," Amy covered her pink lips that slurred almost every word and giggled. "Having sex. Well, I'm a little mad. But it's not like you two grew up together. You're just two teenagers left alone for too long, I guess... anyways, I- what I don't like or want err what I'm upset about is you cumming inside her."
Matt didn't mean to roll his eyes when he did. He knew it would come off as a teenager ignoring the words of their parent. In reality, he rolled his eyes because of how uncomfortable it was to hear his stepmom say 'cum' to him when he still sat there with his erection sticking out. He thought to try to push it back in his pants, but if nothing else, it had grown since sitting down and he didn't want to draw any extra attention to it.
"I know I know," Amy waved her hand at him. Her fingertips brushing and lingering on his arm. "You probably have had tons of adults preach to you about safe sex. And it might not seem like a big deal now but... Stephanie is 19, she's in college, she's got a lot going for her. I don't want her getting pregnant and I especially don't want her getting permanently stuck to your father. I know it sounds bad but-"
"I get it..." Matt said, his pouting eyes low in his lap. Matt will constantly be judged based on his father. Caught in the middle of the few good qualities and all the bad. Not successful in business and not someone to consort with because he's an asshole.
"No, don't be like that," Amy consoled him by caressing his shoulder, her butt scooting closer to him. "I like you a lot. I mean if you were... and it's not just me. Can you imagine if your dad found out about this? How pissed he'd be?"
Matt was nodding to himself. He hadn't put much thought into his father finding out. He was never home long enough to even know where Matt was, let alone what he was doing. Perhaps Matt hadn't thought this through as much as he should have.
He didn't want to be rude and pull away from Amy, but the tender way her hand cupped to his triceps and slid up and down didn't help his throbbing erection. At least not in a way to make it go away. After a protracted silence, Matt heard a snicker leave Amy's lips. Like she had just had a light bulb of a thought ignite in her head. When her eyes did finally return to him, they had a devious twist to them. Her hand cupped to his arm and pressed harder as it slid around his neck like she was massaging his upper back.
Matt remained frozen. His eyes were wide on his lap as his drunk stepmother slid her other hand across his chest, he instinctively tensed, flexing his chest as her hands met on the other side of his neck. Carefully, like a precise strike, she lined her lips up and kissed Matt's neck just below his ear. This kiss was wet and soft, and her breath was warm enough to send tingles down his spine. Amy's lips worked wonders on his neck. Licking and sucking, her teeth nibbling on his earlobe until she snaked her head in front of his. "Wha-what are you doing?" Matt blurted out.
Amy pushed her lips together and gave him a knowing smile, "you know what I'm doing... relax..." she cooed as she carefully leaned across him. Her warm cheek brushing softly against his as she kissed and bit his neck under his other ear. Matt could feel her large breasts press into his chest as she leaned across him. Allowing his back to relax back into the cushion, he couldn't manage to take the tension out of his arms. This was not what he expected from this conversation.
When his stepmother pulled away from his neck, she lingered, hovering over his face. "What? You don't find me attractive?" She asked with a curve of a smile in the corner of her lips. Matt could smell the fruity wine coating her breath. It complimented the rosy conditioner that permeated from her hair. It was an odd question for Matt. Not just because she was his step mom but because he had honestly never considered her in that regard until that moment. Any time he thought of her he immediately associated her with his father, which made attractive an unlikely describer for her. But of course, Amy was sexy. Her slender hips and ample breasts with her long legs and scattered tattoos painted across her arms and back. It was as if Matt had realized how attracted to her he was at the exact moment she asked.
Amy raised an eyebrow when she saw his eyes flicker to her wide-open cleavage as he struggled to find the right words. Her smile grew wider as she leaned back enough to let the straps of her dress fall to the sides off of her shoulders. With her head cocked to the side and her sexy hair brushed over to one side, Matt's step mom stared at him as her dress fell to her navel, exposing her plump perky breasts.
Amy gave a small laugh at how adorable Matt probably appeared, staring in wonder at her perfect body. He could see her well-sculpted abdominal muscles as she did. "You like what you see?" she asked.
"Yes," was all Matt managed to say.
"Do you want to taste them?" Amy asked, lowering her breasts to his lips. Her fingers combing through his hair, he parted his lips as he took her right nipple in his mouth. Amy went silent for a moment as she leaned her head back and sighed. "Mmmm... that's it... you like my tits? Huh? Ahhh... yes, rub that tongue on my nipple, mmm just like that."
His step mother's hand cupped his cheek and brushed his chest. After a few moments, she lowered to his side forcing his lips off her. She pressed her lips into the crook of his neck where they had begun. This time her right hand rubbed and danced down his chest to lap where she peeled back his shirt from his grip. "Mmmm what do we have here?" Amy asked, her breath hot on Matt's cheek as she whispered in his ear.
Matt felt his stepmother's hand wrap around the base of his shaft and begin to slowly stroke to the tip and then back down. "Mmmmmmm," Amy purred in his ear. Her other arm wrapped around his shoulders as her lips and forehead rolled against his head. Like she wanted to be on top of him. "Y-you're a big boy aren't you, Matt? Mmmmm you're my big boy..." Amy moaned as her grip tightened on his shaft and turned from petting it to pumping.
"Gah..." Matt groaned and turned into Amy. Their lips met and instantly she was moaning in the kiss. Her tongue pushed inside his mouth and intertwined with his as she pushed tighter to his body. He could feel her pumps happening with a stronger and faster purpose to them. She sprinted jacking him and he started to pant. Her lips- her hand felt so good...
"Mmmm! You like that baby? Huh? Getting jacked off by your stepmom?" Amy asked between kisses. She started panting, too, as her focus switched to his cock. She pulled away from the kiss and raised just enough so his mouth went to her nipple. He instantly put his mouth there and began sucking on it. "Oh, good boy, suck that nipple. Mmmm look at that fucking Pre-cum you're leaking, mmm."
Matt didn't know how she did it but every twist and pump on his shaft felt better than the one before it. He was fighting to not cum from just a hand job from her and she knew it too. Her hand slowed after a moment and changed to slow methodical, massaging pumps as she spread his pre-cum down his thick shaft.
"Mmm now, Matt," his step mom started. Her breath labored as she pumped him. "I know you want to cum, baby. I can feel you throbbing my hand. But I need you to understand something first- ahh..." Matt bit down on her nipple as she spoke, causing her eyes to roll and her body to briefly melt into Matt's side. "You're not allowed to see my daughter anymore. Not here or at her school. Not at all."
Matt pulled away from her breast as he registered what she was saying. Amy took this opportunity to slide her way down into his lap. Her pussy lips just inches away from his throbbing shaft. "Now I know you're a strapping, young, hormonal, adult teenager. And I know it will be difficult for you to restrain yourself when you're so backed up down here..."
Her words lingered just as her hand did dragging up and down his shaft. Her lips paused just far enough away to kiss the bulb of his cock. Matt watched her toying grin as she bit her lip after every kiss. As if she had to force herself not to shove the whole thing in her mouth. "So, this is the deal, I won't tell your dad about what I caught you doing with your step sister and you won't go near her anymore. And anytime you're horny and just can't seem to get this hard-on to go away, I give you permission to call me to take care of it."
Amy stuck her tongue out halfway and let the tip lick from his balls, up the base of his shaft, and circle his urethra. He watched as a long glob of pre-cum stretched from her tongue to his cock. "Deal?" She asked.
Matt would have agreed to just about anything at that moment. "Deal." Amy stuck her hand out to shake his, but as soon as their hands touched the head of his cock disappeared inside of her lips and she pulled his hand down to the back of her head as she sucked on him. He couldn't help but groan as his step mother slid her lips up and down his shaft several times.
He felt the bulb of his cock drag on her tongue and knew he was about to cum. His hand on the back of her head, Amy looked up to see Matt's eyes rolling backwards as she pumped his shaft hard and fast. Her lips refused to leave the tip of his cock. Her eyes staring at him as she felt his shaft flex in her palm and the explosion of hot cum covered the roof of her mouth.
The feeling was overwhelming for Matt. As he continued to cum inside his step mom's mouth, she refused to pull her lips from his cock. Her tongue flicking long laps across the tip, it caused Matt to pull away and shrink back. The feeling was so intense; it felt like it would never stop and part of him wished it wouldn't. Finally, after what seemed like a lifetime, Amy lifted her lips from his cock with a growl of a moan, having swallowed all of her stepson's cum.
"Mmmm yummy," Amy hummed, wiping her lips of the saliva that remained. "Now, let's put that tongue of yours to use." Amy slid the rest of her dress down her smooth thighs, revealing her naked body.
Chapter Two
Amy shimmied her hips free of the dress and let it fall to the floor as she stepped out of it. There were many things that have happened in Matt's life that he never thought would happen and never considered possible. His sexy and intoxicated stepmother standing naked in front of him was one of them.
As she crawled up his body, she leaned over, allowing her swaying breasts to dangle before his eyes. Her hand reached between his thighs, stroking his limp shaft slowly as she stepped up onto the couch. Matt remained still, like a passenger in a ride. Not in control and not knowing how to act. When Amy had stood on the couch with both feet- one foot on each side of Matt's hips, Matt saw Amy teeter to her side and back. Instinctually, Matt flung his hands up to her hips and grabbed her, steadying her.
Amy giggled and leaned forward so her hands balanced on the living room wall. "Nice grab," she smiled down below as she flung her long hair over her shoulder. Matt looked up at her and realized his hands both gripped her butt cheeks with his thumbs hooked around her boney hips.
Without another word she lifted one leg and looped it around the backside of Matt between him and the couch backing. Matt could smell the hot odor of her sex. He could feel the heat irradiating on his mouth. He felt fingers comb through his hair and give a slight push forward, encouraging him to taste her. Matt parted his lips and as his mouth touched his stepmother's shaved pussy, he pushed his tongue forward like he was kissing her passionately. His tongue swirling and lapping on the outside of her lips and clit before he angled his head and pushed his tongue deep inside her.



"Ohhh fuck, ohmmmm!" Amy purred. Her hands raised to her breasts as she leaned back. For a moment, she tensed, realizing she would fall, but quickly felt Matt's firm grip on her hips tighten into a lock. He held her in place so she couldn't move, even if she wished to. "That's it- lick that pussy."
Matt's tongue found a rhythm as it lapped, digging into her pussy over and over. With one of her legs up and over his shoulder, he felt her hold synch tighter as her legs squeezed around his chest. Tasting her dripping wet pussy, Matt moaned into her. His hands moving with a mind on their own, as they coaxed her thighs and the small of her back.
"Oh don't fucking stop!" Amy's voice sung. He could feel tremors course through her thighs and every now and again her hips would suddenly dip and fall on his tongue, face fucking him with her wet pussy. "Oh, yesss... tongue fuck me, baby. Tongue fuck your filthy fucking stepmom! Ahhh!"
The words she moaned excited him to no end. He felt his grip on her body tighten as his tongue dug deeper inside her. The dribble of her juices ran down his chin as she began to hump and grind on his face. Amy's eyes were closed, and her fingers pinched and pulled on her own nipples as she cried out.
Matt let his chin, lips, and tongue take the abuse as she rode his face. Her moans became louder and more guttural. One of her hands snaked behind his head to steady him as his tongue fucked her. His stepmom was getting close and he could tell. The speed and smoothness that her hips moved became stagnant, and they shuddered as her breathing became panting and out of control.
Matt seized upon this moment to wrap his lips around her clit. A move that nearly sent them both tumbling to the ground as Amy screamed and for the first time, her hands that were continuously pulling him closer were now pushing on the top of his head for release. "Oh god! Fuck! No no no no. Ahhhh!" Amy squirmed.
Through all the writhing and commotion Matt was able to keep her hips held against his lips. He worked his tongue against her clit and licked circles around it then hummed as he made a long-wet lap against it. Amy gasped a long, deep breath and he could feel her thighs shaking. "Ohhhhh..." She cried out, almost sounding in pain. Matt could feel her thighs begin to close around him as his licks became faster and shorter.
"Fuck fuck fuck. Fuck. Fuck!" Amy moaned as she lost complete control of her hips and her hands slammed down on the back of Matt's head. Matt did his best to control his breathing as his stepmother seized on his face.
"Ohmygodi'mcumming!" she cried as her hand mushed her bouncing hair to her face and she trembled. His tongue locked to her clit and made rapid licks on it as he felt her juices stream down his chin. It was a long moment before Amy made a sound and when she did it was a long gasping breath and several shudders. "Oh god... oh god..."
After the tensest of moments relented, Amy's thighs unlocked from his face and Matt could breathe normally again. Immediately, he went to work making long messing laps with his tongue on her drenched pussy lips. She quivered a moan and had to catch herself on the back of the couch. "Shhhit, ohhh..."
Amy collapsed onto Matt's lap. Her entire body was limp and malleable in Matt's hard body hold. She fell in a twisted way with her knee to her chest as her mouth dropped to Matt's lips. Their kiss was messy and wet. Their tongues intertwined as Amy moaned at the taste of her own juices on his lips and chin.
Matt, still breathing heavily, brushed her hair out of her face behind her ear as his head slid down to her chest. Squeezing and massaging her thick left breast, it made Amy sing a moan as she twisted in his lap and put a knee down on the couch on either side of his hips. It wasn't until this moment that she- and he, both realized how hard Matt's cock was throbbing as his head stabbed her ass cheeks beggingly.
His stepmother broke the kiss in shock and panted like an animal. Her face showed a jumbled mess of thoughts still lost from the powerful orgasm as her palm found his shaft. He felt pre-cum oozing down his shaft as she pumped it and he flexed back. Without a warning she sat down on him. Feeding the bulb of his cock inside her pussy lips, his stepmother's vagina swallowed his cock whole.
Amy's arms wrapped around his neck tightly as she screamed, "oh my god! Shit!" her palm covered her eyes then slid to her mouth as she realized how loud she screamed. Her hips seemed frozen on him where she sat, so Matt took it upon himself to separate some so he could thrust back inside her. Slowly and only partially at first. "Ohmahd!" She cried from under her hand. "Ah! Ah! Ahh!"
Matt pressed his mouth on her breast he fondled. His lips wrapped around her nipple as her pussy still digested his cock. After a moment, he felt her hips come to life. Circling and grinding on his shaft. Working him around so his cock nearly popped out of her pussy, but then she quickly sat back down on him.
It was this motion that made Matt groan, "Oh fuck!" His moan only prolonged how good the motion felt. Her hips rolling on the head of his cock again and again.
"You like that, baby- ahh... You want to do it for momma?" She moaned into his ear. "You want to cum inside someone so, badly don't you? Ahhaaa mmmm..." she moaned as she bounced teasingly and slowly on his shaft. "Are you close for me baby?" She asked in a seductive voice. "Do you feel hot tight your slutty fucking mommy is?" As she spoke the word tight, Matt could feel her pussy's grip on his shaft tighten as she flexed on him. He groaned, which she giggled to while still working her hips in a faster circle. "I want you to cum inside me, baby. I want that cum so badly... mmmm... I'm all tied up inside so it's safe to cum in mommy."
Without warning, her hips bounced up and down on his shaft. He felt her hot, wet pussy pull all the way off then slam back down. "Oh, fuck," Matt clenched.
Her tits bounced in front of him as Amy moaned on top of him. Her hips bounced on his shaft aggressively as she flexed her whole body. "Oh god oh god oh god! Yes, fuck me just like that. Like that like-" Her tight ass bouncing faster and faster on his shaft, he couldn't hold out any longer. His throbbing cock pierced deep inside his stepmother as he shot strings of hot cum deep inside her. "Yes yes! Cum inside me baby... mmmm just like that..." Amy purred as she felt her stepson fill her up.
They stayed still for a long moment. Matt's eyes were closed and Amy's tits were pressed to his chest as they held each other. After a few moments, his hands relaxed and released his stepmother.
Before Matt had realized what had happened, Amy was on her feet and getting dressed. He stayed seated, bewildered and watching as she left the room without even looking at him. Like he was a piece of furniture she was done using. Eventually, Matt was dressed and left the house, still in a daze of what just happened and where he was. Amy had gone to the bathroom and when he heard the shower turn on, he thought it was a good time for him to leave. Matt almost forgot his phone and ran back inside and snatched it off of Amy's purse. When he made it to his car, he sat down and looked at his phone before starting it.
'22 Missed Calls from Stephanie'
"Fuck..."
Chapter Three
The next week dragged on hour by hour. He was supposed to be getting things together for his camping trip with his father, Sharon, and her family, but it seemed he could not go 30 seconds without receiving a text or phone call from Stephanie. He ignored her at first, but Matt quickly realized she was not going to stop. He decided he would respond, but couldn't think of what to say. The truth was obviously not an option. 'hey after she chased you out of the house, I fucked your mother...'
Matt beat his phone on his head as he laid in his bed. It was Monday morning, and he had 147 missed calls from Stephanie. He gave up trying to count the unanswered text messages. He kept his response short and sweet and apologetic.
Matt
'Hey Stephanie, sorry I took so long to respond. I've been kind of freaked since this run with your mom this weekend. I left shortly after you, but your mom made it clear she didn't want us around each other. This whole thing is my fault, obviously, I started it and I'm sorry. I'm ending it now. I hope we can still be friends. I just don't want your mom getting upset or my dad finding out.
Matt read over his text a few times and made some small corrections before sending it. A minute didn't even pass before she started calling Matt again. "Fuuuuck," Matt sighed. He could see what was in store for him. If he answered her call, he knew the tangled mess of lies he was weaving would only expand. His best bet was to stick to text. At least in text he didn't have to improvise. He could think out and strategize each response.
A few minutes passed with no phone calls before Stephanie finally responded with her own carefully scrutinized response.
Stephanie
'Listen asshole! You don't get to ignore me after my mom walking in on us like that. I need to know what you said to her. Did you say that was our first time? What did she say about it to you? I haven't talked to her since then. She called me but I didn't answer. And YOU didn't start this alone, okay? We both were a part of this so we both get a say. Don't be a macho asshole who's scared of my mom. I can handle her and she doesn't talk to your dad even'
"Ugh!" Matt groaned some more as he typed in his phone a response. This is what he didn't want. Because he knew this would not resolve and he would be stuck in a never-ending texting war. He tried to keep his replies short and end by circling back to his original theme of, 'lets be friends.' But after a while Stephanie became upset at his slow and disengaged responses.
Stephanie
'Ugh! This is dumb. Just come over here. My roommates are on vacation. You could stay the night.
To say Matt didn't consider it would be a lie. He actually really was trying to do the right thing, well relatively right thing. He was sure having sex with Stephanie's mom didn't fall into the category of right, but baby steps. However, Stephanie was making it increasingly difficult for him. He spent a few minutes lying in his bed imagining being alone with Stephanie for an entire night. Waking up with her just as he went to sleep. Besides their drunken night together, they hadn't really been together yet. Matt felt the flexing in his pants and nearly gave in right then and there. At the last moment, he shook his head free of the pull he felt.
Matt
'No, I think for now it's best if we just lie low for now. Maybe we can start hanging out again in a few weeks?'
Matt felt a twist of guilt and pain in his gut, knowing he was disappointing her and angering her at the same time. After sending the text, he quickly changed her status to silent on his phone as he knew her response would be harsh.
Setting his phone down, he picked at his boxers, adjusting them to make room for his throbbing erection. Resigned to being alone in his bedroom and not much changing, he figured it was up to him now to take care of his own erection seeing as though he just threw the door in the face of the only other person; he was saving it for. Matt thought about Amy then, and how Stephanie's mom had told him 'anytime he thought about having sex, he should come to her.' Matt didn't really believe this. Amy was quite drunk when she said this and while she had sex with him then, he doubted how up for the idea she would be in the middle of a workday while she was sober.
Matt rolled his eyes as the many scenarios he ran through his mind all ended with Amy chastising him, yelling at him, or telling his father. It wasn't so much that he feared his father, knowing of his sexual exploits. After all, he didn't care if his father disowned him or hated him. It was more that he didn't know what to expect. Physically, Matt was bigger than his father, but something about his dad when he got angry made Matt doubt his ability to win in a fight. He felt smaller next to him. Weaker. It made him truly doubt if he could take his father in a fight. It made him fear his father.
Chapter Four
The days went by slowly as Matt did his best to avoid his cellphone. He'd check it once or twice a day and always roll his eyes at the 20 to 50 text messages that waited unread for him from Stephanie. He wouldn't reply. He knew she was getting progressively angrier and perhaps that was for the best. Matt was the one who initiated these lustful feelings in her, it was only right if she hated him for ending it.
Sharon was a ghost around the house most of the week. She was out shopping for supplies for their camping trip, planning every moment of their week. It honestly probably would have been more fun, not that any part of this trip would be fun, and cheaper to just have planned to go to a hotel. From the bits and pieces Matt overheard when he went downstairs for food or drink, they were staying in luxury cabins and nothing of what they were doing sounded anything remotely close to camping.
Matt did overhear Sharon talking to Andrea, her daughter, on the phone. Apparently, Andrea and her family were coming, too. Matt didn't mind. He had only met Andrea a handful of times. She seemed like a nice lady who also had a child early in life. With them there, it would keep a lot of the attention off of him, which he appreciated.
By Thursday, he knew Stephanie was on the verge of losing her mind. She was messaging him on every app Matt had on his phone. He was waiting for a letter to show up in the mail since that was the only way she hadn't tried to reach out to him. Matt wasn't a total dick. He responded a few times at the end of each day, reiterating that he thought there should be some time and distance between them for now. It did nothing to quell her pursuit.
It was early Thursday afternoon when everything came to a head. He had shut himself in his room for four straight days. Even his casual friends wondered about him. He wasn't going out with his friends to play pickup flag football or going to parties, which wasn't too strange, but still his friends were used to seeing him. All that plus, he found his own will power waning. Matt questioned why he was holding out on Stephanie. I could meet up with her and just keep it a secret. We were caught before because we weren't careful.
He did his best in the previous days to keep his jacking off to a minimum, but the knowledge alone that he had this wildly attractive, all-access pass available to him just a car ride away was the biggest aphrodisiac. It was only when his defenses were at the lowest point that he remembered when Amy had told him. 'Come to me if you're horny, not my daughter,' she had made Matt promise. He hadn't seriously considered it until that moment. What's the worst that could happen from sending a text?
Matt
'Hey it's Matt. Stephanie keeps texting me. We haven't hung out or anything yet, but I don't know how long I can keep her away.'
Matt texted and waited. It had been months since they last texted another. Matt didn't even know if Amy had his number.
Amy
'Come to my work. ASAP.'
Matt looked at the clock and cursed himself, not realizing till then that it was 1:00pm and Amy was still at work. He knew she worked for a well-respected law firm, but she wasn't a lawyer. Her title was something along the lines of Senior Paralegal or something. He almost replied with a text apologizing, but he received another from Amy with her address and a command to be there in 15 minutes.
Matt jumped up and was in his car driving within 60 seconds, more concerned of making it there in time than what he would say or do once there. He parked his car with a minute to spare. He had always imagined her work being in a high rise downtown. A great building with offices on the 30th floor. Instead, it was a two-story office park. Still impressive but less intimidating, which Matt appreciated.
Matt
'I'm outside in the parking lot'
Amy
'Come inside to the waiting area.'
Matt
'Seriously?'
Matt didn't get a reply. He almost bolted at this point. He really didn't want to be seen inside. Even though it would be perfectly acceptable for a stepson to be visiting a stepmother at work, it felt... wrong for him to do so.
Matt sat uncomfortably in a heavy oak chair that, like most of the waiting room, had a deep and dark varnish finish to it. The room was well lit, but due to the professional paintings on the wall, dark wood walls, and the fact that there weren't any windows in the law offices, the room was quite dark. It was intimidating and made Matt feel extremely excited. He wore his usual ratty old jeans and a t-shirt. Glancing every few minutes over the top of the broad and tall reception desk, the cute assistant would occasionally look up from her computer and make eye contact and give a polite smile before returning to what she was typing. I should just bolt out of here. Nothing about this feels like a good idea.
Just before he could get a message to his legs to stand and make a break for the exit. A door opened from near the reception desk and a flood of suited men poured out. They shook hands and said their farewells. As most of them parted for the exit, Matt could see a lone female among them buried behind the tall shoulders of the others. Amy was looking more professional than she'd ever appeared before. She wore a dark gray blouse that covered her tattoos along her arm and a matching skirt with black high heels. Her shirt was kept button closed just enough to cover the other tattoo she had that protruded up the top of her breast. The neck of her shirt was still left open just enough for the line of ample cleavage to be seen.
"You must be Amy's stepson, Matt is it? I'm Robert." A pot belly man lumbered over to him with his hand extended. The others had left, which just left Amy, Robert, and Matt.
"Ye-yes," Matt said, trying to stand to shake his hand but unable to tell from how close Robert closed in on him.
"I thought so," Robert said. Amy stood silently behind him with a polite smile on her face as the two met. "Amy's told me so much about you. Sounds like you've got quite a decision to make." If Matt was having a normal summer, he'd know Robert was talking about his fast approaching college deadline but due to him having the most unusual summer he's been having, Matt's immediate reaction was to freeze and his face to go beet red.
"Both schools are good schools," Amy chimed in from behind Robert. Her arms crossed. Matt instantly relaxed.
Of course, my stepmom's boss wasn't discussing his current and unusually absurd dilemma of whether or not to have sex with his step sister or stepmother.
"Let me just muddy the waters here for you then," Robert said, swiping at his brow under his receding hairline. "I got my undergrad at Indiana University and it was an excellent school. I highly recommend it."
"Oh, okay, thanks," Matt said.
"Excuse me, sorry," the receptionist leaned over the desk, some searching for Robert's eyes. He looked her way. "That phone conference is about ready for you. We're just waiting for Erickson."
"Ah yes, thanks Cindy," Robert said. He took Matt's hand again giving it a firm shake before looking back to Amy. "I'll leave you to it then."
Amy raises a clipboard and a small stack of papers she had in her hand. "I'll get started on Brodecker's notes. Should be ready for you by tomorrow."
"Thanks, Amy," Robert said, disappearing back inside the door he came from.
"Come on, you," Amy nodded her head with a grin. Matt follows her through the same door. There was a long corridor with several offices ranging from small to large on either side. Each looked similar to the reception area. Bland and professional looking, with dark shades of wood and paintings of people and places.



Matt followed Amy into an office and she closed the door behind them. It wasn't a large office, but it was big enough. A desk, a couple of chairs, and a few filing cabinets. Trying to sound more comfortable and at ease than he really was Matt spoke as he sat, "wow, I didn't realize how big a deal you were here. Nice office."
Amy laughed some as she fell back in her chair, putting her papers in a drawer. "If you think this is nice, set your major to pre-law and you'll love the offices actual lawyers get." Matt smiled nervously. He felt like an unprepared kid sitting across from his boss, about to be scolded. Nothing had even really been said, and he was already humiliated. "So you've hung out with Stephanie."
The way Amy said it, so a matter of fact, it worried him. Even though he knew he hadn't, he had to run through his memory to confirm. His step mother's certainty scared him. "No- no, I didn't. I haven't! Not since we- you told me not to."
"That's not what she said," Amy said, eyeing him.
"She did?" Matt made a face, trying to understand. He didn't know what to say, she obviously wouldn't believe anything he said if Stephanie had lied and said they had already. "I didn't, I swear!" Matt pulled his phone from his pocket. "Look, see? All these texts from her. And I don't reply or just reply saying no and friends and stop. See?"
"Okay, okay," Amy finally interrupted his panicked rambling. "I believe you. Stephanie didn't actually say that to me. I just wanted to be sure."
Matt sighed, clutching his chest, "Jesus..." Amy took Matt's phone and helped herself through his and Stephanie's texts.
Amy made a face and sighed as she tossed his phone back across the desk.
"Well, I made a deal with you..." she said, almost to herself. She stood, walking over to the door. She twisted the lock then pulled her hair out of the bun it was in, shaking it free.
Again, Matt found himself at a loss for where he was and what he should be doing. Amy slid out of her pencil skirt, revealing her thick creamy thighs with the familiar tattoos crisscrossing from the back to the inner thighs. However, this time his eyes didn't seem to break from her black fishnet leggings that stretched just shy of where her legs met.
"Are you going to take your pants off or what?" Amy asked flatly. Matt hopped as if he was just given an order. Matt had stepped out of his jeans and was debating removing his boxers when Amy cornered him on the desk. His butt leaned against the desk as Amy pressed her lips against his and their tongues pressed against another.
Matt could feel the fabric of her fishnets brush against his thighs as she hooked her leg around his. Her hand slid between their bodies and reverse gripped his growing shaft through his boxers. As he grew firmer in her hand, Amy's panting breaths turned into eager moans. The head of his cock pressed into the crotch of her panties.
"Ohm, baby, you're so hard," Amy moaned, breaking free from the kiss. Her voice was soft but high pitched. "You like that? How about this?" Her hand pushed inside his boxers and he felt her fingers close around his bare shaft. Matt pressed his lips into her neck as she moaned his left slid to her ass naturally. He squeezed it, making her yelp as his other hand slid around her breast, mashing it into her chest. "Oh, fuck yes... squeeze that fucking ass..."
Maneuvering her way between the desk and Matt, his stepmother put her ass against him and bent over as she slid her panties down. She purposely pushed her round ass cheeks out and against Matt's exposed cock. Matt's warm hand instinctively rested on the small of her back and slid under her shirt in small circles. "Mmmm..." she hummed.
Amy slowly raised her head, looking back as she did. Matt's hand slid down to her shoulder, forcing her to stay bent over her desk and catch herself to keep from falling over. Matt fed the head of his cock between her and felt her warmth engulf the bulb of his cock as he entered her. There was a familiar tightness he felt as he pressed deeper inside her. Like mother, like daughter, I suppose.
"Ohhhh yes!" Amy whispered with her face against her desk. "Don't stop."
Matt didn't as he pressed as deep as he could inside her and held the position. Basking in her warm, wet tightness as he flexed inside her. When he did, his stepmother arched her back, biting her lip as she looked back at him. "Ohhfuck," she gasped. "That's it. That's- fuck your stepmother..."
Pulling free from the grip of her right pussy, Matt withdrew, only to ram his cock back inside her again. His hands found her tiny hips as he gripped her and shoved his cock in and out at a hard-steady pace. "Oh fuck me, fuck-" Amy covered her mouth to keep from crying out. She looked back at Matt with eyes begging for mercy as she was pounded from behind. Her hand clenched over her mouth, doing its best to keep her whimper silent.
In what seemed like an instant, Amy had undone her bra with one hand and pulled it through the neck of her shirt and threw it beside her. Her entire body rocking with every hard thrust, she looked over her shoulder, replacing her hand with her breast that she pulled from her shirt. Amy's plump, thick breast was just big enough to feed her own nipple into her mouth. She eyed Matt over her shoulder as she did this, making it all but impossible for Matt to control himself.
Matt's hand gripped a knot of his stepmother's hair and pulled her head back by it. The short, breathless scream she let out quickly turned to a moan as he fucked her harder. Her hands bracing her body against the desk as she did her best to press her ass back against him with every thrust. "Oh fuck! Yes. Yes. Just like- oh fuck!"
Her breasts bounced with every thrust. One free from the neck of her unbuttoned shirt and the other edging closer to freeing with every thrust. Amy's voice threatening to be too loud, Matt instinctively pushed her head forward towards the desk to muffle his stepmother from begging for more of his cock. Her hair was a mess and dangled in her face as her tits mashed together and into the desk's top. Her panting became labored and slight screams escaped as she exhaled.
"Fuck me fuck me fuck me!" Her screams only echoed louder off of her desk. "That's it, fuck me like I'm your 19-year-old slut. Fuck m- ahh ahh! Ahh!" Matt's fingers dig into her ass and hips as he flexed all the muscles in his body. Cramming his shaft inside her as hard and fast as he could, he was so close.
His stepmother collapsed in a silent scream but smacked her desk, her hand crumpling some loose papers her palm had found. After a long moment of just the sound of Matt's cock pounding into Amy's pussy, she broke her silence. Clapping both her hands over her mouth she screamed a muffled moan, "ohhmygod!"
Matt could feel her flex on his shaft as she squirmed. His cock exploding inside her, Matt shoved his shaft deep inside her and held buried inside as he came hard inside his step mother. "Ugh ahh!" He moaned.
He was seeing stars for a few moments after cumming so hard. That might've explained how he wasn't sure how he ended up seated in a chair with Amy in his lap. Her bare ass sat on one of his knees as she laid on his chest, kissing him hard and passionately. Her voice was a musical note of moaning hums as she kissed him. Her hand combed through his as her other hand pumped his limp cock. Spreading his and her cum over his shaft.
If she had continued that way, Matt would have been ready to go again shortly, but they both were startled when there was a knock at the door.
"Hey, Amy?" the squeaky young voice of the receptionist yelled through the door. "Just reminding you of that meeting that starts at 5."
Amy was already sliding her skirt on and shaking out her hair. "Oh, okay, thanks!" Matt and she didn't even say a word to another as they walked out of the office. Amy went right to her meeting, he assumed, while Matt ducked his head and hoped no one stopped him on his way out which, luckily, no one did. Matt smiled as he got into his car. I can't believe that just happened, again.
Chapter Five
Friday was a strange day. Like every other day, he spent most of the day in his room, lying in bed. It rained. Lightning and thundered. In the corner of the room, he had a backpack and a duffle bag packed for their trip tomorrow. They'd drive together in a convoy to Wisconsin, which would make the drive by itself a hell of an experience.
Maybe I can ride with Andrea and her family, Matt wondered. But that too wasn't without its downsides. Andrea's husband was kind of an asshole. Anytime they were together, it was a constant bickering match that ranged from sniping to full on shouting that was followed by protracted awkward silence. I'll have to double check to make sure I packed my headphones.
The strangeness started when the constant barrage of messages from Stephanie came to a halt. The last text read suspiciously to him.
Stephanie
'I can see you don't want to talk right now, so I'll leave you alone. Have fun on your vacation!'
Her response seemed too... sane after the constant badgering of insanity he received from her. Not that he can blame her after the mess he had created. He worried she had ulterior motives. A plan behind the scenes. Something he didn't see. Things became weirder yet when at the end of the night he received a text from Amy. Unprompted. Amy had sent just one picture to him. It was a closeup photo of Amy's wet pussy lips parted and nothing more.
Matt didn't even know how to respond to it, so he didn't. He set his phone aside for several minutes and tried to think of where he stood with his relationship to his stepsister and stepmother, but his thoughts couldn't travel much further than the image on his phone let him. He masturbated twice Friday night to the photo of his stepmom's pussy.
Saturday morning was filled with curt shouts from his father and busy body hands from his current stepmom, Sharon, as they loaded their SUV. Even though Andrea and her husband and child wouldn't be there till 1:00pm, Matt's father insisted that they all be awake, and the car loaded up by 8:00am. After two and a half hours of waiting in the living room listening to his father shout at various people for annoying him that morning, Matt whispered to Sharon he was going out to get some food. She made him promise he would return home by noon and he left.
Matt
'Leaving town for a few days. Can you meet?'
By the time he had his car, the seat belt on his phone vibrated. Amy texted him and told him to meet her in the Mall parking lot in Lot M. It was a busy morning with lots of traffic and construction, so it took him almost 30 minutes to get there. When he finally did arrive, he saw Amy's car parked in the middle of Lot M and took a free spot not far from hers.
Matt spent the next 15 minutes surfing the internet on his phone while periodically looking for a familiar face walking by. The parking lot was full this morning. Dozens of women and couples were going to and from their cars on this Saturday morning.
When Matt spotted Amy, he had to do a double take at her. It was strange; she was dressed remarkably ordinary and yet Amy had a way to elevate her basic clothes to sexy. Amy wore a thin purple sweatshirt with black and gray yoga pants. She had gold bracelets and necklaces with medium-sized golden hoop earrings. The way her top fit her form was hypnotizing. The closer she became, the more he focused on her bouncing breasts under her shirt and he realized she wasn't even wearing a bra.
Amy spotted Matt sitting parked by her car. Her hands were full of 4 bags from clothing and jewelry stores. With a nod of her head, she motioned over to her SUV with her head. She sat down in the driver's seat and he joined her in the passenger seat. "Alright, take your pants off," Amy sighed, brushing a spare strand of hair behind her ear
Matt's eyes went wide with panic. "What? Here?"
"Yes, here, now hurry up," Amy said impatiently as she looked around.
"Someone could see. Don't you want to drive somewhere else? Back to your place? Or-"
"Are you kidding? I'm not losing this great parking spot. Besides, I'm on the clock. My friends are inside waiting for me," Amy said. Looking both ways before looking annoyed at Matt, who remained fully clothed.
"Uhh..." Matt was shaking his head before his mind was even done saying the pros and cons. It seemed like a terrible idea. There were dozens of people walking in front of them in the parking lot. "I don't think- never mind, we don't have to-"
"Oh, for Pete's sake!" Amy flustered. Her hands shot to Matt's hips. He was wearing black, baggy athletic shorts that were unlucky for him because his feeble attempt to defend his shorts being pulled down was futile. "There's not a chance I'm risking you going home and finding another certain girl to relieve yourself inside." His stepmother said the gritted teeth. By the time Amy had gotten his shorts and boxers around his thighs and had her hand around his soft cock, Matt had given up all hope of stopping her. Instead, he had resigned to shrinking back and down in his chair as a young couple passed their SUV.
"There's my boy..." Amy said in an almost childlike voice. Her hand worked his cock slowly, massaging his shaft to life. His pulsing cock flexed to life and spread her fingers apart. "What's the matter? You've never fucked in a car?"
"Er- nope, also not in front of people," Matt said, biting his lip. A hook of a smile appeared on Amy's lips as she leaned down just below the dash and turned her slow massaging strokes into a rougher, more purposeful pump. Her pendant bracelet jingled and bounced against his thigh as she jerked him harder. Amy bit her own lip as she watched Matt strain to hold still as his shaft flexed at full strength.
"Are you close? You're as hard as a rock," Amy asked impatiently. Her face hovering inches from the head of his cock. As she panted from how fast she was pumping his shaft.
"Ah- no, I don't know," Matt squirmed, doing his best to act natural as more people passed by. "I don't even know if I can do it with all these people watching."
"Oh, I think you can, baby," his stepmother smiled her magenta lipstick lips at him. With her eyes locked on him, she slid his lips down the head of his cock. Like a magic trick, he watched the bulb of his head disappear under her thick lips. All in one motion, her mouth slid down his shaft and he felt the warm moisture surround his shaft. The head of his cock pressed against the back of her throat.
Matt's eyes rolled to the back of his head and when they returned he saw his stepmother's pained face as she struggled to bob up and down, deep throating his cock. After a long second, she slurped up his shaft and gasped for air as the bulb of his cock reappeared. A string of saliva held onto the tip of his cock as she pulled away.
Her hand pumped more vigorously, yet. Spreading her saliva everywhere on his shaft, Matt's chest was panting as an unaware man walked between the cars, passing him.
The giggle that Amy released was pursued by a moaning purr as she looked up to Matt. "Mmmm... I forgot how fucking good is tastes to suck your cock. Mmm..." Amy went back to tease and kiss the head of his cock, but as she did, the driver of the car beside Matt arrived. The owner was a younger woman and attractive. Not much older than Matt.
Matt instinctively twisted and pulled away, but Amy was relentless. Her mouth wouldn't release his shaft, tonguing the head. When he understood Amy wouldn't stop, he had to press the back of her head down quickly to keep the young lady from seeing his stepmother's bobbing head when she looked over.
Taken by surprise, Amy gagged and struggled for a moment at the unexpected deep throat. She slid her whole body down to the floorboards between his legs. When the lady finally drove away, Matt released his stepmother's head, and she pulled her mouth free, gasping for air again. But her eyes lit up and there was a horny excitement hiding behind her grin. Amy went wild. Pumping his long hard shaft while messily sucking his cock. Between her thick lips choking his cock and her penetrating eyes staring him down, Matt felt a constant flutter in his stomach and tingling in the bottom of his throat.
It felt so good Matt forgot about the people outside in the parking lot. He didn't even realize his eyes were closed until he opened them at the high-pitched hum released from Amy. In the last seconds, while his eyes were closed, Amy had slid her yoga pants and panties down to her knees. Despite how skinny and narrow Amy was, in her cramped state beneath the dashboard, she was just able to reach behind her around her round bubble butt with her left hand to swish her fingers around her wet pussy.
When her lips popped off of the head of his cock, she continued to pump his shaft as she climbed up his body and turned away. This moment of awkward maneuvers was enough to wake Matt from the trance his stepmother had put him in.
"No, no," he protested weakly. His hands acting like he was pushing her away, but really they never touched her. His words had no effect on her. A moment later, Amy had her yoga pants falling from her ankles as she guided Matt's shaft inside her tight pussy.
The feeling of his shaft being engulfed by her warm, moist lips was too much to bear. He closed his eyes and released a groan as she pushed down on him. Her ass firmly pressed into his lap and her pussy tight around his shaft, she leaned back and moaned, looking at him over his shoulder.
"Mmmm... you don't like this? You don't like your stepmother's pussy squeezing on your fucking cock?" Any squinted her eyes at him and bit her lower lip as she cooed a sighing moan. She squirmed her hips around in circles and ground on him. He could feel her pussy pull on his shaft as she did.
It was only at this moment that Matt understood from the look in her eyes that none of this made sense. In some backwards logic, Matt had rationalized what Amy had told him. She was doing this for her daughter's sake; she said. In Matt's mind, she was 'helping' him out for her daughter's sake and he was taking advantage of this opportunity with an attractive woman while it was presented to him. But as he stared into her seductive eyes, and saw how much she was risking being with him. How much she was risking by fucking him in a public parking lot. His stepmother wasn't fucking him for his or his daughter's sake. She was doing it because she wanted it. Amy wanted his dick. She wasn't talking dirty for him, it was because the taboo was turning her on.
Matt's hot, sweaty palms found Amy's hips and his fingers inches under the bottom of her shirt. He held her steady for a moment as he bucked his hips up enough to push inside her. "Ahhh!" Amy yelped, startled by the pressure. She braced herself on the front dash as he lifted her up and pulled her down onto his shaft. "Ah Ah Ah ahh!" Amy stayed quiet as Matt took control, penetrating her pussy in small, hard, and steady pumps.
Leaning forward, he snaked his right hand inside her shirt and felt her warm tits bouncing beneath her shirt. Pulling her back to him, he squeezed her left breast and pinched the nipple as he squeezed her narrow back against his chest.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck me, yes!" Amy moaned as her hands rubbed his entire body along his sides. She pressed into him, nuzzling her head back into the crook of his neck as her hips bounced up and down slowly fucking him. "Ahh fuck. Ahhhmmmm that's it, fuck mommy right there..." Amy's voice became high pitched and weak.
Her body became limp and malleable in Matt's lap as his stepmother leaned forward. Amy's hands braced on the dash with her head bouncing inches above it. All Matt could hear were her raspy breaths and the sloshy wetness of her pussy as he fucked her. "Oh god, I'm cumming I'm cumming I'm-" The high-pitched scream broke as her body shook and her muscles froze.



"Oh god..." Matt groaned at her moans. His hands quickly went to her hips, clenching them tightly as he forced her spasming pussy up and down on his shaft.
"Ohmygod ahh!!!" Amy screamed as she leaned back, nearly hitting Matt in the face with the back of her head. Matt felt himself explode inside her. His nose and lips were lost in her heart. All he could smell was the fruity odor of her conditioner as he felt his cock flex inside her over and over. Her back arched as she twirled her ass in his lap for a moment while silent coos escaped her lips. "Mmmmm that's enough to keep you honest for the weekend?" She whispered in his ear playfully.
Before he could respond, both of their eyes fell on the expression of the older couple as they walked by the front of Amy's SUV. The look they gave them was somewhere between shock and horror. Amy quickly stuffed her shirt down so to cover her breasts and Matt pulled his pants up as she switched back to her seat.
"Oh my god," Amy laughed exiting the car. "You need to get out of here."
Matt was panicking and just moving. Zipping up pants and jumping out of the car, he looked to make sure the elderly couple was far enough away he could make it to his own car. "Hey," Amy said before he could flee. She was adjusting her yoga pants that had a small wet mark near the crotch. "Don't forget to call me when you get back." She winked.
Matt gave a small smile and nodded and got in his car. He was going to be late getting home. He felt a twist of something painful in his gut. A swirl of guilt and worry permeating through his body. As the peaks of excitement and ecstasy wear off to nothing, Matt drove home in silence. The worry pulled him low in his seat.
Jesus, things are getting so fucked up, Matt thought.
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Chapter One
The world, as Matt knew it, slowly dropped away from view as the hours ticked by. With a heavy metal album blaring in his earbuds, Matt let his forehead rest against the passenger door window and rock back and forth as he was chauffeured to hell. 5 days camping in Wisconsin with his dysfunctional stepfamily and a bastard he called 'dad.' Thankfully, it wasn't his original stepfamily that now comprised Stephanie and Amy, a stepsister and mother he had both slept with separately.
I still haven't sorted out how I'm going to deal with that.
But this new and current stepfamily was the more familiar dysfunction, at least. Case in point. Matt rolled his head to the front seats where his other stepsister, Erica, rode shotgun and was red faced as she went on minute 37 of arguing with her husband, Jordan. Jordan drove and was what everyone could easily imagine as a successful douche bag. He wore designer clothes and suits, sunglasses, and even slicked his hair back as if he was ready to sell you a used car at any moment.
Jordan looked so much like an asshole that you couldn't even really blame him for being an asshole. The blame would fall to Erica for still being with this walking shame of fecal matter. If the signs weren't clear enough, then the fact that he got along so well with Matt's dad sealed the deal enough for Matt. In some ways, the match with Erica made sense. Erica was a strong willed and loud woman who wasn't afraid of voicing her opinion. Matt had only met Erica twice, but she seemed to have a sharp sense of humor and tenderness.
Suddenly, Erica's hand raised and her finger was jabbing into Jordan's face as she screamed. Well, maybe not tender. Matt looked to his side at the 2-year-old asleep in his car seat. Matt sighed as Jordan screamed back and pushed her hand out of his face.
Oh, how I pity you, little man. I'm almost as sad for the next years of you growing up with these 2 as sad I am for you having to live as Jordan Jr...
They were a young couple. Born out of a night of alcohol and partying that was sealed with pregnancy and a shotgun wedding. Erica wasn't even 30, yet she was married and had a kid which seemed young to Matt. But what did he know?
There were obvious qualities in which were easy to be attracted to. Erica, most obviously, was a fit woman who had since put on a small amount of baby weight that clearly all went to her bosom. Not many bras fit her and the rest of the time she squeezed her enormous breasts into an old bra and shirt and spilled out of it everywhere she went. She had brown hair that hung just below her shoulders and a spicy personality.
And still, when the 2 were together and especially alone, it seemed they only knew how to argue. Which was fine for Matt. This car was still more pleasant for him to be in right now than the lead car that held his father and current stepmother, Sharon. The constant bickering was more appealing than being locked in a car for 4 hours with his father, who would continue to berate him over life decisions and college choices, while Sharon tiptoed between the 2 of them, trying to keep the peace.
Just the thought of his father made Matt's face swell with anger. He thumbed the volume louder on his headphones, so the rock music pushed everything else out and his eardrums almost hurt. When he arrived back home, this afternoon his father was waiting for him in the garage. Matt already knew he was in for it. He was 10 minutes late, and he had no excuse since the truth was he was busy having sex with his father's ex-wife, and something told Matt that admitting the truth wouldn't make this trip less awkward.
"You see what time it is?" His dad started before Matt even closed the door of his car.
"Yeah, I know, I'm here now though, so," Matt tried to make in doors to avoid this match, but his dad was insistent. "Erica and her family aren't even here yet."
"No, that's not the point. Stop walking away and come here!" His finger jabbed at the ground by his foot like he was heeling a dog. "This is about your lack of respect for every order I give you. I give you some time. I expect you to be on time. I give you a place I expect you to be there. You're supposed to be your own man now and no matter how much chance I give you it seems you never step up and start making the right decisions."
"You mean I never make the decisions you want," Matt squared off with his father. His dad was a stout man but shorter than Matt at 5'6. His forearms were thick and bulky, and his shoulders broad. That mixed with his potbelly and gray, balding hairline gave an odd look to him. But something about his aura was intimidating. He beamed an energy with his glare that despite Matt's best effort, made his voice not as sure sounding as he'd like.
"You watch your tone, boy," his father's eyes flared with rage behind them. He was in a bad mood already. Matt was just a convenient punching bag. "I gave you everything! The roof over your head, clothes on your back, food, that car!"
"I bought that car with money that I earned working!"
"You buy this house, too? How about books for college or college itself? You couldn't focus enough to get a scholarship to any college with your football nonsense, so no one else is giving you a handout."
Matt stood silently and fumed. It was a raw point for him. Recruiters for 3 different schools had made the trip to watch him play, one of which was from Tampa university, but none wanted him to play. The team and school had made such a big deal that a recruiter was there to see Matt. He floated through the school hallways for weeks before he found out they didn't want him.
Who would want me?
"At least I don't need to pay off women to fuck me!" Matt blurted out, and his father's jaw locked. "Sharon, Amy... you think these attractive women actually like you?! You're a- an asshole! They just want your money!"
His father palmed Matt's chest hard, knocking him back about a foot. "That's right. And you know why? Because I respect myself. I've got power and money, which means I get what I want and the people around me give it." He held his finger up to Matt's face. A warning gesture. "Now this is your last chance to do what I want or you're done forever. You will go on this camping trip and avoid this family the entire time- I don't want to see you, I don't want to hear you. Then, when we get back, you're going to send in your paperwork to go to Indiana State. I will get you a small apartment nearby and you will major in pre-law. You'll be a lawyer and that's the end. You will do every bit of this and if you don't. I will write you off from this family. I will take everything I bought you- you can keep your piece of shit car- and you can be a homeless bum without a college education, a home, or a family."
Matt clenched his teeth as he felt trapped. He knew his father had played his trump card. The only way he got what he wanted. Money. Without another word, he turned from the conversation to go inside.
"You understand, boy?" His dad's voice boomed.
"I got it," Matt said over his shoulder as he went inside.
Matt felt the heat rise to his cheeks as he recalled the argument and repositioned his face so the cool window glass pressed and chilled his cheek. It took everything in his body and mind to not punch his dad. He wasn't sure what would've happened if he had. It scared him that his dad might've hit back and harder, but it scared him most that if he would've hit his dad, he might not be able to keep himself from striking him again and again and again.
Chapter Two
If it wasn't for his family being there, the Wisconsin countryside was actually quite peaceful. By the time they neared the camping grounds, Erica and Jordan had shouted themselves in circles until they retreated to their corners of the car in a silent pout. They had the windows down while they snaked down the road between thick wooded forests. Aside from the occasional whiff of exhaust from his father's Audi up ahead, the smell was of clean and fresh air, like it was freshly minted by the trees just for Matt.
Erica would point out the beautiful wildflowers at the base of the trees and she became extra excited when Matt pointed out a family of deer in the tree line. Delightfully, they passed the fields of sprawled tents and then the parking lot for the RVs to get to their arrangements. The 'cabin' was better than Matt could hope for. It took an extra few minute to get to the cabin section of the park. The area was secluded and gorgeous. There were about a dozen modest cabins that surrounded a community cabin where there was electricity and running water and community breakfasts were prepared.
They passed all of those buildings, took a curve around a bend in the forest where they found their cabin. It was enormous. Considered a cabin suite, it was easily larger than the cabin community's house and had both electricity and running water. The one thing it didn't have was the internet. They would have to go to the community building for that, but Matt didn't mind. With no cell phone signal, he was happy to put the past behind him and live in the moment. He was definitely ready to start fresh and have a normal week with his family for once.
The relaxing evening with his family was not off to the greatest of start as they had barely unpacked their things into the 3 separate bedrooms when Matt's father had said something to set off Erica and the next shouting match was already under way. Matt was following his father's orders and staying in his room out of sight when he heard it outside. Apparently, his dad had called Sharon stupid and now both Sharon and his dad were yelling at Erica for calling her stepfather a, "shit popsicle."
Matt laughed about that in his room for a while. He had gotten to know Erica a little on the drive there. Between her and Jordan's fights they chatted about different things. Matt was typically a bit shy when talking to attractive women, but either because technically this woman was his stepsister or because of his sexual accomplishments with two other attractive ladies recently, his conversation skills were on point.
Erica worked as a hair stylist- well, she ran the hair salon, apparently, but was just being modest, according to Jordan. Erica was funny and had an infectious laugh. The evening turned dark, and Matt told Sharon he'd take his dinner in his room. His father didn't look up from the TV as he passed. Matt hated he was doing what his father wanted, but in truth it was what he wanted, too. To see as little of him as possible. Erica apparently peaked in frustration as she was involved in yet another argument with her husband. I'm starting to think her personality might just be too big for this family...
Matt was lying on his bed in athletic shorts and some old t-shirt while watching TV. It was nearly 11pm. He normally would stay awake until 2-3:00am playing video games or screwing around on the internet, but since that wasn't an option, Matt was about to turn in out of boredom when his door swung open. It opened with such ferocity that Matt nearly fell off of his bed.
"I don't know if I can do 5 nights here," an exasperated Erica said. In her hand was a bottle of Jack Daniels whiskey that had already had a few drinks missing from it. "Is it cool if I hangout here for a bit, I can't stand my husband- or anyone, really. In fact, you're the only cool person here, I think. Besides myself, of course," Erica closed the door behind her with a small laugh, not waiting for Matt to respond.
"I... think you're cool too... even cooler now that you have jack Daniels," Matt smiled. He stood up, feeling uncomfortable and not knowing what to say. It felt shameful for some reason, but Matt relished in the fact that Erica liked him and thought he was 'cool.' It seemed child like to take pride in something so cavalier. Like he was desperate for others approval.
Erica laughed and looked as though she just remembered the bottle was in her hand. She unscrewed the top and took a large mouthful. Wincing, she laughed as she bit through the taste and swallowed. When she held it out, Matt didn't hesitate to take the bottle from her. She sat on the ground cross-legged and Matt did the same after taking 2 long pulls off the bottle. He must've handled the drinks better than it felt because Erica made a face and covered her mouth as she giggled.
"Fuckn a. You must hate it here worse than I do," she said. Matt let out a tense breath and felt his stomach shutter as he focused on not burping the whiskey back up.
"You don't know the half of it."
Erica wore a black tank top that formed well to her luscious curves, and it was impossible to not notice she didn't wear a bra. Her large breasts fell to the side as she leaned to one side and the other. Matt passed the bottle back to her, and he had to lean back on the bed frame to stare at the ceiling to pretend he didn't see her vagina in the gaping leg hole of her loose short shorts she wore.
"Are you kidding me?" Erica said and took another drink from the bottle. Her eyes lit up with excitement. "I love talking shit about people and places! Let's do it!"
Chapter Three
"I can see your arms shaking- you're about to fall, you know it. Just give up!" Erica taunted. She did her best to keep from laughing or crying, but Matt was the one who saw her arms shaking and heard the pain in her voice.
"Believe what you want lady, look at your hand! You're like a leaf," Matt laughed.
"Lady! How dare you," Erica gasped and tried to hide the wince of pain in her eyes. "I'm your sister!"
Matt laughed at the absurdity of the statement just as she did, considering they pretty much just met. "Okay, sister. How much longer can you go? Cause this is only minute 2."
Erica giggled in exhaustion at the sad news. Their conversation had devolved over the last 90 minutes into a sort of challenge drinking game. They were both next to another on the floor, holding the pushup position. Somehow, during Erica's random discussion of her morning workout routine, it had come up that Matt could hold the modified plank position for 14 minutes. This quickly became the newest drinking game that Erica was being demolished at.
With a last whimper of defeat, Erica collapsed and began rubbing her shoulders and blowing on her hands. Matt, feeling an ample dose of Jack Daniel's energy coursing through his blood, knocked out a few pushups to highlight his victory.
"Ugh, I hate you!" Erica whined and pushed him over.
"Hate all you want, sister, but you gotta drink! You lost."
Erica gave him an evil eye as she poured a shot past her thick lips. "Hm. That's right, I'm your big sister, aren't I? How old are you, anyway? 13? 14?"
"Whoa, whoa, whoa..." Matt laid on his side. His head bobbled from the haziness as he spoke. "I'm gunna need you to add like 10 years to these numbers then subtract... however much many to make 18 years old."
Erica had to cover her mouth as some of the whiskey sprayed out as she laughed, which only made Matt laugh harder. "You almost made me spit everywhere," Erica warned.
Without a thought, Matt blurted out, "sorry, not a fan of spitters."
Erica's mouth went wide in shock, then she slapped Matt's shoulder and squeaked a laugh. "You honestly are the only awesome one here right now. My mom's so annoying and don't even get me started with your dad," Erica rolled her eyes.
"And what about your husband?"
"Fuck that guy!" Erica ignited. "He can go choke on a bag full of fucking gummy dildo bears."
Matt couldn't help but smile at that. "sooo many questions but I won't ask."
"Shut up..." Erica said and went silent. She laid back on the floor beside Matt. "You don't seem best pals with your dad, either. Do you like your daddy's planned vacation?" Erica asked, tucking her legs to her side as she leaned in to ask.
"Fuck no," Matt groaned. "Fuck this place and fuck that asshole." Matt growled louder than he intended. "You need to tell your mom to leave that douchebag. She's waay too nice for him."
"God, I've given up trying," Erica rolled her eyes as she collapsed beside him so she was lying a healthy distance away from him. "She has the worst taste in men... no offense..."
Matt threw his hands in the air, "I just called him a douchebag, you think I'll be offended?"
Erica giggled, "good point." She turned her head and their eyes caught each other for a long moment. This was by far the longest and most open conversation Matt had had with Erica, and he was enjoying how easy it was. The alcohol helped, but it was more than that. Both she and he were plagued with problems in their personal life and we're enjoying this escape. This unfiltered experience solidified a trust at the moment between the two of them.
The laughter and smiles that were shared between them slowly disappeared, and the air changed. Almost in a trance, Erica stared at Matt as her lips whispered, "I hate my husband." She said it as if she was confessing to murder. Like she couldn't say it any louder for fear of her making it real. All of a sudden, Erica wasn't just a new friend Matt was enjoying a drink with. This was an admission of trust. She was saying something to him she could barely say to herself, he knew.
Matt felt the silence linger for a moment as he processed her words. Before she spoke again, Matt blurted out, "I hate my dad." Erica stared blankly at him. The words were just there between them. There was nothing to be done about them. Even saying them out loud did nothing to weaken their truth. "He... he controls everything about me. About my life. Everyone around me in my life is around because of him. They- i just- I don't know. I feel alone."
Sadness grew on Erica's face. She looked like she was lying beside a puppy and was fighting the urge to scoop it up. A moment passed and Erica leaned forward and took a rough swallow from the whiskey bottle, handed it to Matt, who took it and also took a long pull from it. Matt smacked his lips as the bite stung his tongue and cheeks.
"Jordan doesn't touch me," she said softly. She turned her head to look at the ceiling. With her lying on her back, her tank top riding up and revealing her belly button. The thin gold pendant necklace around her neck fell to the side and the small dog pendant on the end seemed to stare at Matt. "Like. Ever. Our child is 2 and a half years old and we haven't even slept in the same bed in over 3 years."
The sniffles and throat clearing stifled any tears that wanted to escape Erica. She took a deep breath and Matt never imagined life was like that for them. Online or even out in public, Erica and Jordan seemed so happy. Sure, they fight and argue plenty in private, but he just assumed that's married life.
You argue, you make up, and you move on.
"And I haven't gone online or seen anybody or anything. I could've easily but I didn't cheat or nothing. But he has," Erica's demeanor darkened as she pointed to the ceiling like she imagined she was pointing at Jordan. "I saw his text messages a few months ago. It was to some slut in his office. And pictures. Then videos on his computer. He's such a fucking prick."
"He sounds like a piece of shit," Matt agreed. "I mean I always was annoyed with him because he's kinda a dick-" Erica giggled to herself as she twisted towards Matt so she could take back the fifth of whiskey. "But when he's doing that when he's got a family and everything... Why have you left him? You'd get a bunch of money from him, wouldn't ya?"
Erica coughed at a hard drink of whiskey and groaned a little as she wiped her lips free from the remnants. "I'm too much a pussy..." her words slurred heavily as she let her head bobble on her shoulders. "Too much a pussy to cheat on him, too much a pussy to leave him..."



"I don't think you are," Matt said, turning to his side and giving her a smile. He took the bottle back and took a long drink that nearly emptied the bottle and made him clench his teeth until the bite left. "You look pretty brave from where I'm looking."
Perhaps if Matt wasn't so drunk, he would have put the pieces together when Erica leaned over closer on her side and smiled back at him. Her ample and overflowing breasts pouring out the top of her tank top as she eyed him with her rosy cheeks. Matt was enjoying their freshly platonic conversation. This camping trip, which was to be an escape from the city, was a great escape from the complicated relationships he had made with his other family. Matt was using this time wisely to clear his head and think about how he would undo the problems he created.
When he was complimenting Erica on her bravery in his barely lucid state, he was referring to her ability to break up and divorce that cheating piece of shit husband. So Matt thought nothing of him saying that while his shirt was bunched high on his body revealing his v cut hips and hard abdominal muscles, while giving a long smile at his stepsister.
"You're right," Erica finally said as she sat up. "Maybe I am brave enough to cheat." When Erica's lips pushed into Matt's the utter confusion and shock hit him first. Her breasts pressed into his chest as her hand playfully gripped at the front of his shirt. Matt pulled away wide eyed and speechless, but he couldn't go far because of the bed frame behind him.
"Erica- why- what are you doing?" Matt stuttered as Erica's hands were pulling at his athletic shorts waist band as she crawled to his waist like a lioness on the prowl.
"Shhh... keep your voice down," Erica laughed, ignoring that she almost had his shorts and boxers down his thighs.
"Wait wait wait, hold on," Matt protested, pulling his shorts back up.
This can't be happening right now. This- it's impossible not another step sister not so soon after all this other mess I've created. I can't let this happen. It'll just be another complication I will have to deal with.
"Hold on hold on. Let's talk about this. This is- we just- wait..." Matt begged, but it felt as though an animal had possessed Erica. She giggled and bit her lip as she picked and pulled at his shorts, ignoring his protests.
"What? It's not like we're real brother and sister- we've seen each other like 3 times," Erica mused as her face teased over Matt's. Her hand finally found an avenue into his boxer and she didn't seem surprised when her hand grasped his half hard cock as they laid limp on his thigh.
"What are you doing?" Matt covered his eyes with one hand and shook his head in disbelief. At the same time he felt Erica's soft, warm hand coax his shaft hard with soft and firm pumps of his cock. "I can't- I can't believe this is is happening. You don't- mmm."
In a sudden burst of moisture and pleasure, Matt felt the thick lips of his step sister plunge around the head of his cock. It caused his hand to fall from his face as he was overwhelmed by the feeling. Erica's eyes were squinted and focused on Matt's face as her tongue and lips worked wonders on his shaft. She combed her auburn hair over the side of her shoulder as she slobbered over his cock.
The feeling she was able to elicit while giving her blowjob was different and more powerful than he'd felt before. Her mouth was so wet, and she did something with her tongue on the bulb of his cock that made him flex and fight not to moan like she was moaning on his cock. Just when he thought it couldn't get any better, she stuffed the entire length of his shaft down her throat. Erica's eyes were wide and watery as she focused on the moment. Matt's head rocked back as he groaned until she relented and gasped a slurping sound as her lips lifted from his shaft.
"How about now? You want to fuck me now?" Erica asked innocently enough. She even stuck her lower lips out a little like she was pouting all the while. Her hand pumped his cock ruthlessly. Matt had to focus on not letting his thoughts get away from him, as she had already gotten him close to the edge once. "It's kinda hot the whole stepsister thing, huh?"
Matt attempted to get to his knees so he could get Erica on her back, but Erica stopped him pushing him onto his back. Erica pealed her pajama pants off, revealing short pubic hairs which Matt barely saw as she quickly straddled him. Looking down on him she pulled her tank top off with both hands and Matt saw her massive breasts fall and jiggle to her chest as they dangled over her. Matt felt his cock instantly flex and Erica moaned as his shaft pressed expectantly into her pussy lips.
"Mmmm... someone wants in his sister, doesn't he? Huh?" Erica whispered behind a seductive smile. Her hand groping his shaft gently. Her hips swirled circles on the head and shaft of his member as her mouth opened and closed every time his head brushed her clit. "Yeah... do you want to go inside me? Say it."
"Yes, I want- I want inside you," Matt groaned as he bit his lip. His palms rubbed the length of her thighs up and down.
Erica giggled to herself as if pleased with the new trick he was taught. "Say, 'I want to fuck you sister.'"
Matt flinched at her request, wondering if she was making fun of him, but her eyes turned stern when he didn't respond. "I want to fuck you, sister."
With a lasting moan, Erica closed her eyes to enjoy the full effect of his words as she sat back on the head of his cock. "Ohhh yess..." she sighed. Her hands rising to her swaying breasts, she winced as she let his cock go deeper. "Ooooh yes, fuck your sister just like that. Oh!"
Erica raised up and down on his cock, making an almost pained sound. She started to bounce on him and as she did, her heavy breasts bounced with her smacking down to her stomach just as she raised up again. "Fuck. Yes. Fuck me. Fuck your sister good!" Erica cried out. She bit her lip as she dropped her thick ass up and down on his shaft.
"Mmm," Matt winced, flexing his chest as he focused on lasting as long as he could. He went to grab at her luscious breasts and she smacked his hands away. With a smile tucked in the corner of her lips she leaned forward as she continued to bounce on his cock. Her face inches above his as her tits swayed between them nearly hitting her chin.
"You want to feel mommy's tits?"
"Yes," Matt grunted. Her warm pussy felt so good on his cock. He knew he could lose it at any moment.
"Yes, what?" Erica raised an eyebrow.
"Nng- yes sister."
"Good- ahha! boy," Erica gasped. Matt scooted his feet back so he could bridge his hips and begin fucking hi step sister faster. The tease was becoming too much. "Yess! Yes- ohhhh don't stop!" She cried. Her head arching backwards as she moaned almost too loud. "Squeeze my nipples. Pinch my fucking nipples ahaaa!"
Matt's hands groped and lifted her large, fat tits. His fingers clamping down on her nipples hard, which made her squirm and cry out. He mashed her tits together and twisted harder on her nipple, which only made her moan louder until she had to cover her mouth. Tears tucked in the corner of her eyes moaned for more.
"Fuck your sister harder, just like that! Don't stop don't stop don't you fucking stop! Oh my godddd!" Erica cried out.
Matt clamped his hand over hers on her mouth when her moans got out of hand. He watched her eyes roll back into her head as she clenched on his cock and writhed. Her entire body was shaking as she gasped for breath.
Matt was getting dangerously close to his hands, moved to her hips as she continued to ride him.
"Oh my god, baby, you just made your fucking sister cum so fucking hard. Ohhh, mmm..." Erica bit her lip as she watched Matt wince and squirm underneath her. "Oh, are you close to cumming? Now that your dirty fucking sister just came on your cock, you want to cum? Do it. Cum on your sister's ass."
Matt felt her pussy clench again on his shaft and her fat tots brushed his chest as she sat on his cock faster, humping him. "Oh fuck, cum for me baby, cum all over your sister's fucking ass!"
At the last moment, Matt pulled her ass free just as he came and felt her thick ass cheek grind down his shaft as he shot his hot web of cum down her ass crack.
"Mmmmmmm... yes.... good boy..." Erica cooed as she wiggles off of him. "Now, keep quiet about this fun for now. Mmkay?" Erica gave Matt a kiss on his cheek as she pulled her tank top back on. "Get some sleep baby brother." Erica gave him a wink as she crawled onto the bed and turned off the light. Again, Matt was left naked feeling used and cum covered with life, only getting more complicated and not simpler.
Chapter Four
The next day went by absurdly normal, which was becoming the new norm for him. One night of erotic chaos only to be followed by days of ridiculous boringness where he and everyone else have to pretend life is normal. It was an oddity he no longer enjoyed. In fact, it made him want to smash everything into tiny pieces.
He was the last to wake the following morning. Matt fell asleep on the floor where his step sister had left him. When he woke, he was covered in a blanket and had a pillow under his head he didn't remember retrieving.
In the kitchen/dining room area Erica sat feeding her baby boy, Jordan jr., while Jordan sr. Sat brooding in the living room with the tv on and an ESPN magazine in his lap. Matt gave him an innocent enough smile as he walked by, but it was only answered with a suspicious head nod.
Matt knew he didn't know what happened between his wife and Matt, but that wouldn't stop him from suspecting. But Erica was Matt's step sister, that alone should quell any worries, Matt thought.
Sharon was in the kitchen scrubbing dishes. She was wearing an old baggy t-shirt and had her hair up in a messy bun. "Oh, you're up! Good! I was just making breakfast. Are you hungry, hun?"
"Yeah, starving, actually," Matt said. Erica looked up and gave him a brief smile before returning her attention to her son.
"Perfect!" Sharon exclaimed. "I'll get some eggs going. Your father had some work to do. So, um- he's at the cabin social center using the internet. He should be back soon, though."
"Hopefully not," Matt meant to say this under his breath, but Erica stole a glance at him and Sharon paused briefly as if she heard it as well, but then pretended to hear nothing.
Matt enjoyed his bacon and eggs while lost in a stare out the scenic sliding glass door. The open fields of grass and hills to the woods beyond were quite serene. The others took their time, and each took turns using their one bathroom to shower and change. Matt remained at the table, processing nothing and just trying to enjoy the moment. His eyes watched near a patch of thick brush near the glass door where small wildlife like rabbits and skunks poked out then disappeared. He even swore he saw a deer at one point. Maybe it was a skinny person, Matt couldn't be sure, but something moved some tall branches in the tree line.
The day ended up being the best one of the entire vacation. His father was gone, of course, the entire day and didn't return until long after they went to sleep. No one ever would question him about it, because no one ever challenged him in anything.
Matt didn't care, though. The first half of the day, Jordan stayed distant from everyone. Still stewing over his and Erica's fight and Erica sleeping in Matt's room. But after he had some time to pout, he finally straightened things out enough to watch some movies with them all that evening. Erica cuddled up in her husband's lap on one of the couches and stole mischievous smiles at Matt the entire night.
Before that though, Sharon had suggested to Erica and Matt for them to go on a little hike together. Jordan sr., still perturbed, declines and said he'd stay behind with Jordan jr. for their walk.
"I heard there's a trail up this way, it's nothing too crazy," Sharon said. "That's what they told me," she laughed. "I don't know what that means- if that means it's not hilly or there's no bears."
"Uh- no bears should be a requisite for all these damn trailers, especially for what we're paying," Erica warned.
"Oh, Erica please, it's a camping trip. Nature comes with camping," her mother added. "But yeah, there better not being any bears."
Matt followed behind the two as they walked up a small hill on a single lane trail. The woods weren't very thick but the twisting path kept everyone in line. It was easy to see how similar both Erica and her mother Sharon were. They were about the same short stature and with a curvy hour-glass figure. While Erica carried most of her motherhood weight in her breasts, Sharon had it in her thick and curvy butt. Matt did his best not to stare at it as Erica was making it a habit of sending occasional seductive looks back his way along the hike, but Matt did love a thick butt.
They spent about 20 minutes walking up and down moderate hills and wading through thick brush until they arrived at the first man-made thing they'd seen in a while. There was a wooden bench surrounded by a well-tended to garden. The garden of flowers was quite beautiful. Filled with royal blue flower pedals, tall orange and red ferns and yellow tulips- at least, that's what Matt guessed. He knew little about flowers.
There was a sign describing the different plant species, but Matt enjoyed just looking at them over ruining their beauty with words. Sharon and Erica took a seat and chatted about Jordan jr. for a while. They asked if Matt wanted to sit, but he wasn't tired. As one of his high school's top football players, this walk was nothing to him in terms of exhaustion. He was used to 2 and 3 a day workout most summers, so he felt more than a little restless this summer.
Maybe that's why I've been sleeping with every woman in my life I'm not supposed to. That's right, blame the fact of you weren't recruited to ball at any of the colleges as an excuse for your fucked-up situation.
"...what about you, Matt? You coming?"
Matt shook his head free from the stare he had been holding on the flowers for what seemed like hours. Erica was talking to him.
"I'm sorry, What?" Matt said, feeling a clench in his chest when he saw both Erica and Sharon staring expectantly at him, unsure of what they had been talking about. It didn't help that they both started laughing, finding how oblivious he was just hilarious.
"Oh, hun, you're so spacey sometimes," Sharon laughed, wiping a tear from the corner of her eyes. "I was saying my knees aren't too excited about going up that next trail." She pointed at the continuation of the trail that was on a much more slanted hill and disappeared in thick brush quickly. "I'm probably heading back, Erica here, the trooper, is thinking of going farther. You going with her?"
"Hey, I don't get a lot of toddler-free time, plus I'm kinda liking this outdoor thing," Erica shrugged.
"Sure, I'll go for a bit more," Matt nodded.
"Of course he will," Sharon sighed as she stood. "Look at him! He's built like an Olympian or something!" Sharon gave him an innocent smile as she patted his triceps while passing. Erica just gave Matt a seductive smile as her foot on her crossed leg bounced about. "Make sure you're back before 5pm. I'm making dinner!"
Sharon disappeared down the path back towards the cabins and after several seconds, Erica gave a simple tap on the bench where Sharon had once sat. Matt sat down and saw Erica's interest turn to him. Her body turned towards him as she circled loops in her long hair with her finger, playfully.
"Soo..." Matt rubbed the thighs of his jeans uncomfortably.
"So," Erica replied with a smile. "You're pretty quiet today."
"Maybe I'm just a quiet guy. Seems like you and Jordan made up, some," Matt probed.
Erica nodded with a smile, "we did... some. Well, you know I'm now a cheater. Just like him." Erica palmed Matt's hand and bringing it to her cheek. "Except he definitely slept with a lot more women and many more times than I did." She pushed her cheek into his hand, closing her eyes for a mom. When her eyes opened again, there was mischief boiled in them. "I might not be able to compete with him in a number of different people, but..." Erica pushed Matt's middle finger deep in her mouth. Her lips were tight to it as she sucked on it. Her teeth dragged on the meat of his finger as she pushed it in and out of her lips.
Erica eyed Matt's eyes, watching his every expression as she tongued his finger. Then, when she finally pulled it out and breathed in a deep breath, she gave him a smile. "You like that, don't ya? See... I knew you were hard last night, but did you feel how wet I was?" She pushed her finger up the skirt of her dress and Matt felt the squishy wetness of her pussy lips as Erica guided him inside here. "Ohh ahh..." Erica moaned.
Matt had little to think about at this point. They had already had sex once and there was no going back from that. Doesn't really matter how many times they do it at this point. He scooted closer to her on the bench and took control of his hand that fingered his stepsister. His entire arm disappeared under her sundress as he pumped her pussy lips. Her right hand brushed his forearm as he fingered her, but her left hand clapped the back of Matt's neck and pulled his lips to hers. Matt kissed her long and deep. He felt her thick breasts pressing against his chest as she leaned back against the bench and moaned into him.
"Mmmhhm Mmmmhm," she hummed as Matt slid a 2nd finger between her pussy lips. "Mmm... suck on my neck, baby." Erica said, breaking from the kiss and Matt did. His tongue and lips started at her lower ear lobe and slowly worked down her neck. His palm was slick with juices by the time he made it down to her chest. "Ohhh gah...ohhh my... fuck!" Erica rubbed down the side of her own breasts and pulled both of them free from the neck of her dress.
Matt's lips messily kissed and sucked down the fat of her breast. He saw the stretch marks made from when her breasts had grown and filled with milk during motherhood. The closer he came to her nipple, the more sensitive she was. When Matt let his tongue drag across her hard nipple, he could feel her push her chest out- just begging for more. "Ohhh yesss... fuck me... finger fuck your fucking sister. Mmmm lick those fucking milf tits...ahhhh!" Erica cried out. Matt wrapped his lips around her nipple and sucked hard. Erica's moans turned to whimpers as her breath heaved in and out.
Letting his two fingers inside her press deep and prod at her G spot, Matt's thumb smeared circles over his stepsister's wet clitoris. "Oohh fuck, Oh my g- Don't stop don't stop don't stop! Mmmmmm!" His lips sucked hard and his tongue vibrated on her nipple harder and faster until he felt her thighs, now slick with her juices and sweat, they tensed and flexed around his hand. Matt felt the inside of her pussy swallow his fingers as she came hard. "Oooohhmygod yes, yes!"
Erica's hand went to work unbuckling Matt's jeans but Matt felt too exposed. He grabbed her hands and looked around, "no- what if someone comes down the trail?"
"Who's coming down the trail? This is a hiking path just for this suite. Besides, isn't it a little more exciting not knowing if you're going to get caught?"
If Matt had a chance to answer, he would have said no. No, it was not. But her hands moved quick and were already pumping his shaft as she peeled the boxers down his thighs. Her lips pressed against his as she clamored on top of him. Her massive tits still spilling out the top of her sundress, she tucked his growing erection under her skirt like it was a secret she was hiding.
With her leg up and over his hips, he felt her drag his engorged head along her wet voluptuous pussy lips. Any doubts that lingered in his mind were pushed out by the desire to be inside his stepsister. To feel her squeeze her tight pussy lips around his shaft and choke on his cock. He pushed forward to kiss her harder and Erica retreated, teasingly drawing him up from the bench.



"Come here, little brother," Erica whispered and hithered him forward with a seductive finger, while lightly stroking his shaft.
Summoned to his feet, Matt staggered as his ankles were still caught in his shoes and pants. Erica guided him away from the bench so she could maneuver to it. Flipping up the skirt of her dress grabbed a hold of the back of the bench and popped her ass out towards him like a servant serving a meal. With narrowed eyes and an angled smile, she looked over her shoulder, "come on little brother... come fuck your big sister..." she said with a shrug.
Chapter Five
It was such an absurd scene, Matt thought, to anyone who would walk upon them. A quaint oasis of grass, flowers, and a bench in the middle of the trail. And then there was Matt with his pants around his ankles and with his curvy stepsister bent over a bench with her dress flipped over her back.
With his hand sliding up the small of Erica's back, Matt bunched the back of her dress between her shoulder blades as he fed the bulb head of his cock between the engorged and wet pussy lips that ached for him. When he pierced inside her, Erica let out an inaudible sigh and tossed her head back in ecstasy. His shaft entered her like a knife in warm butter, and her pussy melted around him. When he pulled out his hand gripped a handful of her sundress and roughly pulled back as he pushed forward and rammed inside her.
"Ahhh fuck yes, fuck me baby," Erica cried. His left hand circled warmly on her left ass cheek, squeezing and pulling on it as he slowly but firmly pushed into Erica's pussy. With each thrust Erica released a squeaking whimper. Like she was fighting to hold it in, but just couldn't. Matt jerked back on the handful of her dress as he fucked her over and over. The sound of his body smacking into her made a steady clapping sound like a beat. "Yessss..." Erica groaned. "I've never been fucked like this before... don't fucking stop." She said over her shoulder.
Matt focused on his breathing and clearing his mind so he wouldn't lose his focus and cum too early. Everything about Erica's body language begged for him to fuck her harder, faster, to be rougher. Like she was silently pleading for it, but Matt had yet to try anything too adventurous, not truly. He tested the waters with a relatively safe spanking. His left hand clapped down on her left ass cheek. "Mmmm..." she purred as she pushed her ass out into him. Nearly knocking him off balance. He smacked again, this time harder, and Erica let out a yelp of approval. "Oh, fuck yes, harder!" Matt obliged, this time spanking her ass 3 times so even his palm felt a bite of the sting. "Ahhhh yes! Oh, yeah...I think... I'm-"
He spanked her again, and she gasped, sucking down air as he fucked her. "Oh fuck, I'm gunna... I'm cumming... I'm fucking cumming!" She cried. Matt kept his pace steady but hard. He bit his lip flexed, bucking his hips into hers. Watching her ass jiggle as he slammed into her. "Oh shiiit, yesss!" Matt felt Erica's warm, wet pussy clench on his shaft as she spasmed before him. Her whole body seized as Matt spanked her ass more and she pressed her ass back against him.
When Erica finally took a deep breath and sighed a coo of relief, Matt picked up the pace. He moved his hands to either side of her ass and dug his fingers into the meat of her cheeks as she jerked them back towards him. "Ahhh! Jesus..." Erica cried out. Matt's balls smacked against the back of her thighs as he pounded into her faster. She looked back at her little brother, wide eyed and shocked. Like she was in a state of utter lack of control. All she could do was breathe her short-panting breaths.
"Yes. Fuck yes! Fuck your fucking big sister," she moaned. "Fuck my pussy raw! Oh, baby- ahh... don't you fucking stop." Matt had to groan as he fought the urge to shoot his load inside his milf sister right now. With her turned looking back at him he could see her massive tits pulled out the neck of her dress. They bounced wildly and clapped together with each rough buck of his hips.
Matt snatched a fistful of her brown hair and pulled it back hard, forcing her to look forward and her head to pull over her back with her hair. "Ahhhhhahhh oh my fucking goddd!" Erica cried out and took a deep ragged breath. "Je-sus-fu-ck-ing-chr-ist!" she screamed each syllable out.
The edge was coming. He was so close. The slick juices that poured out of Erica's pussy let him piston in and out of her vagina as fast and as hard as he could. He squeezed and contorted her body to his and she loved every minute of being used. She moaned and screamed for more. Erica must've heard his groans and sensed he was close. She screamed, "Fuck that fucking pussy, yes! Squeeze my tits! Squeeze my fucking tits, baby!" Matt released her hair and slid his hand around her waist. He felt the soft meat of her bouncing breast and mashed it to her chest. "That's it- oh fuck! Cum inside me- oh god! Please cum inside your fucking sister. Please baby, fill me up!" His fingers clamping down on her nipple as he felt himself lose it.
Erica looked over her shoulder. An intense and pained expression breaking across her face as she screamed, "oh my god- I'm cumming I'm cumming I'm cumming!" Matt's lips pressed into her back as he bucked his hips and rammed his hard-long shaft deep inside his step sister as the muscles in his shaft contracted and seized. The explosion of cum shot inside Erica's pussy and filled her full of Matt's spunk.
Matt's body spooned over the bench against Erica's body. They both panted and moaned slightly. The moment was a surreal dive into the past month. Like an out of body experience that allowed him to not only see himself rubbing the top of Erica's ass cheeks but also him fucking his stepmom Amy in her car at the grocery store parking lot. Or him fucking his stepsister every weekend for a month. It was in that he realized how unbelievable and twisted his life had become.
In that moment, Matt could see so clearly the path he had traveled. It was like a light had shined on this previously darkened road he walked. His senior year had been a blur of excitement until it turned him into a disappointment. The possibility of playing football in college and receiving a scholarship was like a dream. To be out from under the financial thumb of his father was all she wanted. But the reality of hearing the truth from each interested university was too much. One by one, they sent him letters and emails saying what his father had told him many times growing up.
No one wanted me. The thrill of hooking up with his step relatives was like an escape for him, but really, it was more of the same. Erica was using him to get back at her cheating husband, Amy was just using him for sex, and Stephanie he basically coerced into sleeping with him.
After a few moments Matt separated from Erica and went to pull his pants up. She fixed her dress and straightened herself out. "I can feel you dripping out of me," she giggled, giving him a wink. When Matt had his pants buckled, he sat on the bench and Erica looked back at him. "Are you not coming back?"
"I'll be there in a minute," Matt smiled.
"I'll see ya there," Erica said with a shrug and walked back down the path towards their cabin.
Matt wanted to just be alone for a minute.
Chapter Six
The next couple of days went by relatively normal. Erica and Jordan had found their momentary peace and bonded with Sharon and Matt's father over Jordan Jr. even though Erica and his father had put their fight to the side to play nice for the remaining days of their sentence together. Matt did his best to remain a ghost. He lied and told the others he was sick and spent most of his time in his bedroom or wandering the woods alone. He didn't mind. After his revelation, he found it more and more trying to be around his family.
Erica never stayed the night in his bedroom again. But each night in the middle of the night while the others slept, she'd sneak in and climb under the covers next to Matt. She'd jerk him off in his boxers and he'd return the favor, fingering her pussy and rubbing her clit until she had to bite down on a pillow to keep from screaming as she came. By the 5th and final night at the cottage, it had become an expected routine.
It was near 3:00am when he heard his door open quietly and close again. Matt stared outside his window at the thick brush of bushes and trees. He never closed his blinds since they were so far out in the country as it was. It was a full moon so he could see every time the wind blew the leaves this way or that.
"Hey stranger," Erica whispered as she crawled under the blanket behind him. "Whatchya looking at?" Her cold feet wrapped around his as he felt her hands slide into the back of his boxers and round to the front.
"Nothing," Matt said, looking over his shoulder with a smile. "You're later than usual." Erica's fingers wrapped around his limp shaft and began pumping life into it. He became hard quickly and soon her entire hand jerked his shaft.
"Mmm... it's our last night here," Erica said as Matt turned to his back and she pulled his boxers off completely. "I had to think of a special thing to give you as a goodbye gift."
"Mm- and what's that?"
Amber pulled a stray strand of hair behind her ear that hadn't found its way into her ponytail. She leaned forward, kissing and licking the head of Matt's cock slowly. Breathing hard from her nose, she slid his shaft down her lips and tongue. He could feel the base of his shaft depressing her tongue the deeper he went. Slowly and methodically, she slid her mouth up and down on his shaft. The pressure he felt on his head was incredible.
The feeling was so good it lingered on the back of his throat as his head rolled to the back of his head. Erica moaned on his shaft as she still pumped the base of his cock while sucking on the tip. Matt grabbed the base of her ponytail and rocked her head up and down on his shaft, slowly face fucking her wet, thick lips.
Matt moaned. Erica wasn't wearing anything sexy. She had short shorts on and an old white t-shirt, but he could see she wasn't wearing any bra underneath it. Her heavy tits swayed and bounced beneath it and he could see her hard nipples pointing out from it. He reached down with his other hand and groped at one of her breasts. Taking a handful through her shirt made Erica moan more.
Eager to give Matt what he wanted, Erica quickly pulled her shirt off as she lifted off Matt's cock. Her tit's lifted and fell on her chest, bouncing as they did. She grabbed Matt's hand and pulled it to her bare breast. "You like that, baby? Hmm? You like your sister's fucking tits?"
Pumping his shaft hard, he was near cumming. His head oozed pre-cut and when she went back down on him, she took his head into her mouth, bobbing up and down. Mashing her tits together around the base of his shaft. The head of his cock jabbed the back of her throat as she deepthroats him.
Matt groaned again and Erica's eyes locked with his as she covered his shaft in saliva. The warm wet feeling overtook him and he felt his balls flex and his cock seize, flexing into her jaws as Matt shot warm spunk into his sister's mouth and she swallowed it with a moaning hum.
With Matt's head tilted back, he slowly opened his eyes as he regained control of his breathing. Erica's lips were still sliding up and down his shaft, cleaning every inch. Matt's vision caught the flutter of movement to his left, and he looked out the window. In the cool moonlight, a frozen figure stared perfectly still watching him getting his dick sucked by his stepsister through the glass. Her blond hair was draped over her bare shoulders on the revealing tank top she wore.
When Stephanie, his other stepsister, realized she had been found, a twist of shock and fear merged in her eyes as she took off running from sight around the cabin.
"Mmmm... tasted yummy... did you like that baby?" Erica mused, looking up at him with a smile. Matt tensed and for a second, didn't know what to say or do. Erica hadn't seen Stephanie spying on them and he didn't know how to tell her, so he just pretended not to have seen her.
"Mmm very much," he said.
Erica smiled, rolling on to her back and spreading her legs. "My turn."
Matt crawled to his knees, going between her thighs, but his mind raced elsewhere.
Why was Stephanie here? How did she know where I was? What was she doing looking through my window at 3:00am?
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Chapter One
Stephanie went through the motions on her tablet. She clicked a video, watched the first few seconds, and then went on to the next one. Occasionally, she fast-forwarded to the middle or end of the video to get more of a sample. Rarely she'd have to rewind to do a double take to see if this video did in fact meet her needs. The great thing about porn in the 2020s is there was something for everyone. The problem was, there was way too much. If you want to find the right video, picture, or story, you just have to look for it.
Lying on her stomach in her bed, she had her earbuds in as her feet kicked around excitedly behind her. Stephanie got little alone time at her townhouse with her roommates, especially now that summer vacation was here. Still, she was able to steal minutes here or there to hide in the bathroom or occasionally in her bedroom to masturbate, but it was always so rushed. It was more to just clear her mind and make it through the day- like brushing her teeth. With how nosy some of her roommates and their friends are, Stephanie couldn't lock the door to her room for speculation and jokes at her expense of running wild. And forget about hiding any toys there.
Therefore, she loved visiting her mom's house so much. Well, that was one reason. A relaxing evening where she could spend time searching for the right video and scene, then taking the time to titillate and tease herself just how she imagined he would. The other reason was Stephanie's orgasms felt more intense here. It was like her body knew this was the most realistic place he would fuck her...
Not that my younger stepbrother fucking me was a realistic fantasy...
Stephanie's finger slid across the screen as she tossed out another page and typed another search into the browser.
'Stepbrother pov rough fucking'
She searched and scrolled down past the already highlighted links she had tested the waters with over the past 45 minutes. It was difficult finding a good porn scene as a woman. Nowadays, the men are disappearing more and more from the angle. Not that she enjoyed listening to some dumb jocks attempt to form a complete sentence or hoot like a gorilla as his dick was sucked, but some of the cute ones she wouldn't mind seeing more of.
An alternative to this endless search was turning to her hidden stash. A word document with 10 pages of links to various scenes that have 'done it' for her in the past. There were several fresh scenes in there that could get the job done, but she wanted to find one that had a young-looking guy like her 18-year-old little brother.
It had been some time since Matt and her had seen each other, and while she had always had something of a hidden crush on her stepbrother, that he was now 18 did something to her. It seemed like every time she came, she felt the urge to cum again and again. That he was coming over this weekend to hang out with her made the need even more pungent.
Every once in a while, Stephanie would find a hot scene that wasn't what she was looking for, but she'd let it play for a bit. She could feel her cheeks turning flush as she bit her lip. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she felt the tips tickling her bare upper back. She lay naked on her bed except for a thin pair of light pink panties. Her hips wiggled without thought as she watched this blonde, curvy, milf riding a young man's cock on her screen. Something in the way her whole body spasmed as she squirted down this young man's cock lit a fire inside Stephanie. Watching this large, veiny cock get cummed on made her lick her lips and tongue her teeth. Smoothly and slowly overtop a short pillow she had stuffed between her legs, Stephanie ground her pussy lips and clit against the hard corner of the pillow.
Squeezing her perky breasts, she bit her lip and let her hips grind more freely in wider circles... Her pussy lips moistened under the drag of her thin panties, and it felt like it was a warm bath massaging her whole body. Every once in a while, her hips would move just right so her clit would rub across the edge of the pillow and it was like lightning ascended her sex and struck her heart.
Stephanie was humping her pillow now. Her eyes closed so she couldn't be distracted from the blissful feel of her clit being rubbed just right. It wasn't until her eyes opened to see the glorious cock bouncing against the actress's ass as she must've ridden him too roughly that he popped out, that she realized she had begun her unstoppable descent into her first of many orgasms tonight.
She cupped her perky tits and squeezed them just so, as her hips wiggled and shook on her pillow's edge. The actress slowed her ride as she fed the shaft back into her pussy and humped it again. Stephanie rose on to her knees, letting the sheets fall around her. Her fists bunching the pillow together between her thighs, she flexed her abdomen and ground her pussy along the lip of the pillow. The feeling was electric and sent her heart into a flutter.
The actress looked down at her stepbrother in the video and moaned and begged for more and the actor replied as he fucked the girl, "I want to cum inside you, stepsister. Can I cum inside you, stepsister?"
"Ohh fuckk!" Stephanie moaned as she humped away at her pillow. Her breathing was a ragged pant as her ponytail bounced wildly on her neck as her thigh seized strongly on either side of her pillow. "Cumm inside me, brother. Cum inside my pussy. Please..." Stephanie moaned to herself. She imagined Matt between her legs. She could see his face looking up at her. Felt his cock flexing inside her. Imagined his fingers rubbing her clit. "Ohh my god..." Stephanie's hand shuttered, cupping her mouth and cheek, then fell to her chest. Squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple, she squirmed as the wave of orgasm crashed over her body. "Nnnnngg ahhh!"
Stephanie's whole body tensed and spasmed as she came hard over her pillow. When she opened her eyes, she saw the sex scene only intensifying. The actor was turning the actress on her backside as he spread her legs. Stephanie took a deep breath and released it. She reached over to her nightstand and pulled free a large plastic bag. Opening it she removed a small pink vibrator and a tan rubber dildo.
Chapter Two
It had been nearly a year since Stephanie had seen her little brother. She knew he was busy with football and other things his senior year. Plus, her freshman year at college had been busy and exhausting. Her course load was heavy for a sociology major. She'd hope to double major in criminal justice, but she wasn't sure if she could keep up the workload for four years straight.
Stephanie was excited to see her stepbrother, Matt, tonight. He was coming over to hang out with Stephanie and just chill. She knew nothing sexual would happen. She knew it wasn't a date or nothing like a date, but she still felt the twinge of nervousness in her belly. Stephanie knew how fucked up everything was in her head. I'm not a psycho, she told herself. She sat on the couch and let a reality TV show play in the background with her feet tucked up to her hips as she painted her toenails to match the fair blue color of her fingernails. The black leather couch stuck to her thighs and the bright 70-inch curved TV mounted on the wall lit most of the room.
"I like the color," Stephanie's mom, Amy, said from over her shoulder. She stood half in the hallway as she rubbed the remnants of her hand lotion into her hands and forearms. She was wearing a black dress that accented her cleavage and tattoos near the base of her breasts. "Is that the new shade you bought at the mall?"
"Yeah, you going out tonight?"
"Yeah, I got a date," Amy said matter-of-factly. She didn't elaborate and Stephanie didn't expect her to.
"Alright." Amy and Stephanie always had a complicated relationship. Amy was a good mother in terms of necessities. She provided a stable home with all the essentials. She even married Matt's bastard father to ensure, both during the marriage and even after the divorce, with alimony, that they could live a luxurious lifestyle. Needs were never a struggle for Amy, the caring side of things were.
"Thanks. What about you? Any plans tonight?" Amy asked.
"Nope, just a night in. It'll be nice after cramming for exams."
"I bet. Alright, I'll probably be home late. There's some cash in the drawer if you want to order in," Amy said as she left. No goodbye. No hug. Stephanie had a soft smile as she allowed herself to become lost in a stare at the floor. It was nothing new, so it didn't bother her. The door closed and the aggressive hum of her mother's SUV started as she drove off, leaving Stephanie to the sounds of the commercials on TV.
With a sigh, she returned to finishing up her toes to make sure there was time to let them dry before Matt showed up. It wasn't until Matt became her stepbrother did Stephanie ever hug someone. Hugging was just never something her mother did, and she never had a father to hug either. She had seen friends do it at school, but it seemed strange to her. Stephanie liked to keep farther from most people- physically. Unless she was fucking them. You have to be close to a guy to fuck them. But she remembered Matt hugging her when they first met, and it felt strange but good. That hugging evolved into wrestling and fighting. That's probably where these crazy desires started for Matt, Stephanie analyzed.
She knew it wasn't healthy thoughts she had of her stepbrother, but as long as she didn't act on any of them, she wasn't doing anything wrong. Just being around him tonight should be enough.
Chapter Three
When Matt arrived, Stephanie felt something unusual. A twist of panic formed in her gut. She had stopped herself short of dressing up or putting on makeup- well; she put on her usual makeup. She wasn't a cave woman. Okay, maybe she put on a little extra eye liner and some strawberry scented lotion that Matt had commented he liked a couple years ago, but that was it. She wanted to keep it casual and dressed down. Like she didn't care he was there.
How weird would it be if Matt found out I was into him?
But yet, he sat in her bedroom on one of her old exercise balls and there she laid in front of him on her bed and she could barely think of what to say to him. She was so nervous. Matt had grown in every way imaginable over the past year. He had always been a skinny boy and goofy, but now he was tall with a defined jawline and, from the looks of it, muscular and hard arms and chest. But the thing she avoided the most were his eyes. They were a dreamy blue and invitingly kind.
Instead, she spent her time on her phone randomly scrolling through online videos and texting her roommate, Max. Stephanie could tell he was looking at her. The shorts she wore were the shortest she owned and Stephanie did nothing to help hide what little it covered. Her top was a pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly, revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year.
Matt threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Stephanie's floor was a constant mess. She didn't care because she was only here a day or two a week and her mother kept the door shut the rest of the time. Each throw of Matt's was getting closer to her face. It was like they were young teenagers again, and he was doing his best to annoy her. His last throw of a dirty pair of jeans covered her face, and she had enough.
In one motion, she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. "That's it!" Stephanie was already giggling before she dove on top of Matt. The first time we've touched in over a year. She toppled him to the floor and took the crotch of the dirty pair of jeans and shoved them into Matt's face. "You like that? Huh? How you like it?" Stephanie laughed as she tossed her leg over his hips while he scrambled and fought to maneuver his face away from her jeans. Stephanie's cheeks were red hot and the harder Matt fought, the more she bit her lower lip.
Out of nowhere, Stephanie found herself on her back with Matt between her legs. She screamed at the speed at which she fell and held onto his thick, muscular shoulders and arms. Her ankles instinctually locked together around the small of his back, pulling him tight to her, but when she realized what she was doing she released him and kicked him free. Matt easily passed her legs and mounted her struggling thighs.
"How do I like it?" Matt asked. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs, tickling her to no end. "How do you like it, huh?"
"Stop," she tried to cry between laughs. "Oh my god, stop stop stop."
"Yeah, now you realize you fucked up." There was a moment of silence that lingered as her stepbrother's face swayed above hers. She had a flash of all the hundreds of porn scenes she had watched over the years and had a panicked urge to reach up and pull his face down to hers and kiss. This terrified her. Really, how close she came to doing it terrified her.
Stephanie quickly found her cell phone on the bed beside her. "You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone. It's a dangerous thing to do, you know? Now, if you don't mind, I have some texts to catch up on."
"Well, maybe I'll just hang out here then if you won't pay attention to me," Matt said, rocking back and forth on top of her hips.
"Sure, I don't care. Do what you want," Stephanie said, feeling the butterflies flutter in her stomach.
"Fine, how about this? I'll just do this then," Matt quipped as he childishly poked at her breasts through her tank top. It was a natural thing for a woman to protect her breasts. It was something all women grew up instilled with. If a man or woman touched them, you had to react. Tell them no, stop them, tell someone. So Stephanie nearly reacted to how she was raised to respond. Shocked, angered, appalled.
However, with a steady and even voice, she simply shrugged and said, "sure, go ahead."
If I don't do anything, I can't be responsible for anything. I'm just lying to her on my phone, that's all.
His hands poked around and jiggled her breasts playfully for a few seconds and Stephanie, while intrigued by this situation, also tried not to laugh at how goofy he was being. Things changed when Matt took his thumb and forefinger and unexpectedly pinched her nipple through her thin top. It startled her so she winced and let out the tiniest of moans. At the end of the moan, she tried to turn it into a sound of pain but she didn't think it sounded convincing.
Stephanie felt a bead of sweat form on the back of her neck as she felt uncomfortable and exposed by her moan. In her head her thoughts shouted at herself, freak freak freak...
But then it happened. Matt's hands returned to her breasts, but they were different now. They were- amazing. His warm hands cupped her breasts and massaged them. Circling her nipples and pulling her full breasts and perky nipples from under her shirt. The air was cold on her already rock hard nipples. Stephanie kept her hands and her phone blocking her face as much as possible from Matt's vision because she felt her eyes fighting to roll back in her head at how good it felt. She felt drunk or high as her head floated from her fantasy becoming a reality. This isn't real. This can't be real. I'm dreaming. I'm- this is make believe. I'm- I'm- I'm so wet...
Stephanie carefully squirmed her thighs together and felt the crotch of her clothing drenched with her juices already. She froze still. Not wanting to move or speak or do anything that would make this moment end.
Panic fluttered in her chest when Matt crawled off of her. This was her chance. Her one small window to have her dream come true of sleeping with her stepbrother and she felt the seconds slip through her fingers like a hand filled with dimes.
Should I just grab him? He started this. I wouldn't be to blame, he fondled me first.
In the paralysis of thought, she was relieved and excited to feel his hand fall back to her chest and slide down between her legs. Brushing past her belly button, piercing Matt's hand rubbed between her partially open thighs. His fingers massaging around her sex. Back and forth. At one point, she felt his finger find its way between her pussy lips and he pushed the thin fabric of her shorts inside of her.
Oh, my god oh my fucking god, Stephanie breathe bitch breathe... don't fucking moan, keep it together. He must feel how wet and hot I am already, though.
Stephanie still squirmed and despite her best attempt to hide it let loose a string coos through her panting lips. It was when he pushed his hand inside her stretchy shorts leg hole that she knew there was no way she could contain herself. Earlier in the day, she had laughed at herself for shaving her pussy but now as his fingertip kissed the gooey slit of her pussy she was thanking god that she had.
When Stephanie felt her stepbrother's finger pierce her warm pussy lips slowly she went still and silent for a moment. Her fingers, which had been fake tapping on the screen of her phone, were now still as she focused on not crying out for more. For harder. For deeper.
Oh fuck me, brother! Make me your fucking slut. She wanted to moan. I'm your fucking whore. I've always been your fucking whore, you just didn't know it. Fuck me how you want before I'm gets home.
When she felt the spark of touch on her clit, then the warm, powerful hand groping at her chest she knew all efforts to hide her pleasure were futile. Controlled moans escaped her lips as her panted breathing rocked her whole head, making her blond hair bounce behind her.
"Oh fu- fucmmm..." the words escaped her mouth before she forced her lips shut and used the back of her left hand to keep them shut. Matt was finger fucking her now. Her toes curled and her hand clutched her phone so hard she thought she might snap it in two. Every pump of her pussy, Stephanie imagined Matt's cock forcing deeper and deeper inside her. His balls smacking her hips as he fucked her.
Oh god oh god ahh! I can't believe this is real. I'm going to fucking cum so fucking hard. I can't- he can't - he has to stop I'm going to- it feels too fucking good I'm gunna ahhh!
Stephanie's whole body rocked on the bed with every forceful thrust of Matt's hand. Her blonde ponytail bounced behind her lifted head just like her exposed young perky tits did. She felt her thighs go rigid, then her pussy lips and core flexed as the enormous wave of an orgasm consumed her. Her brow furrowed and her eyes rolled back as the tremble took over her body and all she could think of was how she wanted this feeling to never end and how she needed it to end.
With a gasping breath, Stephanie's world came back into focus, "Ohmyga- hmm- fuck! Oh, my god oh my..." she squealed as the sounds of her wet pussy getting fucked by her stepbrother's hand overtook the room. Stephanie's head lolled about on the bed as she thought she could go to sleep right then and there with how tired she was. Her stepbrother easily just gave her one of the most powerful orgasms of her life.
Chapter Four
Stephanie's head swam as she lay in bed. She was glad she hadn't drunk more than she had or she might've felt sick. Instead, she got to enjoy the moment. She never wanted to leave this bed. Staring at her stepbrother in the darkness of her room, Stephanie could hear the beat of music downstairs. She never wanted to let him leave it, either.
This summer had been a blur of a fantasy come true. Stephanie liked to think she was not a dramatic person, but her life was seriously miserable before Matt fingered her to orgasm that Saturday nearly a month ago. Sure, she had hooked up with boys during her freshman year of school and done her fair share of partying, but none of the men were Matt. They just didn't measure up to her stepbrother and now they don't have to, because Matt was hers. Forever.



Since that fate filled day last month when Matt climbed on top of her, her weekends had been the best nights of her life. It felt silly the first Saturday he came back and Stephanie awkwardly giving him the 'signal' of her lying down on her phone, but since then it was now standard practice. Not that they require the ruse anymore. Stephanie glimmered as she scooted closer to her stepbrother who was fast asleep beside her. She liked the feeling of his hard, muscular body touching her soft body while they slept. She could get used to it.
For weeks now, Stephanie had lived the life of a pornstar casted in her dream porno that she'd spend hours on end searching for. Every Saturday while her mom was out on dates, Matt used Stephanie as his personal fuck doll. Trying out different positions and techniques. He was getting better, too. Her little brother was such a good athlete- even in bed.
And dedicated, too. After their first hook up. Stephanie researched a spy-ware app that, if downloaded correctly on a person's phone, could easily track that person's movement and even her their texts and phone calls. It was easy enough on the second visit from him to separate him from his phone when he was getting her a drink. Once installed on his phone, she knew his every movement every day.
Stephanie received an alert every time Matt was driving somewhere and then when he stopped at an address, Stephanie would have to spend a little time researching the location to make sure it wasn't another girl. And of course, it never was. Usually, it was a store or a restaurant or sometimes a friend's house, then he went back to his other step family's house. She couldn't be sure he wasn't meeting another woman at the restaurant, so Stephanie went there when he did a few times. It was the only way to be sure, which she was now. Matt never saw her spying on him, so it was fine. No harm, no foul, she told herself.
Matt went to his friend's house a couple times those first weeks, and Stephanie didn't like that. There could be girls at his friend's house? She took care of that slowly. Each visit, she went through his phone and slowly blocked his friends' numbers so they couldn't text or call him. But Matt wouldn't know, so it wouldn't bother him.
Even now, Stephanie, in her tipsy state, had the wherewithal to carefully reach over her beautiful little brother so not to wake him and grab his cell phone from the bedside by his hand. She held the phone up to his face to unlock it and went to contacts and started where she left off. She clicked every name that had 'baseball' or 'football' in its title or description and put it in blocked mode. A quick check of recent calls and texts to confirm what Stephanie already knew. Matt was perfect, she thought as she put the phone back.
Matt had come over to her townhouse for a house party last night and even though Stephanie's overly flirtatious roommate, Amber, had gotten in the way, Matt still found his way to Stephanie's bedroom with her help. It was their first true night of ravenous sex, unencumbered by charades of texting or distractions. Last night Stephanie got to look her stepbrother in the eyes as he fucked her.
As she leaned over his body now, she could help herself. Slowly, she peeled the thin sheet off his body to show only the black boxers he slept in. It was near 4:30am and the party had probably all but died downstairs. There were probably a few stoners nodding in and out of consciousness on the couch, but their playlist continued on the speakers. The music was a gentle vibration on the ground as the beat changed. For a time, Stephanie just admired Matt's gorgeous body. He wasn't even training or working as regularly as he would if he was playing sports, and yet he still had that V cut off his waist and thick abdominal muscles.
And he was all mine.
Stephanie carefully pulled down his boxers below his balls and saw his shaft limp and bent. Slowly, her hand cupped it and stroked it to life. Without a flutter in his eyes, she could raise him to a firm form in just seconds. Stephanie was already completely naked. Her dirty girl outfit was a pile on the side of the bed and her blonde hair was a mess of sex. Strands of hair brushed Matt's thighs as she eyed his bulging head. Without a hair tie, she pulled her hair back and to one side as she smiled and dipped her lips down and took him in her mouth. Humming a tune of pleasure as she tongued his salty flesh up and down his shaft.
The party ended the way she had hoped, but it did not go the way she thought. Stephanie hoped in their shared drunken state Matt would feel comfortable enough to confess his love for her. But everything works out as it should, she thought as she gave Matt a devilish look as her lips slid easier and deeper down his shaft. Matt's eyes stirred under their lids. Barely open, if at all, Matt groaned as his hand slid to Stephanie's cheek. Cupping and sliding his fingers through her hair as her head bobbed on his cock. Matt was running on autopilot but so was Stephanie. It was her job to please her little brother. That's what she was put on this earth for. To make him cum and to fill his needs for the rest of his life.
After several minutes of sucking Matt's cock, she saw little more action out of her stepbrother beyond groans and basic hand motion, but she saw opportunity as well. Letting her lips slurp and pop as she pulled them off his head, Stephanie purred a moan like a kitty in heat as she climbed on top of him. Her lips kissing and nuzzling into her little brother's neck as her breasts and hard nipples dragged up on Matt's chest.
She fed his flexed cock into the mouth of her dripping pussy lips and released a lingering moan as she felt her brother fill her pussy. Popping her ass down as she breathed her hot breath on Matt's neck, she winced as he filled her up. Like a coffee cup that was overflowing, she cried out and bit her lip as she fucked her brother.
"Ohhh fuck me, brother. Fuck your dirty white sister!" Stephanie moaned a breathy whisper. Her tits mashed into his chest as her eyes opened enough to push into her, demonstrating how much he liked it. Matt's hand found her ass and gave it a squeeze as she bounced wildly the head of his cock. "Ohhhh shhhitt! That's it. Yeah. Fuck your sister's cunt pussy! Make it yours. It is yours. I'm fucking yours brother, your dirty fucking whore sister. Your personal- mmmmfuck... your personal fucking fuck doll." Stephanie winced with strained eyes as she rode him so hard, Stephanie worried the clapping sound of her slamming down on him was louder than the buzzing music downstairs.
Matt's other hand moved drunkenly, perhaps to touch her cheek, but Stephanie grabbed his wrist and brought his hand down to her neck, closing his fingers around her throat. "Nnnahhhh!" Stephanie cried out when she felt the pressure on her throat. "Oh shhhitt- fuck me fuck... me... ahhh!" Stephanie screamed and then clamped her teeth shut as her eyes rolled back in her head. Her thighs nearly clamped shut as her body seized and she squirted on Matt's cock.
"Ohhhmyfuckgodohmy-shit..." Stephanie mumbled. She became like putty in Matt's body as his hands barely held her.
Her thighs still jiggle from the powerful orgasm, but she forced herself to keep riding him. To keep slamming her ass down on her brother's cock. "Jesus fucking Christ, fuck me. Fuck. Me." Her moans were like her breathing. Guttural and survival like. Her face was inches above Matt's. She pulled his hands to her bouncing tits and squeezed them for her.
Matt groaned and bit his lip. He moaned something, but Stephanie couldn't hear it over her sloppy wet pussy sounds and her ragged breaths. "Oh Jesus, I'm so close again. I'm so fucking close again. Cum for me, brother. Cum inside your fucking whore sister."
Matt's fingers pinched down on her nipples and she heard him groan as his cock apexes flexing inside her. "Yes, yes yes yes! Fucking cum inside me. Cum inside your slutty sister- I'm gunna... oh shit..." as the strings of hot cum shoot inside your tight cunt, Stephanie clapped her hands over her face and body as the feeling hit too hard to process. She lost her voice and every pinch of air fled her body as her muscles flexed so hard they cramped. In a mighty instant she exploded, Stephanie's hands and knees dragging wildly on the sheets as she squirted again, drenching her little brother's cock. "Oooohhhhmmyyyygooodddd..."
The head of Matt's cock was still tucked in her pussy minutes later. Mostly limp, she kissed him slowly and long as she pressed her body to his and he responded. She breathed in his masculine scent and cooed a moan and giggled when his cock would randomly flex inside her. Like she was in heaven, Stephanie fell asleep like this. She never wanted either of them to wake from that moment.
Chapter Five
The next few days passed by like a breeze for Stephanie. She had to deal with some minor drama from her roommates, especially Amber, who had a bruised cheek. But Stephanie didn't care. Amber should've known better than to touch her brother.
Matt had been quite hung over when he woke up and got dressed. She didn't even think he remembered her riding him in the middle of the night. She pretended to sleep as he got dressed, thinking it was adorable how he tried to be quiet so as not to wake her. Stephanie hoped he would kiss her forehead before he left, but he didn't. Oh well, he will next time.
Stephanie spent the week monitoring Matt's movement regularly through the spyware on his phone and she was pleased to see he no longer went anywhere- not to friends, or restaurants... and no one was texting or calling him besides herself.
He's all mine.
Stephanie wasn't typically a jealous girl or one to obsess, but she didn't think it was bad to obsess about someone you loved. It just showed how much you cared about them. The next weekend was going to be great. Her mother was going to be out all night- per usual, on Saturday night. This was going to be the first night Matt, and she got to spend with another truly boyfriend and girlfriend. She imagined the two of them ravaging each other as soon as they saw another.
I'll jump on top of him and have his belt undone in seconds. Maybe I'll let him try anal. He'd really love that. Probably should wait. Give him smoother to look forward to later. Maybe when we hit our one-year anniversary. She figured they could spend the night just talking with each other after that. Stephanie could order food in for them and her mother never came home until early in the morning on Sunday.
When Saturday finally arrived, it happened just like she imagined. She had watched him on her phone, tracking every turn he made as he neared her house. Wouldn't it be sweet if I stopped at the store to buy me flowers? Or chocolates? On her laptop she looked up flower shops and department stores between his house and her mother's, but he didn't make any detours on this trip. It's fine. It's still early in their relationship. He'll get her something next time. He better...
Seconds after Matt was in the door, his stepsister had him straddled between her legs sitting on the couch. Her shirt was off and she was fast at work on Matt's belt.
Stephanie released a sighing moan as she leaned in to kiss her stepbrother. Her fingers had rushed to unzip his pants and pulled his cock out from under his boxers. As she felt it grow in her palm, she let out a high-pitched moan as she stroked it to life. Matt's hands wrapped around her ass cheeks to find she wasn't wearing any shorts or panties. She lifted enough to guide the head of his bare cock inside her. "Mmmm! That's it..." she cooed.
Stephanie raised her ass and lowered it, riding Matt. She hastily pulled her shirt off, revealing her perky breasts. Matt leaned forward, wrapping his lips around her nipple. "Mmmmm! That's right, baby. Fuck me. Fuck your stepsister!" Stephanie moaned as she sat down on his throbbing cock.
"Stephanie!"
The voice was so sudden and loud that both Matt and Stephanie nearly fell off the couch. Stephanie scrambled to cover herself, but Matt didn't even move. Stephanie's mother glared at them in a glowing rage as she had just walked in on her daughter fucking her stepson.
Horror took over every crevasse of Stephanie's mind as she ran. Her clothes scooped up in her arms. She darted down the hall to her bedroom where her bag was kept.
"Stephanie! Stop stop!" Her mother Amy shouted. "No, Stephanie! What were you thinking? Are you insane! Do you know what you're doing?"
Stephanie said nothing. She didn't know what to say. She couldn't think in her panicked state. Her clothes were mostly on but not sorted straight. Stephanie's breasts bounced about freely, but she didn't care. She had to leave. With her backpack and car keys in hand, she shouldered past her mother and ran for the door. Matt was near the kitchen and moved out of the way as she pushed past.
"We are going to talk about this!" Amy screamed. "You aren't welcome back here until we talk about this, young lady!" It was the last thing she heard before she slammed her car door and drove quickly down the road. She drove in silence for a time. Tears streamed down her cheeks, as she felt ashamed and fearful. The world is going to know you're a freak who sleeps with your stepbrother. My mom is going to- she's gunna- somethings going to happen.
Stephanie tried calling Matt several times and sent him texts when he didn't answer. None of them received a response. Stephanie cried the entire way back to her school.
Chapter Six
It was a troubling week for Stephanie. How did it seem that the highest peaks of happiness were always followed by the shallowest valleys of sadness? Stephanie wrote in her diary. I go from feeling complete one moment to everything falling apart the next. I've never felt so alone...
Stephanie sighed as she shut her diary hard and leaned back in her car seat. She was sitting in a small Chicago park parking lot. Her car backed in so she could leave quickly, but now she just stared off at the dirty playground equipment and dew-covered slide that had not been ridden in months, maybe years. She couldn't even confide her troubles in her diary. Her mother knew that Stephanie was sleeping with her stepbrother, she couldn't risk one of her roommates nosing into her bedroom and reading something she shouldn't have. It had been a week since her mother had caught them having sex. What felt like a million unanswered texts and phone calls had bounced from their cell phones to various towers over the days. Her mother had exhausted Stephanie's phone with phone calls for the first couple days, but she had since stopped, which only added to Stephanie's suspicions.
Matt wasn't responding, either. Of the 447 texts she had sent her stepbrother, she had received five in reply. Each more subdued than the next. After so many weeks of their closeness growing, suddenly and swiftly, Matt wanted nothing more to do with her. It was logical; she knew. Stopping their taboo relationship before others could find out about it. Not to risk more than they already have. Even Stephanie had thought of doing the same when she last fled her mother's house. But Stephanie suspected another reason for Matt's distancing.
As Stephanie drove home after being caught by her mother, she checked Matt's location after he failed to answer her calls. He was still there. It had been 20 minutes since she had left, but he was still there. 30 minutes. 40 minutes. It wasn't until nearly 50 minutes later that Matt's GPS on his phone left the house and drove back to his house.
Were they talking for that long? Was my mother scolding him and he was apologizing? Maybe Matt was taking the blame and trying to protect her. There were many possibilities of what was happening. Many plausible and innocent reasons for him not leaving right away. But something didn't sit right with Stephanie. She didn't like the idea of her mother being alone with her stepbrother.
Her reason to worry only worsened when Stephanie received an alert on her phone later that week during the day. Matt had texted her mother and Amy replied, rapidly. It was everything she could do not to scream. The insane, jealous rage that boiled inside her at the thought of Matt texting Amy but not texting Stephanie when she had just sent him 24 texts. The spyware app she downloaded on Matt's phone only alerted on incoming and outgoing texts and calls but didn't allow her to read the texts and hear the calls. She saw his GPS move right after Amy's response.
Matt drove to a business section of town and when Stephanie realized he had stopped at her mother's law firm where she worked, she screamed. With an angry, violent throw, her phone bounced off her bed and smacked the wall. She grabbed at posters along her wall and ripped them down, tearing them in two. She wanted to punch her mother or burn her house down at that moment.
Stephanie's phone was cracked along the bottom, but it still worked. She sat and stewed as she watched her stepbrother's location remain at her mother's work for over 20 minutes. Each ticking second boiling inside her. She tried to think of other possibilities other than her mom was fucking her stepson- my boyfriend! But no other idea made sense to her. Maybe they were talking again? Checking in? Maybe apologizing for reactions?
She didn't like it and she needed to know for sure. There was an urge to confront Matt about it. To corner him at his house or text him and ask him what he was doing at her mother's work during the afternoon, but then he would know about the spyware.
Stephanie decided she would stay close to Matt for the rest of the week. She called in sick at work for the next few shifts and drove to a park just down the road from Matt's house. It was a small park that was barely visited anymore. A sign of the aging neighborhood he lived in. It was two blocks from his house. Close enough that he could do a sporadic drive-by of his house throughout the day and night to make sure he had not left without his phone and no other cars had arrived unannounced. Close enough to follow Matt and monitor him, but far enough away not to let him notice her.
Stephanie heard the familiar chime that was specific to her phone when Matt's spyware was activated. She set her diary down on the passenger seat as she thumbed through her phone. She had slept two nights in her car and spent countless hours on her phone for entertainment, but now is what she was waiting for. Matt had texted her mother again, and once again she replied, and Matt was driving. Stephanie started her car and followed, keeping a couple miles distance between her and Matt.
The slow pursuit of her stepbrother felt like justice. Like the days spent in her car and watching Matt from a distance was worth it. She could imagine catching the two having sex and confronting them both.
How could she yell at me when I catch her doing the literal, same thing?
As she drove, following the icon on her spyware app map, Stephanie wondered what she would say to Matt. He would definitely need to be punished for what he did, but obviously this would just be a speed bump in their relationship.
It'll be a growth point for us. This is just the first fight in our relationship. Actually, it might be a good thing. Who knows? He might feel so guilty. Maybe he'll propose in the next month to make up for it.
Stephanie's hands rubbed the steering wheel aggressively as she imagined their eloping wedding, then moving to the other side of the country so they could be together and not be judged.
Maybe even move out of the country? We can live on a beach in Cancun or Jamaica.



By the time Stephanie pulled into the mall parking lot, she had a perky smile on her face and had actually excited to catch her mother and stepbrother in the act. It took her some time to find her brother's car. The mall was quite busy with hundreds of people and cars going this way and that. Stephanie was parked a few parking lanes down from where his car was, but his car was empty. Stephanie made a face and felt a twist in her stomach since she hadn't considered maybe he was just going to the mall to go to the mall. Like to shop. She knew he had a camping trip he was leaving for today. Maybe he was getting last-minute things?
Stephanie checked her spyware tracker app and saw it was still showing on the parking floor near his car. But his car is empty.
Flustered and annoyed, she was about to get out and start walking around to look for Matt when a red pickup truck parked in the kitty corner in front of her started up and backed up from position slowly. And Stephanie saw another vehicle she recognized.
My goddamn Mom's second car, her SUV.
Sitting inside in the passenger seat was an anxious Matt, who looked around nervously. Stephanie froze, then ducked under her steering wheel, realizing there was a direct line of sight between the two cars. She couldn't back up and leave. It would draw too much attention to her. He'd see her for sure. She'd have to wait for him to leave to meet her mother, then park...
Stephanie's eyes peered cautiously over the front dashboard of her clunker of a car and saw more than nervousness in his eyes as Matt rolled his eyes and leaned back. Looking closer, she saw a head bobbing in his lap. A head of black hair. Her mother's head.
The range of emotions that coursed through her was a strange mix that even caught her off guard. Satisfaction at her accomplishment. It took quite a bit of commitment and dedication to catch these two in the act. Anger at this betrayal by Matt. They hadn't had a conversation about exclusivity, but she wanted to badly, so she supposed it wasn't that much of a betrayal. What surprised Stephanie was as she sat back and saw her mother sucking her stepbrother's dick, she wasn't mad at her mother. She felt happy. Happy that Amy, the emotionless mother for all her life, understands why Stephanie is in love with Matt. Obviously, she's attracted to him, too. In some weird way, watching Matt put his hand down on the back of her mom's head as she slid up and down his shaft felt right. Felt normal. It felt beautiful.
Stephanie slid the driver's seat down and forward so she could comfortably watch from the hunched down position in her car. As couples and families walked in the aisle between her and them, she saw her stepmother rise from her chair only to ease back into Matt's lap. They must be crazy to be doing this in public. To have all these eyes watching and walking by while they fuck another. It must feel so... so...
Fingers slid down the crotch of her jeans as she watched the pained expression stretch over her mother's face. An all too familiar feeling Stephanie could remember. Feeling Matt's hard, thick shaft pierce her pussy and fill her up so. Stephanie's middle finger dug into the crotch of her jeans harder and in a constant motion. The warm heat between her thighs burned like a fire in her body. She felt her breathing quicken as she bit her lip in silence.
It felt so good. Maybe she could wait. Maybe she didn't have to confront them yet.
Amy bounced on her stepson's cock and Stephanie had her jeans unbuttoned and her hand pressed down on her panties. Her middle three fingers wiped messy circles over the hood of her clit. Her fingers were slick with her juices as she watched her stepbrother fuck her mother. Stephanie's mom's shirt came undone and her tits bounced free from her shirt. Stephanie knew this shouldn't arouse her. It couldn't. She couldn't be getting wetter at this sight. She couldn't feel the wet goo oozing from her lips as she pushed her middle and ring finger into her pussy.
She imagined she was in the car too, with them. Sitting behind Matt and sliding her hands up and down his chest as he fucked his stepmother. Bringing her hand down to feed his big hard cock into her mother, she imagined feeling the base of his shaft throb and how wet it would be from her mom's cunt. Stephanie's fingers would pull Matt's lips to hers as she kissed him hard and her hand would reach out, feeling her mother's body bounce on his cock. His cock would flex inside Amy, but his eyes and mouth would be glued to Stephanie.
"Ohh fuck..." Stephanie winced as a violent shutter shook down her thighs. Reaching into her shirt, she fondled her breasts and pinched the nipples just like Matt had. Just like he will. Her jeans slid off her ankles just as a couple walked in front of her car and Stephanie flinched in fear. When they passed, she smacked her fingers inside her hard. Hard enough for her palm to clap against her clit. "Jesus... Fuck me, brother- fuck me!"
Her mom changed positions slightly but still rode her stepson, but Matt now was fucking up into her. His hands grabbed her hips and squeezed her tits. Yes, fucking squeeze mom's tits. He shoved his shaft deep inside her and Stephanie could tell her mom was moaning. Fuck that fucking pussy, brother, fuck it. Make it hard. Make her cum.
"Oh, shiiit!" Stephanie cried out as she neared the edge. She saw Matt's eyes watching his step mom's ass bounce on his cock and Stephanie knew he was really thinking of her. That's it. Fuck your stepmom, cum inside her. Cum inside her pussy while you're thinking about mine. Fantasizing about my pussy. This tight fucking cunt was ready to choke your fucking cock for the rest of your life. Your fucking horny sex slave stepsister ready to drain your cock every morning and night. "Oh, Jesus- god..."
Stephanie's fingers sprinted, fucking her pussy as she clenched her teeth and squinted her eyes. Her toes curled and her legs stiffened as her mouth hung open. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the flood poured between her thighs and she came hard on her fingertips. "Ohahhhh! Ahhh! Oh god yes... yes...."
Stephanie scrambled when she opened her eyes and saw the car down beside her was getting inside the vehicle. Quickly, pulling her pants up and straightening her shirt, she acted naturally until they drove away. When her eyes returned to her mother's SUV, she saw it was empty. Her mother was walking back towards the mall and Matt stuttered- almost limped back to his vehicle.
He drove away, having never known Stephanie had just watched him fuck her mother. Her mother walked away, having not been confronted by Stephanie. Slowly, Stephanie put her car in gear, her fingers still damp from her juices, and questioned what to do next. She drove here with purpose and intent, but now as she left, all that was left was a tangled web of confusion. Confusion of what to do next. Confusion on how she felt about just cumming to the image of her mother and stepbrother together.
Chapter Seven
Stephanie didn't stay long at the park when she followed Matt back to his house. She saw him move again, out of habit she followed him. They were on the highway for about 45 minutes before realizing she was following his entire family on their vacation. She hadn't planned to go to Wisconsin on this trip- one, because she was not invited, but two, because traveling several more hours away from home on this 'investigation' was not a part of the plan.
Volleying back and forth in her mind, she weighed the pros and cons of continuing to follow Matt until finally she was beyond the halfway point she bet, and just committed. I don't have a school. I don't have work. And I bet there's no cell service up there, so I won't even be able to track him. If I turn back, I'll just spend the week worrying about where he is and what he's doing without me. At least this way I can watch him.
The drive turned out to be pleasant and welcome. The hours spent in the car secretly following the convoy of Matt and his strange relatives only gave Stephanie time to solidify her feelings for her stepbrother despite this strange hiccup in their long, long relationship.
When they were close to the campsite, the cell phone signal became spotty, and she began to losing her spyware beacon on her stepbrother's phone. Stephanie closed the distance until she saw the back of a black Cadillac SUV a half a mile ahead. That must've been what Matt rode in. She kept her distance as much as she could, but eventually found where they were staying.
It had worked out better than expected for Stephanie. While Matt and his family stayed down the gravel road at this mansion of a cabin, Stephanie parked near the cabin community building and had access to free food, showers, bathrooms, TV, and even Wi-Fi. Throughout the first day, she did some amazing hiking through a small stretch of woods so that she could find the best places to watch her stepbrother's cabin. Before nightfall she found a large tree and some bushes on the West side of the cabin that gave her a perfect view into Matt's bedroom.
Stephanie returned to that window later in the night. She decided to surprise Matt with a tap on his window. It would be like being out of a fairy tale. Tapping on his window. Climbing inside to spend the night with her lover.
Hiding behind a bush, she had a magnificent view of Matt lying on his bed. He watched TV and looked bored out of his mind. I can add some excitement to his life tonight, Stephanie thought. Though she had doubted herself. Before, her plans of surprising Matt and climbing through his window seemed so whimsical. It seemed like a gesture that would start the next chapter of their love together. Now, in the darkness of the woods and peering through her stepbrother's window, she began to doubt herself. Maybe he would think it was creepy?
As she struggled with what to do next, she watched the door open to her brother's room and a woman entered. A woman Stephanie had never seen before. A beautiful woman. Though she had done little more than stand in the doorway, Stephanie felt her cheeks go flush with anger. Who is this girl? What is she doing in his bedroom this late? This is inappropriate. She can't be here.
Her rage boiled over when Matt didn't send her away and they sat on the floor together. As the night wore on and Matt and this woman's flirtation persisted, Stephanie fumed. Bugs and mosquitos ate at her ankles and neck, but she paced in the woods. And when the moment she knew was coming happened, Stephanie could barely contain herself. This woman's hands were all over her stepbrother. Matt tried his best to pull away from her attempts. To resist. But she was so aggressive.
When they started having sex, Stephanie's fingers dug into the bark of the nearest tree. No longer did she fantasize about climbing in the window to make love to her lover. Stephanie wanted to bash this bitch's head in with a rock. The visual became too much for her to bear and she retreated to the woods, returning to her car. Tossing and turning, she stewed all night over the sight she had seen. But only if she knew, it was only the beginning.
Throughout the week Matt spent on vacation, Stephanie followed him every minute she could. Her phone had no signal, but she used her note taking app to document everything he did from breakfast to how long she thought he slept, and, when he was forced to have sex with that cow of a woman- which she learned was named Erica, Stephanie even recorded how long that lasted. What a cunt name.
Stephanie had found her profile online and learned that Erica was also a stepsister of Matt's and that the Cadillac SUV belonged to her husband, no less. The fact that Erica was his stepsister only infuriated her more. Like she wasn't the only one. Like she was being replaced. By the last night of their stay at the campgrounds, Stephanie had struck a new low. She had an argument via text using the community room Wi-Fi with her manager about not coming in to work tomorrow, and she was fired. When she tried to buy a treat from the store in the community room, Stephanie found out her mother had put a hold on their shared credit card account.
"Fucking bitch..." Stephanie cursed under her breath. This day. This week. Hell, this month had been terrible for me. Last month, Matt was all mine. And this month I have all this other bullshit.
Stephanie stood still as she watched Erica do her nightly routine of invading Matt's personal space. She watched from behind her usual bush as Erica sucked her stepbrother's cock. What pissed Stephanie off beyond anything was seeing the pleasure on Matt's face. He didn't enjoy it. He couldn't. He was faking it. Just wait, Matt. When I get you to myself again, you'll feel what it really feels like to get your dick sucked. Not like this cheating cunt here...
Stephanie wasn't sure when the rock got in her hand, but she felt her fingertips and thumb brushing debris from the stone as she turned the softball sized stone in her hand. She watched the bitch's head bob up and down on Matt's shaft and imagined beating the back of her skull in over and over again. It started as a fantasy in her thoughts, but then she found her feet stepping closer towards the window.
She wasn't thinking of anything but her hate of Erica. Her hate of everything that week. Of how she wanted it to go back to normal. Of how she wanted all the people to disappear except Matt and her. Suddenly she was standing at the bush nearest to Matt's window, watching Erica swallow cum like the whore she was and roll to her back. Stephanie moved the sharpest edge of the rock outward and felt her fingers clamp down on the rock. She squeezed it so hard her hand trembled.
The daggers Stephanie stared at Erica's stupid face were interrupted when her gaze flickered briefly to Matt's eyes and he realized he was staring at her. She moved slightly and Matt's eyes followed and his brow furrowed. Stephanie was standing out in the open. He sees me. He sees me!
"Oh, shit!" Stephanie whispered in a panic as she dove behind a bush. The rock fell from her hand as she ran through the woods. He knows I was here! He knows I'm following him!
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Chapter One
"Oh, fuck me... fuck me... shit!" Erica whispered. She covered her mouth when a squeak of a moan broke free, just louder than a murmur. Matt had her bent over the shared bathroom sink. The loudest sound in the room was either Erica's panting or the clapping of their bodies as he fucked her from behind. Her hair was pulled back in a messy fistful by his left hand. He bucked his hips, so his cock removed nearly all the way in and crammed back inside her slick pussy lips. They had the shades drawn on the cabin bathroom window, but still peaks of morning sunlight made it through and shined across Erica's shoulder and her breasts as they bounced about in front of her.
Erica nearly tripped over Matt while she dragged him into this bathroom as the rest of the family packed their things up for the drive back to Chicago. Most of the family were outside making the last trips to the car before leaving, while Matt stared at Erica's squinted eyes and open mouth in the mirror. He watched her large tits clap together as he fucked her harder and harder with each thrust and the breathy cries took hold as he knew she was near cumming.
Her fists clung to the edge of the bathroom sink with all of her might as her entire body rocked and shook with each fuck of their hips. "Shiiiit..." Erica gasped as Matt's fingers dug into her thick hips.
"Erica? You in there?" Jordan's voice boomed through the bathroom door, accompanied by a knock on the door.
Matt felt his heart freeze in time and Erica shot up straight in a panic. They both turned to the door in time to see the doorknob turn. Matt pulled free from Erica and scrambled to get his pants up from around his ankles, but in his haste, he nearly fell over into the shower. When the flimsy thumb lock on the doorknob handle held despite Erica's husband's attempts to get inside, both Matt and Erica stopped moving Erica's hands shot up to Matt and told him to relax.
"Yeah, I'm here," Erica replied. There was a brief silence followed by the relaxing of the doorknob as Jordan released it.
"Can you let me in? I need to get my overnight bag," Jordan asked flatly. With no edge in his voice that hinted at any suspicion. Erica sighed a deep breath and smiled. She was leaning her bare butt up against the countertop. Her palm clapped against her bare chest as she began to breathe again.
"I'm almost finished I'll grab it for you when I'm done, honey," Erica smiled mischievously as she grabbed the stomach of Matt's t-shirt and pulled him towards her. Matt shook his head protesting, but her palm was already massaging the firmness back into his shaft as she leaned back on the countertop.
"Alright, thanks."
Erica fed the tip of Matt's cock into her pussy lips as she spread her legs wide, "no- hm, problem," she said, wincing. Matt felt the warm wetness swallow his shaft as he pierced inside her. Closing his eyes, he shook his head in disbelief. A cool sweat still clung to the back of his neck from almost being caught and he just now heard the footsteps and sound of Jordan walking away.
Erica nodded her head, encouraging Matt to finish as she cupped her hand around the back of his neck, pulling her tight to him. Matt mouthed the words, 'no no no stop,' the closer his face came to Erica's bust. She only smiled with her thick lips and nodded a seductive yes until she kissed him. Her lips were wet and smooth, and her tongue slid into his mouth, lapping at his tongue and the roof of his mouth. She hummed a small moan inside of his mouth and coaxed him into returning to hump her slowly.
Matt's hands slid up her waist and back down to the top of her ass while he pulled himself out and pushed back in. Erica released a small, high-pitched squeal with every pump of her pussy. Her thighs closed around Matt's bare ass and she looked up as Matt kissed Erica's neck and sucked on her shoulder. The pace quickened and Erica started to cry out in a pant. Panicked, Matt covered her mouth with his hand, which only made her moan more.
Erica's tits bounced wildly between them as Matt's cock pumped her pussy harder. The breathing was out of control as it pushed and pulled from Erica's nose. Erica spread her legs wider to get every inch of Matt inside her. Her ankles bobbed lifelessly on either side of Matt.
Matt's right hand gripped her ass roughly as he forced himself inside her again and again. Suddenly, Erica's legs clapped together around Matt's body. He saw her eyes flirt with the back of her head as her body tensed. Matt's hand slid up and gripped her fat breast hard, squeezing it and her pussy contracted on his cock. Matt's hand did little to quell the forced and guttural moans that escaped Erica's lips. Her thighs trembled wildly.
Finally, letting himself go, Matt pulled himself out of Erica and shot spurts of his hot cum over the top of her waist and belly. Releasing a long and heavy breath as he did.
He rolled his fingers off of Erica's lips as she cleaned herself off with a bunch of paper towel. Erica giggled silently and cooed as she wiped her pussy down. Without words they pulled their clothes on and before she turned to leave, Erica wrapped her arm around Matt's neck and gave him a long-wet kiss, then mouthed the words, 'thank you.'
Matt thought that was strange. It was like he had just shopped at her store or changed a tire for her. She was thanking him for his services.
Erica unlocked the door, but at the last minute turned around and pulled out a small black leather bag from under the sink. She gave Matt a funny wink and went outside. Down the hall Matt heard her say, "here you go, honey."
And Jordan replied, "thanks," before giving her a kiss.
Chapter Two
The drive home was an awkward, silent one. Matt hadn't paid enough attention to his parents to notice them fighting, but the feel of the silence that lingered between them was palpable. He remembered bits and pieces of arguments between them throughout the week. A lot of his father, Tom, yelling at his stepmother, Sharon, over something being her fault. Sharon told my dad that he needed to get tested. Matt didn't mind the awkward silence. At least he didn't have to make pleasant small talk with his stepmother or hear whatever venom his father was brewing.
Matt listened to his headphones as he watched his dad pass cars, one after another. He couldn't focus on much. Ever since he saw Stephanie outside his window, he'd tried to convince himself it wasn't her, but then it would be even more creepy that a stranger was watching him have sex outside his window. No, the truth he knew was it was Stephanie.
But how did she know where I was? What camp site? Which cabin? Why would she follow me into fucking Wisconsin?
Matt realized how embarrassing late his thoughts came to these questions. After seeing Stephanie outside his window last night, Matt spent the next 20 minutes eating out his step sister, Erica, in a nervous panic. Imagine being caught cheating, then continuing to cheat in front of her. The mess of politics Matt navigated in his head was confusing even by step family sex standards- if there was such a thing. Should I be apologetic for cheating on Stephanie? Should I be angry that she followed me? Should I be worried because I caught myself sleeping with another step sister? Should I be worried because she's a fucking psycho stalker who followed me?
It suddenly occurred to Matt that if Stephanie could follow Matt undetected to Wisconsin, she easily could have followed him to her mom's work... or to the mall... Matt felt a trickle of hot sweat dance down the back of his neck to the top of his shirt. He rubbed his face in a panic. Stephanie would fucking kill me if she knew I fucked her mom.
The reality of the situation began to stack on Matt's stomach like cinder blocks. He felt a pain in his side and had trouble breathing. What if Stephanie tells his dad? Or she confronts her mom and Amy tells someone? Amy shouldn't tell anyone because she'd have to admit we were having sex, too. What about Erica? Is she going to tell her husband? Use me as a 'fuck you' story for him cheating on her? Or maybe she just wanted to get even and she won't tell him.
Rolling down the window, Matt took in several deep breaths and exhaled them out again. Erica never really talked to Matt about what her plans were. She vented to him about how she hated her husband for cheating on her and how it felt so good to get revenge by cheating on him. But she never mentioned if she planned to confront him. They actually never even said 'goodbye' to another.
"Roll up your window," Matt's father snapped. Matt complied; the momentary rush of fresh air having relaxed some. His anger towards his dad was always an excellent distraction.
"So, did you have a good time?" Sharon asked, always the peacekeeper. "It was beautiful up there, huh?"
"Yeah, it was great," Matt said, trying to sound respectful but not overly happy.
"How'd you like Erica? I know it was like the first time you and her kinda hung out."
Matt stiffened and snapped a look between the back of his father's head and Sharon's to see if there was any suspicion in their movements. If Sharon was testing the waters, she showed no signs of it in her words or movement. "She's cool. I liked her a lot."
"Mmm..." Sharon said, almost to herself. "Seems like you got along well. You guys sure did hang out a lot." Matt looked up again and saw no movement in Sharon's head or body, but something in her tone left Matt curious about just how much Sharon knew and how openly she talked with her daughter.
When they finally arrived home, they unloaded the car and Matt made a beeline for his bedroom. They had stopped for food on the way home, so all he wanted was to be left alone to stew over the chaos of his life that he had created. But a surprising voice stopped him.
"Matt, com here," said his father. His voice was low and grouchy. Matt stopped at the bottom of the steps and went around to the kitchen, where his dad sorted through one of his bags on the counter. Sharon was in her bedroom putting away clothes. Without looking up, he spoke again. "You did well this week of staying out of my sight. I sent you an email with a confirmation in it on an apartment I got for you. It's about two miles from Indiana State University. The rent for the whole year's paid for you just need to go there this week and sign the lease."
Matt hated to admit it but there was a flare of excitement. He would be two hours from his family and have his own place where he couldn't be bothered. He wouldn't have to deal with working or worry about paying bills. But he hated that it came as a gift from his father. Matt chewed on his lip so hard he tasted the bitter taste of blood before he pushed out, "thank you," and turned to go upstairs. At the bottom of his steps his voice yelled again, "the deadline to acceptance into the university is next week. You'll send it in tomorrow." It wasn't a question, Matt knew. It was an order. "Okay," Matt mumbled as he stomped upstairs.
Tossing his bag on his bed, Matt grabbed his laptop and immediately started searching for 'spyware removal.' The thought had come to him on the last half of his ride home. He realized she probably had turned on a location sharing service on an app on his phone. He was always meticulous to keep them off, but to his surprise, all of them, when he checked, were still turned off. But she must have been tracking my phone somehow.
It took a few minutes, but he found an app online. After downloading it onto his phone, it stated it would take several minutes to scan his phone. He waited impatiently, laying on his bed until it finally vibrated. But it wasn't done. The vibration was a text.

Amy


'Hey, how was your trip?'


Matt


'Good. Just got back'


Amy


'You want to meet tomorrow?'

Matt was suspicious from the start of the conversation. It was odd for Amy to text him; she never had done that before. But more than that, he thought it best to avoid everyone at this point. If I have an apartment ready for me soon, maybe I can just avoid my family for the next week or so until I leave for it.

Matt


'I don't think so. Sorry. I've got a lot of things to get ready for school and stuff. Sorry.

An alert appeared on his screen and the spyware removal scan was completed.

'SPYWARE LOCATED'

"Fucking bitch!" Matt cursed to himself. He clicked the screen and had the spyware removed, then restarted his phone. He had no idea how she got it on his phone, so he even paid for a virus protection app to be installed now that he had removed the spyware. Then his phone vibrated again with another text.

Amy


'Meet me at my house. Tomorrow at noon.'

This wasn't a question, either. This was an order.
Chapter Three
Erica closed the door to her house. Her child in one arm and her purse in another. Stephanie looked at her phone and documented the time.
'Erica leaves the house with son - 10:02am'
Erica took a minute to get her child strapped into the car seat in the back, then tossed her purse in the passenger seat before backing out of their driveway. They lived in a very nice house. A good quiet looking neighborhood. Their grass was green and lush. The sidewalk from their front door was lined with beautiful red and blue flowers and freshly poured mulch. Stephanie had watched their hired landscapers do the work.
'Landscapers-Fresh Green at house - 7:00am-9:27am'
Stephanie had pulled up to the house at 6:00am and begun her watch. It was Friday morning so had thought she would see her husband Jordan leave and Erica would stay behind with the kid but apparently not. From social media, Stephanie knew Jordan worked as a 'risk management consultant,' and he owned his own business, which means maybe he set his own hours. Judging by the gargantuan three-story house, Stephanie imagined he was quite successful at what he does.
Thankfully for Stephanie, she had waited to make her move because at 10:18am another car pulled into the driveway. This time a young, attractive girl that wasn't Erica got out and went inside the house. No knocking. No hesitation. Stephanie smirked to herself. She took video of the entire approach. Holding her phone steady on her dash, she videoed the car parking and the mini skirt wearing woman exited the car and walked inside. She made sure to get a closeup of the license plate and make and model.
'Affair #1 - 10:18am - '
Her fingers tapped away on her steering wheel as she waited. After had been possibly found by Matt, Stephanie didn't think to do any more than run. She ran wildly through the woods in the dark. Thin leaved branches smacking her in the chest and face as she sprinted. Having made the trip enough over the week that she knew the path by heart. She made it back to the community center building parking lot and into her car and just panted.
There were no hunting dogs coming after her. Spotlights didn't flood the roads. Police sirens couldn't be heard in the distance. All the absurd reactions she felt should happen from Matt spotting her were, of course, not happening. Maybe Matt didn't even really see me?
Instead of continuing her over reaction. Stephanie took the time to have a measured response. Catching her breath, she decided she had to go. It was too risky to hang around, and besides, Matt was coming home tomorrow. He would call her, no doubt, to ask about why she was outside his window.
But to her surprise, there was no phone call. No text or anything. This relaxed Stephanie some. Maybe he never actually saw me. Maybe he was staring at his reflection the whole time and me standing there was a coincidence.
It also irked her, though. All this time and they still haven't had a conversation- a real conversation about their relationship and her mother finding out about it. She opened her spyware monitoring app and saw that Matt still hadn't moved from his house. No one had texted or called him either. All Stephanie wanted was for Matt to seek Stephanie out and confess it all to her. Confess him sleeping with her mother and his other step sister. Confess his love for Stephanie and propose to her so they could live out their lives, married and together. Is that too much to ask?
Finally, the door opened, and Jordan's booty call walked out to her car.
'Affair #1 - 10:18am - 10:47am'
Stephanie photographed her exit thoroughly, as well. Stephanie was parked across the street from the house in a small cul-de-sac. She waited impatiently for another half hour for Jordan to leave the house, but he never did. It annoyed her to no end. This was never part of the plan. She wanted the house empty so she could go inside and do what she had to do. What she needed to do.
Hem-hawing over what to do next, she considered just leaving. Maybe coming back the next week when they have a more normal schedule. Jordan must've taken off work this week. Stephanie put her car into drive and eased into the street when she hit the brake again. She looked at her purse with the crinkled corner of the white sealed envelope sticking out. A crooked smile broke across her lips and she put the car back into park.
Fishing out of the messy floorboards behind her seat, Stephanie brushed aside crumpled papers, loose shoes, and a bookbag to find a small, hard makeup case. Opening her makeup case, she touched up her makeup, adding a small amount of lip gloss and eyeliner before giving herself a look over in the rearview mirror.
By the time Stephanie had put on makeup, removed her underwear, and was adjusting her tight top as she knocked on Jordan's front door, it had been nearly an hour since his last booty call had left. When Jordan answered the door, clearly already disturbed by the unexpected door ring, his expression quickly softened when he eyed Stephanie's body.
The t-shirt she wore was white and form fitting, with splashes of red and blue designs across the back. It felt ridiculous wearing it without a bra on, her plump perfectly round breasts pressed against the front highlighting her already excited nipples. Her blue short shorts crowded over the hump of her tight ass and tucked in between her thighs.
"Hi, I'm so sorry to bother you. I hope I didn't wake you," Stephanie pleaded. Jordan wasn't wearing a shirt and had a dark pair of pajama pants on. "My boyfriend- or ex-boyfriend, I should say, just kicked me out of his car right in the middle of the road. I was able to grab my purse, but my phone is still in the car. Could I use your phone?"
"Umm- uh, yeah, yeah. Sure," Jordan said, convincing himself before her. "Yeah, come on in."
"Oh my god, thank you so much. I'm Sara, by the way," Stephanie lied as she awkwardly shook his hand.
"Jordan," he said, guiding her into his house. She could tell he was sucking in his gut and flexing what little muscles he had. Jordan was actually not bad looking. His face was a bit gaunt and his chin jagged, but he had an okay body and nice skin. Although, his slicked back dark hair did make him look like a villain from an old school movie. "So he just left you in the middle of nowhere? Just like that."
"I know! But that's what I get for dating a boy, not a man. He was barely a college kid," Stephanie shrugged as she eyed the interior. It was a modern and stylish house. She could see a mantle filled with frame pictures in the living room where they wandered towards.
"So you're in college?" Jordan said as he guided her away from the family photos and towards the stairs.



"Yeah, but I'm sooo done dating college guys. They're like babies. This is a really nice house. Just you live here?"
"Yup, if you want to come upstairs my cell is up there." Stephanie followed him up the stairs and into his bedroom. The bed was a mess, with the covers tossed to the floor and pillows falling off the sides. Handing the phone to Stephanie, Jordan sat on the edge of the bed leaned back with his eyes not leaving her chest.
Stephanie looked down as if she just noticed he was staring at her. "Oh, I'm sorry if this bothers you. My bra's in my ex's car, too."
"Bother me? No. I love looking at a good pair of titties."
Stephanie forced a giggle and twisted in front of him like she was embarrassed. "Your ex sounds like a real douche bag. You shouldn't waste your time with guys like him."
"Ugh! I know. I wish I could find someone older, more mature."
"Why don't you have a seat?" Jordan tapped the bed's edge beside him playfully. Stephanie obliged. She couldn't believe how simple men were. It was times like this Stephanie felt her strongest. Wielding the effect she had on men sexually, it was like a superpower. She felt like she could take over the world. "I think you just found one..." Jordan said bluntly as his hand fumbled up and down her bare thigh. He plucked the phone out of her hand and tossed it beside him. "How about you stay here for a bit? Then I can give you a ride home. That way you don't have to call anyone?" His hand deftly rubbed between her thighs, pulling them open more.
"Mmm... sure," Stephanie smiled and leaned closer to him.
Jordan pushed his mouth on to Stephanie's. She tried to return the kiss he gave, but his lips were tough and his kiss was rough and mechanical. A hand grabbed her by the cheeks and pushed her back down on the bed. It was like being tackled by an animal. Jordan's hands rubbed across her chest, groping her breasts through her shirt, making them bounce and her nipples hard. He struggled to remove her shirt, and she worried he was about to tear it free when Stephanie pushed him back long enough to pull it off herself.
The look of awe and wonder on his face as he looked down upon her young, 19-year-old breasts made her glow and feel commanding in the moment. Quickly and frantically, Jordan turned his attention to her shorts. Like a spoiled child eager to see his next present, his fingers yanked at her waistband and picked at her button and zipper. Stephanie helped him with that as well.
Smooth skinned and perky breasts exposed, she turned over coyly for Jordan to see her plump apple butt. Jordan quickly had his pajama bottoms around his ankles and while standing at the base of his bed, he pulled on her hips to back towards him. She heard the tearing of plastic wrappings and looked back to see him pulling a condom over his hardening shaft. Rising to her hands and knees, Stephanie only had to wait to feel the familiar pressure as his shaft stabbed around until it found its way inside her.
"Oooohh fuck..." Stephanie cried out for him as he entered her. Jordan's fingers were like a lost spider doing circles on her body. With breathy grunts, he pumped away at her pussy with hard, jerky thrusts. Meanwhile, his hands would switch from pulling at her hips to smacking her ass, before reaching around to fondle her breasts and occasionally pulling at her hair.
The whole event only lasted a handful of minutes. Jordan's final pumps inside her seemed to take everything out of him as Jordan let out a loud groan and collapsed on her back when he came. Not that it mattered to Stephanie. In fact, she had hoped it would go quicker. She had no plans of cumming, and she was in no danger of doing so. The whole event was a crude eye opening experience as to how blessed she was that she would soon marry the man of her dreams, Matt.
"I'm going to take a quick shower, then I'll get you home, mmmkay?" Jordan had said as he walked into his master bathroom. Leaving Stephanie still lying on her face in his bed.
"Okay," was all she said. She stayed still until she heard the door close and the shower turn on. Jetting up on her feet, Stephanie remained naked as she looked around the room. There was modern and bland art hung on the walls. On dressers, there were old photos of Jordan and Erica from a time when they were happy. And more pictures of their child. A part of Stephanie wanted to just burn the whole house down at that moment.
Instead, she sat down at a desk in the corner of the room and stared into the vanity mirror that displayed against the wall. She smiled at how attractive she looked in the mirror. Her shoulders shook to give her breasts some motion, but then her eyes caught a glimpse of a small framed picture of Erica and her child on the table and the smile faded. It was quickly replaced with a souring disgust that boiled to a rage. Without thought, she snatched the small framed picture and threw it behind her. It smashed into the corner wall and with it, the glass shattered on the picture.
Stephanie froze, staring at the bathroom door and listened for any noise other than the shower. After a moment of hearing nothing, she grabbed her purse and quickly. Using a small portable picture printer, she printed several pictures off of her phone, then she took two notes she had written from her purse. On each side of the bed, there was a nightstand. One side had lotions, a small jewelry box, and a book. She took one of the notes and a few of the pictures and placed them in the book. Then she went to the other nightstand and in the drawer she put the other note and photos.
Quickly, she put on her clothes and went downstairs as she heard the shower turn off. Pulling her clothes on as she walked out the front door, Stephanie smiled. Fuck my stepbrother, I fuck your husband...
Chapter Four
"Sounds like it was a good little trip before college starts. I heard it's beautiful up there. I've never been." Amy spoke with a calmness that unsettled Matt. Not that he was the most comfortable and confident of men when he walked into her house this afternoon.
"It was relaxing. Maybe not the best time hanging with my family, but I made the most of it," he laughed uncomfortably.
"Who all went with you?" Amy asked so innocently it sent Matt on high alert. A voice inside him screamed that this was a trick question or a trap. Bait. But still he answered.
"My father, Tom, Sharon, my stepsister, Erica, and her husband and child. I hadn't spent much time with them till this weekend. It was nice," said Matt.
"Hmm, that's nice," Amy nodded her head. They sat on opposite couches in the living room. Matt immediately noticed the clothes she wore when he walked into her house that day. It was a dark gray suit with a sleek pencil skirt, her hair was pulled back into a neat ponytail, and she wore her thin reading glasses. He never saw her wear the glasses before, but it actually gave her an attractive appeal. Almost like a dirty librarian. But the suit she wore looked like armor on her. She saw on the edge of her seat like she could leap out and attack Matt at any moment.
"Yup... so... how have you been?" Asked Matt.
"When was the last time you were with my daughter?" Amy asked. Her words bladed as she glared at him.
"Ummm... like, when I was here. When I- you caught us... you know."
"Don't lie to me," Amy warned. "I know the answer to my question."
"I'm not lying. I haven't touched her or been with her since-"
"Then what about your little trip to Wisconsin? She didn't come with you?"
Matt went silent as he looked away. How am I getting yelled at for this woman's daughter stalking me?
"That is what I thought," Amy said. "I saw her credit card statement. She was charging at some resort in Wisconsin. For 5 days."
"5 days? She didn't come with us, but I saw her. She followed me there, I think." Matt pulled his phone out of his pocket. "I found spyware on my phone. She put it there. I don't know what she's seen or how long she's been following me."
Amy weighed his words carefully. He was surprised she didn't challenge him more than what she was. "You didn't speak to her at all?"
Matt shook his head. "I saw her outside my window one night. She was watching me."
Amy stood up and paced around the living room, hugging herself. Matt knew no more convincing was needed. She believed him. More than that, this did not surprise her about her daughter. It troubled her.
"I see..."
"Have you talked to her?" Matt asked.
"Not since she was here. She's as stubborn as I am," Amy said. "So, you have not slept with her?"
"No, not at all. I haven't even texted her in the over a week."
"Well, good. I've put a hold on her bank accounts and credit cards, so I'm sure she'll come talk to me soon enough. Until then, I'm glad I don't have to tell your father then," Amy said with a huff of relief as she turned to him. "But do remember. I will without a doubt tell your father if I you ever touch her again. Her education and future career is more important to me than anything else and I won't have a teenage boy, especially one related to my ex-husband, ruining all that with an accidental baby."
"I understand," said Matt with a dipped head. He felt like a boy in the principal's office again.
"Good," said Amy, with her hands on her hips. She looked at the small gold watch on her wrist. "Now I have to be back at work in 25 minutes, so let's get this over with."
With raised eyebrows, Matt asked, "get what over with."
"I'm not letting you, a horny teenage boy, leave here while my sexy teenage daughter is trying to sleep with you. Take your pants off, come on, hurry up." Amy was unbuttoning her blouse and removed her suit jacket.
Matt held up his hands and smiled, "Oh, ummm... you know, I'm okay, I think. I'm just trying to, you know, focus on college coming up and not think about- I don't- we don't need to-"
"Matt." Amy spoke sternly and directly as she approached. Her blouse was completely open, revealing her black bra beneath.
"Yeah?"
"I wasn't asking." Amy ran her fingers through his hair. "I can still tell your father, you know. He'd be pissed at me, but he'd probably kill you."
Matt mauled over the words briefly as he stared at the taut belly of Amy.
Matt extended his arms, and his hands grasped Amy's hips. His thumbs traversed the waistline of fabric where her skirt met her taut hips. Amy lowered her hand over his and guided it to a small zipper on the backside and she commanded, "unzip me."
Matt did as he was told and loosened the skirt from her body, then proceeded to inch the tight skirt over her round butt cheeks. Matt wasn't surprised this time to see she wasn't wearing any panties. She stepped her foot up to the arm of the couch to Matt's side and he saw her all bald pussy open for him. He went to touch it with his fingers, but she slapped them away. "Uh ah... mouth only."
There was a definite power shift from previous interactions between him and his stepmother and Matt wasn't sure if he liked it or not. As he extended his tongue and pierced her warm and deliciously wet pussy lips, he felt her hips bow forward and she pressed her pussy onto his face. It was déjà vu for him as this was how he first remembered seeing Amy as a sexual step mom. Her legs were open and his tongue was making long wet laps at her lips. Only this time his step mom's hands had a forceful way about them as they pulled on the back of his head. And her hips were rough as she ground on his tongue and chin.
"Mmmm good boy, ahh!" Amy moaned. "Lick that pussy. Lick it deeper!" She purred. Matt Pushed his mouth wide and shoved his tongue as far inside her pussy as he could drink as he made long licks inside her. He could feel the drips of juices falling down his chin and running the length of this neck. "Ohh fuck! Good boy... g-good boy mmmm... lick my clit now," Amy said breathlessly as she pushed her hands between Matt's lips and her. Separating her lips and pulling back just as Matt raised his tongue to his step mom's clit. With a warm wet lap, he could see a visible shiver run down Amy's Boyle's as the feeling overwhelmed her. "Shhhiiiit!"
Matt dug in deeper, licking harder and faster, with a furious frenzy. He stared up at the frozen expression on her face that was stuck between pain, shock, and pleasure. Her eyes closed and mouth hung open. Matt's lips nuzzled around the wet small nub as he let his tongue vibrate on her clit which woke her up, "oh fuck fuck fuck fuck- ahhhh!" Amy's hips bobbed and jetted wildly but Matt kept his lips locked to her until she gave into the pleasure and let out a high-pitched scream and he felt her juices flow from her pussy.
"Oh my- Jesus fucking..." Amy heaved as her thighs jiggled and bounced. "Oh my god.... good boy... good boy..."
Matt felt her hand peel his face away from her pussy lips. Before he had a chance to wipe his face dry, Amy had him pressed against the back of the couch with her thighs on both sides of his hips. Her arms hung loosely around his neck, but her lips ravenously kissed him. Her tongue moving down his chin to his neck while grinding loosely on his lap.
Suddenly, as if an alarm had gone off, Amy sat up and looked at the watch on her wrist again, then looked back at Matt. "Undo your pants." Matt must've hesitated a moment too long because she followed it up with. "Now. Hurry up."
Matt did as he was told and undid his belt, and when he got the button off, Amy took over. She yanked the zipper down and fished his semi hard cock out from under his boxers. The warm pre-cum leaked into her palm as she reverse stroked him hard. Amy's mouth hung over Matt's face as she worked. He could feel the hot pants of her breath on his cheek and ear. Her full breasts, still restrained behind her black lacy bra, pressed into his chin as Matt flexed into her hand. His eyes staring at the tattoos she wore on her cleavage and across her stomach.
Almost unexpectedly from how smooth and quickly she did it, Matt felt his cock leave, the cold hard palm of hers sliding into her warm and soft pussy. Her pussy lips surrounded and stroked his shaft as she began roughly riding him instantly.
"Ughh..." she groaned with her eyes closed. Her hands not even touching Matt, they grabbed the back of the couch as she fucked him. With closed eyes, her ass popped up and down on his shaft. She let out a small squeak of a moan with every lowering of her hips.
Matt's hands cupped at her hips; his fingers dug into her ass cheeks as she forced herself down on him. Her moans turned to cries as she leaned back briefly, still being bounced up and down by Matt's thrusting hips and undid her bra. Amy's gorgeous breasts bounced freely between them. Her nipples were hard and pointed. She adjusted her glasses and ground her ass into Matt's lap as he thrusted.
"Grab my tits- mmmm! Fuck, grab my tits baby," Amy cried. Matt's hands cupped them, feeling the hard nipples on his palm. "Ahhh! Yes!"
Matt pumped into her and felt himself nearing the edge. As if she sensed it, she cried out, "cum inside me. Fuck me, fucking cum inside, baby. Cum inside your step mom's pussy."
"Ugh," Matt groaned as he squeezed her breasts, mashing them into her chest as she bit her lip hard. Crying out as she groaned, Amy's eyes rolled to the back as she went limp in Matt's lap as he shot his string of hot cum deep inside her.
It was little more than a moment before she rested in his lamp before climbing off of him. His cock still flexed in the cold air as she pulled on her clothes. A sight Matt was all too familiar with by now. Amy didn't even look at Matt when she was finally dressed. She simply left the house, got in her car, and drove back to work without a word. She left Matt sitting in her living room like a used sex toy she was done with, for now.
Chapter Five
Matt returned home from Amy's, exhausted. He sat in his car with the engine turned off for several minutes, just staring at his steering wheel. It seemed no matter which way he turned or what he did, even if it was the right thing, he was trapped. Like he was on a set of train tracks headed for an inevitable explosion that he was going to be in the middle of. He looked down at the phone in his lap. Part of him wanted to just send out a mass text to his entire family, admitting everything and just getting it over with. The joy and excitement of it all had quickly faded over the past few weeks.
Matt trudged inside his house with a deep sigh. He must've entered quietly, as he heard Sharon speaking quite openly to someone. "There were pictures of the slut, too? Read me the note. Exactly what it said."
Matt moved to the edge of the kitchen but didn't go inside. Instead, he listened from behind the wall at what she said. He had never heard Sharon speak so- vulgar.
"I can't believe that, that's fucking crazy." She said, "is it the same girl? The girl in the picture left for you and the ones you saw on his phone? ... I know, I know it's scary. It wasn't signed or anything? ...S... just S?"
Matt heard Sharon get up and start walking towards the entryway where he stood, and Matt quickly cleared his throat and walked into the kitchen casually.
"Oh, hey, I'll call you back in a bit," said Sharon as she hung up her phone call. "Hey, Matt how are you doing?"
"Good. Tired. Who was on the phone?"
"Oh, that was Erica. She was... just asking if we had as many mosquito bites as she did. Do you need any ointment for yours?"
"No, I should be fine," Matt said as he went upstairs.
Sometimes he wondered if he knew his step mother Sharon at all. She was very much guarded in how she acted around both Matt and his father. Always a polite facade put on, but the longer he knew her, the more complicated and mischievous she seemed.
Matt sat at his desk for some time with his laptop open. He watched the battery level tick away a percentage point at a time while he stared at the website home screen of Indiana State University. Matt's finger brushed back and forth on the keyboard in a daze. He had to send an acceptance letter to the registrar's office along with several documents his father and he had signed to finish the acceptance process. He was afraid to begin pressing any of the keys. In his mind, Matt could see his life playing out just as his father had planned. He would go to school in the fall and winter and spend the summer interning with his father's company or at law firms. He'd spend the next four years studying pre-law and three more in law school, only to graduate with a massive debt.
The debt, of course, would be paid off by his father as long as Matt continued to marry who his father liked and worked and lived where his father chose. By the time his father would pass, Matt would be an old man. With a wife and kids and a stressful job that made him just as bitter as Matt's own father. Having lived his whole life in the shadow of a jerk, he would become the jerk he hated. And it all would begin with a simple click of his laptop and a sending of an email.
Matt checked his
Matt sighed, "fuck it." Matt's fingers clicked away as he bit the bullet and attached all the related documents to an email and sent it off to Indiana State's admissions office. He figured it would take a week to process, but then he would be sent login information to choose his class load for the fall. "And so it begins..."
"Matt. Matt?" Sharon's voice called up to him from the base of the stairs.
"Yeah?"
"You've got a visitor. It's Stephanie," Sharon said with an edge to her voice.
Chapter Six
Panic arose inside Stephanie as she drove towards Matt's house. She didn't know if he was there or not, and she didn't like that. It had been two days since she had received an update from Matt's phone, whether he was texting, calling, or traveling. This meant either his phone was turned off for two days or he found out about the spyware she had installed on his phone and removed it.



Stephanie thought she had a decent plan if he did confront her about the spyware, but that didn't mean she was thrilled to be driving towards this conversation. It didn't matter. She couldn't put it off any longer. Or rather, she couldn't let Matt avoid her any longer. In the two weeks since they'd last been together, Matt had slept with her mom and Matt's other step sister. If she allowed any more time or people to come between them, he might lose interest in her and that could not happen.
There was a hard ball of nervous tension in her belly when she knocked on the door. Stephanie had never been over at Matt's house with his other step family. It had been years since she'd seen his dad and she'd never met Matt's new step mom.
"Hi, can I help you?" The woman said when she opened the door. She was pretty, with flowing hair and an hourglass figure. She assumed she was his step mom.
"Yes, hi- um, I'm here to see Matt?" Stephanie said.
"Oh, okay. Are you a friend from school or-"
"No, I'm his step sister, Stephanie," she said with a bright smile.
"Oh! Hi!" she announced with a hardy introduction and shook Stephanie's hand. "I've wanted to meet you for some time now. I'm Sharon. I'm so glad Matt, you have been hanging out so much. It's great that you guys are close like that."
Stephanie agreed and smiled, but part of her questioned Sharon's sincerity. Nervously, she scratched at her neck and other itches on her arms. Expecting she was going to meet Sharon on this voyage, Stephanie dressed more mundanely than she liked. A pair of skinny jeans and a crop top t-shirt. "Yeah, well... I heard you guys were back from your vacation and thought I'd just stop by to say 'hey'" Stephanie smiled.
"Sure sure, come in, I'll get him," Sharon moved around the corner to the base of the stairs and stairs where she yelled. "Matt! You have a visitor. It's Stephanie," said Sharon, turning back to Stephanie. As Stephanie scurried for the stairs, she felt Sharon's eyes on her. "Ooo, lot of mosquito bites there. I've got some ointment for you if you like."
Stephanie froze halfway up the stair and felt her stomach drop from under her. Her neck and upper arms were covered in red bumps from her time spent lurking in the woods watching Matt in Wisconsin. She tried to return to acting naturally, but it was too late, she knew. If Sharon was probing her, then Stephanie just showed her hand. "Oh, these? They're nothing. I'm fine. Thanks though." Stephanie answered in stride and disappeared upstairs without another word.
Stephanie peaked inside two other spare bedrooms that looked untouched and smelled like dusty, stale air. She quickly shut those doors and found Matt in his messy bedroom, sitting behind a computer desk in the corner. The nervous and inquisitive expression on his face gave Stephanie a boost of confidence at being there. She knew the key to fixing everything was keeping control of the conversation right now.
"Hey there, cutie," Stephanie whispered with a smile as she closed the door behind her. She walked up to him and saw him tense. She decided not to try to kiss her step brother but instead just hung over his shoulder looking at what he was working on. "Indiana State? So it's for sure then? You sent everything into admissions?"
"Uhh yup, yeah, it's official. Just did it in fact. And I even got an apartment too. So, a lot's happening." Matt ruined his hands across his thighs.
"That's awesome! I'm excited. What apartment complex is it?" Stephanie backed away and half laid on his bed nearby.
"Umm I'm not sure... Winden Bird Apartments? Something like that."
"Oooo fancy."
"Yeah?"
"Oh yeah," Stephanie nodded. "That's like the nicest complex on campus. Plus, it's only a 10-minute walk from my place."
Matt made a stale face. It was like he was trying to harden his expression at what came next. With a great sigh, he closed the folder on his desk and looked at the phone beside the folder. Stephanie Luke felt the fight coming. The accusations forming, the anger building, it was all slipping through her fingers before it even began.
"I know you saw me at the cabin in Wisconsin," Stephanie blurted out. Her face became pouty as she made herself small. "That's why I'm here now. I came because j in wanted to apologize. I didn't realize how creepy it seemed until afterwards."
"So it was you that put the spyware on my phone," Matt said with rejuvenated confidence. There was a release of relief that she made the correct gamble in assuming he found out about the spyware.
"Yeah, but I didn't really think it was spyware or anything. I just found it on the internet. I wanted to surprise you. I- it's stupid. I'm sorry."
"What do you mean, surprise me? How'd you get it on my phone?" Matt's voice sounded more curious than angry, which she took as a win in this little dance they did.
"Well, you know, when you left on vacation, I thought how cool it would be to surprise you up there, because I knew you weren't looking forward to it. And I didn't want to follow you like a stalker so I thought if I just had this thing on your phone I could find out where you were and the last day I was going to surprise you. Knock on your window- like I said, it sounded romantic when I first thought of it. It didn't sound creepy until afterwards." Stephanie smiled innocently.
"And when did you put it on my phone?"
"You know that last text I sent the day before you left? It was attached to that. I'm sorry I know it was wrong, and I got my punishment. You deserve so much better. And I guess you found it," Stephanie forced herself to slowly crack, then break into tears suddenly. Burying her face in her hands as she did. Everything rides at this moment, she knew. If he didn't feel guilty and sad, she would have lost. If he didn't apologize to her, there was little hope for Stephanie's dream relationship.
Stephanie was careful not to overdo it. She sniffled and dabbed at her tears hopelessly for a long moment before she felt Matt's warm hand rub on her back. "Hey, don't do- I'm sorry, okay, I'm sorry about everything. I should never had-"
Stephanie curled into Matt's arms, and she held him tightly. His arms felt so good. It was like lying in her own bed. His neck smelled so familiar. It brought a warmness to her heart. "Don't be sorry. I'm the one that should be sorry. I'm so sorry my stupid mom walked in on us like that. Ugh, it will never happen again." Stephanie cleared her throat and slowed her tears as her nose nuzzled against his neck. She could feel his hesitation. He still hadn't confessed he had sex with her mom, and Stephanie didn't let him know that she knew.
"Stephanie, I- I talked to your mom, Amy." Matt struggled with his words. "I promised her I wouldn't see you any more or anything. And she has a point. It's way too risky. I mean, what if your roommates or friends at your college walked in on us that night?"
Stephanie pulled away, shaking her head free of his worries. "I don't care about any of that. We're both adults. We've lived so many years under the thumbs of our stupid fucking parents for all our lives. We can finally be free. We can be together."
"But what about money to pay for everything? Your mom and my dad pay for all of our bills. What do we do when they cut us off?"
Stephanie rolled her eyes, and half laughed. "My mom would never cut me off and besides, if we have each other, we can make it work."
Matt seemed unsure of himself. Uncomfortable and lost. Stephanie didn't like seeing him like this. She wanted him to be her king. But she would have to guide him if he was to get there. Matt sat slumped on the edge of the bed with his hands clasped in his lap. His eyes staring at the floor. Stephanie leaned in cupping his cheek with one hand as she nuzzled the other with her cheek. Kissing his neck and cheek. Coaxing him to life. Slowly, her lips found his and her gentle kisses brought his head up as her tongue slowly slid into his mouth.
It took longer than Stephanie expected, but soon his hands were out grasping her hips and cheek and she was climbing on top of Matt as he fell backwards on the bed. Stephanie slowly climbed on top of him, straddling his hips as she pressed down into him. She kissed him, slow and hard. Her hair fell around her face and he was framing their kiss as she slowly ground on top of him.
She took her time making out with him and his hands tenderly traced her thighs and lower back. After a time, she stood up to remove her tight jeans and Matt, almost in a trance, just watched from his back as she stripped down to nothing. Immediately, Stephanie went to work undoing and pulling down Matt's pants to free his cock, and Matt's hand continued to brush hair from her face and gently cup her cheek as she took his shaft in her mouth.
Stephanie thought for a moment that he was stoned at how... disinterested he was with everything, but once she began to go down on his hard cock with her sloppy wet lips. He began to moan, and Stephanie could feel pussy moisten for more. His firm cock flexed inside her mouth and she released a long hum of a put as she sucked on her stepbrother's cock. Excitement jolted through her body. It had been so long since she had gotten to taste his precum and feel it coat her tongue as she gagged herself with his shaft.
Her one hand that held her loose hair to one side and out of the way was freed when Matt took over pulling her hair back by the fist load. Stephanie thanked him by deep throating his cock so deep and so long she felt tears forming in the corners of her eyes. When she pulled free, she cried out and gasped for air as strings of messy spit dropped down to the head of his cock.
Once she regained her breath, Stephanie pushed back down his shaft again, gagging herself, groping her breasts as she pulled off him. Over and over again, she repeated this until Matt groaned. When she was finally satisfied with her work, Stephanie climbed on top of him and, almost doing the splits on hard body, she lowered her young taut body down on him. His throbbing cock pushed inside her pussy lips.
"Ohhh fuck," Stephanie moaned and immediately clapped a hand over her mouth, remembering his other step mother was just downstairs. Her abs flexed as she forced her hips down on his cock and back up. Her eyebrows bounced high as the pleasure radiating from her sex. She could cum right then and there and be happy. Just feeling her step brother back inside her felt right. It made her feel complete. "Mmmm... fuck..."
Stephanie began to ride him just as Matt started to buck his hips. He did it so hard and rough, Stephanie fought to keep from screaming. Matt's fingertips dig into her hips as he forced fuck deep inside her. She had to push both her hands over her mouth as she squealed a helpless cry.
His thrusts became so hard and sustained that her hands had to fall to his flexed chest and rippled abs to keep from falling over. Her pussy was stretched and raw. Stephanie's breasts bounced wildly, clapping from each other to back down to her chest. She felt the orgasm building inside her, catching in her throat. Silently her lips mouth the words, "oh. My. God. Oh. My. Fucking. God!"
Suddenly, Matt's hands dug into her round ass cheeks and rammed her ass down on him as he groaned. With little more than a squeak, Stephanie cried out, "yes. Yes. Yes. Cum inside me, cum inside me!"
At the release of the words, Stephanie's body went still and her vocal cords contracted as she came so hard on her stepbrother's cock she thought she might pass out. Her entire body shook and trembled as no breath could leave or enter her lungs until the peak passed. All at once Stephanie's body went limp, and she gasped for air. She could feel Matt's cock continue to flex and hoot his cum into his sister's pussy lips.
A shutter flowed through her body as she laid curled up in the hard chest of her stepbrother. Déjà vu struck her as she recalled the middle of the night sex she had with Matt on the night of the party. Time flowed past them unnoticed. Stephanie was so comfortable she even began to drift into the reaches of sleep while naked in Matt's lap. Matt did fall asleep, she thought, until his stepmother's voice could be heard.
"Hey Matt, dinner's almost ready if you and Stephanie want any!" Sharon yelled from the base of the stairs.
"Mmm kay," Matt mumbled as he woke.
"Mmmm... I should get going," Stephanie stretched on top of him. "See you this weekend, though?"
Matt nodded with a smile. Stephanie stood and got dressed. "Hey, Steph... do me a favor and don't tell your mom about this."
Adjusting her shirt, she gave Matt a wink, "it's our little secret." She managed to sneak out of the house without seeing Sharon again. Stephanie figures she dodged enough bullets for one day. Driving back to campus for the day, Stephanie stopped for gas as she was near empty. Overall, she was pleased with her relationship with Matt. There were still several bumps in the road to come, her mother one of them, but Stephanie felt confident she could keep Matt on her leash.
'Declined'
The card reader on the gas pump read. Stephanie looked down to make sure she didn't use her credit card which her mom had put a hold on previously. No, it's my debit card. She ran it through the machine again.

'Declined - see cashier'

Stephanie smacked the side of the pump hard. "That fucking bitch put a hold on my debit card, too!"
Chapter Seven
Matt laid on his bed for several minutes after Stephanie had left. His dick out and a mix of his and cum still drying on his curved limp shaft, Matt tucked his hands behind his head and stared at the ceiling while his mind wandered. He let his thoughts go back two months ago. Before he had slept with Erica, Amy, and Stephanie.
When he was just a lost and disgraced high school graduate who was just a disappointment at being rejected by football recruiters. Back then, he was desperate to feel a connection with someone. He remembered the feeling he felt when he saw Stephanie again for the first time in a year. Sure, he was horny and turned on by the way she looked, but more than that he felt... safe. He felt not alone for the first time in a long time.
He almost had to laugh now. Back then, if he could imagine his sex crazed life now, he would say it's too good to be real. His life was about as close to a porno as a man could get. Especially since he just had sex with a mother and daughter on the same day. Matt shook his head. All these women wanted to be with me. All these women wanting to fuck me. Then why do I feel so alone?
"Hey, Matt, are you coming down for dinner or-" Sharon's voice entered his room with the turn of a door handle. A jolt of adrenaline shot through Matt to cover himself with a blanket beside him just as her head popped in. "Oh, um- I'm- sorry." Sharon apologized as she retreated from his room. She closed the door and disappeared back downstairs in awkward silence.
"Fucking awesome," Matt groaned to himself. Matt pulled up his boxers and pants and with a heavy sigh, he sat down back at his desk. I'm definitely going to need to avoid her for the foreseeable future now.
Matt smiled and picked up his phone to text Adam, one of his football teammates. He realized he hadn't heard from him in weeks, which was unusual. A sudden urge to be around his friends overwhelmed him. Adam would definitely get a kick out of what just happened.
But when Matt hit send, an error message appeared on his screen.

'Cannot text a person you have blocked.'

Matt furrowed his brow. I never blocked Adam. I've never blocked anyone.
Matt clicked on his block list and saw 30 or more names blocked. "What the fuck?" Matt went down the list, unblocking them all. Before his mind could even finish questioning how they all were blocked, he already knew the answer. "That fucking piece-"
He thought about how alone he felt these past weeks and how Stephanie had orchestrated it. She had blocked his contacts so only she could talk to him. She had followed him for who knows how long. Matt questioned if he even really knew what kind of person she was. He never thought of her as manipulative or controlling or creepy, even. But all those traits were becoming a reality.
Matt clicked his laptop and pulled up his savings account online. $3,753.23. That was how much money I have in my name... It seemed so small compared to his needs of going to college. The majority came from summer jobs working in a warehouse. If anything, it solidified the choices he had made in his mind.
His phone vibrated. First time in weeks it's not Stephanie...

'Football Josh'


"Hey what's up, man? Long time." Matt answered his phone.

"Holy shit, it's you- dude. Where the fuck have you been? The whole team's been freaking out trying to get ahold of you." Josh's voice was more serious sounding than normal. He typically was a goofy guy.
"Yeah, I'm sorry, man. I was on this stupid camping trip last week and someone blocked a bunch-"
"Never mind that," Josh interrupted. "This bad chick has been looking for you. She called a bunch of us on the team trying to get ahold of you. She even stopped by some of our houses last week looking for you."
Matt sighed, already knowing this girl was Stephanie and not knowing how he'd explain to his friends that his hot, step sister was stalking him. "Was her name Stephanie?" Matt asked, annoyed.
"Na, man. It was Jessica. She was with Tampa University athletics and she wants to meet with you."
Chapter Eight
"You're a hard man to track down," the woman said with a smile.
"Me? Yeah, it's been an um- strange few weeks for me," Matt said with a polite smile. He sipped his coffee and tried not to sneer at the taste. When he met the woman at the coffee shop this morning, they shook hands and she introduced herself as Jessica Wells. She was a thin woman with an athletic body and her blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. She said on the phone that she was an athletic and recruitment assistant at Tampa University. This surprised him for two reasons. One recruiting for this year's athletics was long done, and they had already rejected Matt from his football possibilities there. And two, because Jessica was quite young looking. If she was 22 years old, he would be surprised.
Normally, when meeting someone for coffee Matt would always get a fruity drink or drink just water, but Matt didn't want to appear childish in front of Jessica and ordered a coffee and forced it down his throat.
"Oh yes, I remember my senior year of summer after high school- or rather, I don't really remember?" Jessica laughed, and Matt nodded. It was raining outside the coffee shop that morning. An overcast gray and black muted the morning sun and made Matt glad he was indoors. "Well, I'm sure you're wondering why we I asked you here today..." Matt smiled and gave a nod. "As you know, we unfortunately passed on you for recruitment. It was nothing personal. In fact, I spoke to several on the coaching staff and they all liked you quite a bit. You were a number one runner-up to be selected. Just a few of the other prospects had slightly better stats and performance on the football field."
Matt tried his best to keep an even and polite face. He wanted to find something in her words to be comforting or reassuring, but in reality, every word just made him feel more bitter. This painstaking conversation felt like a long breakup that just wouldn't end, when all he wanted to do is just move on with the rest of his life and forget about this.
"Yeah, I uh- I figured," Matt interjected. "I understand. I get it."
"Right, well," Jessica pulled out a thin manila folder from her open large brown purse. "We're about 6 weeks into our training camp this summer, and we've suffered quite a few setbacks. To name a few, a string of training injuries- torn ACL and broken wrist, have benched indefinitely some players. Then, two starters were hurt in a DUI car accident-"



"Jesus..." Matt shook his head.
"Yeah," Jessica made a knowing face. "And to top it all off, our star rookie running back- actually, the high school senior we selected over you, in fact, dropped out of camp unexpectedly two weeks ago to pursue the- and I'm not kidding- Amish lifestyle."
Both Matt and Jessica shared an absurd laugh at the randomness of the event and the ridiculous bad luck the Tampa football team was undergoing. It did feel satisfying that his replacement that effectively began his spiraling out of control this summer turned out to be a bad choice. Not much reveling to be had, as all that meant was no one won in the end.
"So, as you can imagine, there has been quite a bit of scrambling going on these past weeks. It has been all hands-on deck, so to speak. But Tampa would like to know if you would reconsider attending our university and playing some football?"
"Wow... I mean... wow..." it was all Matt could think to say in response. It was such an unexpected offer. He felt his palms get sweaty and a mix of emotion swell inside him. "That's- I'm just surprised. I didn't think colleges, you know, did this. So close to the start of the season."
"We usually don't. This is us adapting to a lot of misfortune to try to have our athletics program up on their feet for the fall."
"Well, I- I mean, I just sent in my paperwork for Indiana state, like 2 days ago so, I don't know if I can, you know... I'm kinda already committed."
Jessica nodded, chewing her lip some, "oh okay, that's a nice school. Could be fun. You playing any sports there? Or planning on it?"
"No, no... Tampa was kinda my only chance for that."
"Gotcha, you know what you're gunna major in?" Jessica took a sip of her coffee. Matt only shook his head helplessly. "How about a girlfriend? You have a girlfriend around here or going there?"
"Well, no not really," Matt laughed uncomfortably. He felt like he was interviewing for a job and was unprepared.
"Not really?" Jessica asked with a coy and curious smile. Matt just laughed as he thought of explaining or even what lie to say, but thankfully Jessica continued. "Look I get it. I'm like the queen of being a complicated mess. Especially before college, ugh." Jessica rolled her eyes as her hands put her body on display. Matt had his first chance to see the curves of her body. It was clear she worked out. A bit of her belly showed on her low-cut shirt and it was as taunt and tan as her arms and face. He imagined her a surfer in Tampa and he also imagine she would look amazing surfing in a two-piece bathing suit.
"Yeah, complicated mess. That's exactly my life right now." Matt rubbed his palms on his pants.
"Well, look, I won't try to hard sell you on this offer or anything. I know there's a lot of reasons for going to college near home. I'm sure you're close with your family and friends. You love the Chicago area like everyone does and probably hate the Florida heat."
Matt, in his mind, interrupted to say 'no' after every reason she thought he was staying at a school near home. Actually, every reason she listed for him was a good reason to go to Tampa.
"I don't- we don't typically make house calls like this. My office doesn't even know that I'm here actually," Jessica shrugged. "I'm actually from the South Bend area. I just drove up here to see my family a bit on vacation and felt like I should try to at least offer this to you."
"Wow, that was really nice of you. Why, though? I mean, like if you're not getting paid to be here..." Matt furrowed his brow.
Jessica made a face and bobbed her head from side to side as if measuring how much explanation she wanted to give Matt. "I once was kind of in a similar spot you were in," she admitted. "I played high school basketball and was pretty good. All-State. Even had Tampa recruiters come up here and check me out. But like they did for you, I got passed over for another girl who had a better free throw ratio. It hurt a lot. I know you understand that. I still went to Tampa and- don't get me wrong, I love my life now. You know, I just graduated and have a good job on the administrative side of things, and I can surf and travel all I want but, I never got a second chance to play."
Jessica had a flutter in her eyes, like emotion was creeping into them despite herself. "I mean, I know I never would have gone pro or anything. But my college years would have been drastically different had I played. When I heard the recruiter tried calling you and you weren't answering, then the office tried, and your phone wasn't connecting... I don't know. I looked at your file and just couldn't imagine if I was in your shoes and let a second chance pass me by because I didn't answer a phone call."
Matt watched Jessica struggle with this thought. It truly seemed to haunt her as she brushed something from her eyes. "I don't know. The more I thought about it, the more it bothered me. I'm sorry, I'm over here unloading my laundry on you." Jessica smiled and sniffled as she wiped her eyes again.
"No, no, it's actually refreshing to just have a- I don't know, normal conversation with a friend for a change," Matt smiled. Jessica seemed to perk up when Matt called her a friend, and Matt liked that.
"Well, this is my pitch," Stephanie said, taking a deep breath. "If you truly want to go to school in Indiana, then definitely do it. But if part of you wants this opportunity in Tampa, I think you should take it. We can't offer you a full scholarship, but we have this- it's called a working scholarship." Jessica opened the Manila folder in front of her and slid it in front of Matt to show him the one piece of paper inside it. "Assuming you keep above a 3.0 average, your first year 100% of your tuition is covered. Your second year, 50% is covered. Third, 25%. And Fourth, nothing is covered. You'd have to pay for room and board, too. It's not great, but it helps a lot."
Matt nodded, letting out a long sigh. "What do you think I should do?"
"Nuh uh, it's not that easy, friend." Jessica smiled and gathered her things. "It's got to be up to you. But I've gotta get going. I've got a date with a niece at the mall that I can't be late for. There's a number on the back of that paper. Give that a call by Friday if you decide to come back down to Florida with me." Jessica gave him a wink as she stood up.
"Is that your number?" Matt asked hopefully.
Jessica giggled and shook her head. "no," after thinking about it for a moment, she looked in her purse and pulled out a black pen and uncapped it with her teeth. Scribbling on the corner of the Manila folder, she wrote down a phone number underneath 'Jessica' and surrounded it with a very curvy heart shape. "That's my number."
Jessica has a hint of rosy red cheeks as she went to leave and Matt felt strangely calm considering he just asked for a gorgeous, 22-year-old woman's phone number and got it. A feat that would have had him a nervous stuttering wreck before summer.
"Hey, Jessica?" Matt asked before she was too far from the table. She stopped and turned back around. "Was it worth it? I mean, going to school so far from home, away from everyone. Was it, I don't know, hard?"
Jessica's bubbly smile dissipated as she took on a more thoughtful look. "It was one of the hardest things I've ever done," she admitted, then shrugged. "But becoming your own person is never easy."
Matt watched Jessica give him a nod and a smile before leaving.
Chapter Nine
Matt sat in his living room shrouded in the darkness. It was strange and new being in the living room. He honestly couldn't think of a time he had sat in here in the two years he's lived there. It felt nice being in such an open place for a change. Freeing. It's what he wanted. A change in venue to organize his thoughts and think through things clearly.
It was dark when he had gotten home from his meeting with Jessica. Sharon was often in bed early and his father was out of town on one of his business trips. By the time Matt sat down on the couch, he realized he'd forgotten to turn on the lights and just decided to leave them off.
Minutes turned into an hour as he just sat there, thinking. Matt visualized a white room with blinding light. And the only things in the room beside him were two lipstick red doors. The door on the left read 'Indiana State University' on a wooden placard and the door on the right read 'Tampa University.'
It was like an evil game show. He could not know what's on the other side of the door until he opened it, but once he did open it, he had to walk down it. There was no turning back. It made even this enormous living room feel claustrophobic. But the truth was, no matter how dramatic he acted or how much he struggled over this choice, in the back of his mind he had already made up his mind.
It was like his time spent grappling over his options was more for show. So five years from now, he could say he considered both paths carefully. In truth, it was a no-brainer. Getting the second chance offer from Tampa was nice- it was nice to be thought of and valued, even if he was a second choice, but going to school there was a world of unknowns. He knew no one there, except Jessica, who wasn't even a student. He would have no money. No job. He'd be completely on his own. Plus, there was no guarantee he could even play well enough to start, let alone stay on the team.
At least if he stayed here and went to Indiana State, he would save tens of thousands of dollars on school by having his dad pay for it. Things were familiar to him here. Staying was the safe decision.
When the lights clicked on, it startled Matt. He shielded his eyes until they adjusted to see his stepmother, Sharon, wobbling to the kitchen. She wore a black and pink lacing night gown that hung like a dress off of her thighs as she walked. She hadn't seen him yet and when she opened the kitchen trash, she lazily tossed an empty wine bottle into the trash, nearly missing. Sharon laughed by herself. Setting her wineglass on the counter, she had it all but full from another long pour of wine from a fresh bottle before she saw Matt.
"Oh, jeez-" Sharon did a double take at Matt sitting on the couch, then put her palm to her bare chest as she calmed herself. "Matt, you scared the shit outta me." She laughed.
"Sorry, I was just thinking over some things," said Matt.
"You too, huh?" Sharon said, taking a drink from her glass and nearly spilling it as she walked towards him. His step mom fell into the couch beside Matt. "What a shitty week, huh?"
Matt laughed at her vulgarity and how she was obviously drunk, which was a new sight for him. "Aren't they always," he said.
Sharon giggled at that as she took another long drink. "You betchya they are... What are you thinking about? Giiirls? Love?" Sharon batted her tipsy eyes at him mockingly. She crossed her legs, which only raised her dress higher on her thick thighs.
Matt smiled and shook his head. "No, not really, actually, just... I don't know... life. Decisions. I don't know... for an 18-year-old guy who's not really doing anything with my life, it sometimes feels like I've got the weight of the world on me... it's dumb I know..."
Sharon fell back onto the couch. Her plump breasts bounced in her revealing gown as her hair flowed over her shoulders. "Oh, to be young again. I remember when I had stupid problems, and they felt life altering at the time... I miss those days... try getting pregnant. How's that for weight on the shoulders?"
"Yeah, that's true," Matt agreed. "I just had this meeting with Tampa-"
"I know you fucked Stephanie today- oops! I meant had sex with," Sharon giggled to herself, covering her mouth. Matt went still as he felt a hot sting on the back of his neck. "You guys are crazy to think all that noise you're making doesn't come through downstairs. Just you wait till you have kids and see how little they get away with."
The silence hung between them for a moment before Sharon spoke. "Don't worry!" She shocked Matt's arm, nearly falling over as she did. "Relax. You two are adults. I'm not going today for anything. Honestly. It's not even their weird. Couple of horny teenagers locked in a room together. It's be weird if you guys weren't fucking. It's not till you get old like your dad that you stop wanting to fuck everything that moves."
Sharon stares across the room at nothing as she took another drink. "You probably heard us fighting a lot lately. He- we've been trying to get pregnant. It's important to him but... I don't think he can- not anymore. But he won't go get tested. He just blames me instead... doesn't help that he's barely interested in having sex. He does his few seconds then leaves me to my toys, hm."
Matt sat still as his step mother unloaded on him. The vast majority of the information she shared was not something he wanted to know, but he felt as though staying silent was the best choice here.
"I know- TMI," Sharon laughed, finishing her glass of wine and setting it down on the table beside her. "But hey, I saw your penis today, and I didn't ask to see that!" She blurted out, and Matt turned bright red and looked at her. She must've been even drunker than he thought. "Oh, stop. You have nothing to be embarrassed about. You were- are well equipped. Here, see we're even now." Sharon laughed as she adjusted her gown and randomly pulled it down to show her heavy breasts. Her nipples were hard and her plump tits swayed from side to side as she moved her shoulders before covering back up. She laughed, fanning her face. "Maybe I had a little much wine tonight."
"Just a little," Matt said, whatever he could to make the room feel less awkward.
"Oh, come on," Sharon said, scooting a little closer to him as she whispered in a not much quieter tone. "I know about you and Erica while on vacation."
This did catch Matt off guard. He never intended Sharon to find out he fucked her daughter, Erica. Just like he never planned on Stephanie to find out he fucked her mother, Amy. But surprisingly, and maybe it was the wine, but Sharon seemed pretty okay with what happened.
"You knew- you know?" Matt said.
"Hahaha, oh, the look on your face, sweetheart," Sharon giggled. "Wait till you're a parent. We always know. Like I know, you told Stephanie about you and Erica, didn't you? Yeah, Erica and I told each other everything and she told me someone left her a letter at her house."
"What?" Matt shook his head.
"Uh huh, but it's fine. I don't want to know more. Like I said, you're all a bunch of horny teens and I don't want to be involved- although I am kinda jealous." Sharon looked down at her smooth legs and shook her head. "What I wouldn't give to have someone to replace my vibrator..."
Matt shook his head and laughed internally to himself. Of all the sexual positions he imagined himself being in, sitting beside his quiet, polite, milf of a step mom was the least of them. Her words had become so familiar to him over the past weeks, he could hear the door opening for him to make a move on her. She wanted it. The way her fingertips danced across her cleavage, teasing him.
Matt knew just how much worse this could only be if he did touch her. Of the many things he had learned this summer, one was self-control, though.
"Well, I think I'm going to go to bed then," Matt said as he stood. "Have a goodnight." Matt was halfway to the stairs before a surprised and flustered Sharon spoke up.
"Matt, wait, just wait," she stood on wobbly legs. "I'm sorry for- I was just circling the problem that... I need your help. I need you to do something."
"What?"
"I know it's weird, or whatever, but there's a fertility clinic I've been looking into. I need you to come with me there tomorrow to give a sample," Sharon said.
"Why me? Why not get my dad?"
"I told you- he won't go or get checked out or nothing. I mean, if I get pregnant and the kid looks like you, he wouldn't suspect anything, you know? He made you, so... please? This is all I need from you, this one time, then I'll leave you alone," Sharon pleaded.
Leave me alone... need from you... all I need... leave me alone...
The words echoed from one side of his thoughts to the other. Lake a wave that continually crashed. Drowning him. Sinking him deeper into the dark depths of the water. Pulling him further into the trap.
Not even my step mother here even cares about me. She doesn't even want to help me decide on a college or cares where I go. She only wanted me to be her sperm donor. That's what this was. That's what all of this is. She wasn't comforting me by telling me she knew about Erica and Stephanie. She was blackmailing him.
Matt leaned his hand on the back of the second couch that was near the living room entrance. Shaking his head, he saw his life like an established and paved path through a dense forest. The black tar asphalt was as clear and prominent as his past mistakes and future direction.
His step mother stared at him hesitantly. Her fingers fumbling in front of her. Sharon's uncomfortableness with the odd request for her stepson to be her sperm donor was readily apparent. Sighing when she saw him shake his head, she started, "look if you don't want-"
Her words were abruptly stopped when she heard the noise Matt made. The slowly rising laughter that made his shoulders bounce and his hand cup his abs. The longer he laughed, the louder it became until Matt finally had to sit back down on the couch as Sharon joined in with a small giggle. "What? What's so funny?" She asked.
Matt took a long sigh as he wiped the tears from his eyes. "Oh, just everything," was all Matt said. "It's all just so funny."
"Okay..." Sharon smiled, shaking her head. "So, what do you think? Will you come with me tom-"
"Sure," Matt simply said. "But if you want it, you'll have to get it tonight." Matt stared at her with a confidence that wasn't there before.
"What?" Sharon crossed her arms and took a step back.
"You heard me," he smiled, leaning back in his seat. "Come over here for a second." Sharon did and stopped in front of him. The waving skirt of her nightgown brushing the tops of his knees. A curious hesitation in her expression. Matt leaned forward. "I've gone through this too many times, and am frankly kinda done playing these games. So I'll just say it. You've told me how you know I've slept with Erica and Stephanie. You walked in on me naked earlier. You showed me your breasts. If you want my sperm to impregnate you. You have to do it tonight."
Matt leaned back on the couch and undid his jeans. Sliding his jeans down his ankles, he left his boxers on. Sharon backed away, wide eyed and shocked. Her hand pressed to her bare chest. "Matt! I- I- no, we can't. I'm your mother- I mean stepmother, but still I've- we can't!"
"Okay," Matt shrugged. "If you don't want to that's fine..."
Sharon looked between him, the bulge in his boxers, and the floor several times, but didn't move. After several seconds, Matt shrugged and reached down for his pants and began to pull them up. "Wait," Sharon blurted out, taking a step nearer and holding out her hand. She clapped her hands against her thighs and took a deep breath. As if psyching herself up, she clasped her hands and sat next to her stepson on the couch. Her voluptuous hips brushed the thighs of Matt as she made an extra effort to make sure her gown covered as much as it could between her legs, but in doing so she pulled it lower on her cleavage which nearly caused her breasts to fall out altogether.
His step mother took her hand and carefully reached over and petted his bulge through Matt's boxers. Matt's limo shaft stirred instantly and grew half mass under his boxers and her palm cupped it up and down. Sharon's bottom lip was pushed to the side as she bit it. After a moment, she pulled the elastic band down under his balls and marveled at his thick, hard shaft. She shook her head. "This is so wrong," she whispered with her hands in her lap.



Matt brushed her long, flowing hair to the back behind her head and felt her warm cheek turn into his palm. She was flush, if not from the wine, then from the moment. The way she hummed at his touch and let him brush his thumb across her pouty lips made Matt wonder just how deprived his step mom was sexually.
"That's fine, we can stop," Matt said, but didn't move.
"Just... just..." Sharon blinked slowly in her drunken haze and let her words evaporate as she turned her body towards him on the couch. Her legs apart with one thigh bent on the couch, Matt could just barely see her white panties with aqua polka dots. Sharon's delicate hand went back to his thigh, as if stopping halfway to his shaft. She massaged his inner thighs with her fingers and fingernails. Sandwiching his hand against her cheek with the back of the couch, Matt continued to brush his thumb over her cheek and lips.
After a moment, she reached out and delicately grasped his shaft. Instantly, he stiffened in her palm. His step mom chewed on her lips as she stroked him gently. Her lips kissed his thumb, then his palm, then back to his thumb. Each kiss became wetter and more involved as her grip slowly became fuller around his thick shaft. About the time her lips took his thumb in her mouth, Sharon's thumb rubbed over the urethra of his cock, spreading his pre-cum over the head.
Her lips closed around the meat of his thumb as she slid up and down on it. Matt reached his other hand to her breasts. Through her gown, which was thinner than a bedsheet, his warm hand cupped her breast, feeling its weight and how soft it was. His step mom was startled but immediately hummed a disapproving moan with his thumb still in her lips.
When his index finger and thumb found her hard nipple and rolled it back and forth, pulling so slightly through her gown, only then did she begin to melt under his touch. Her mouth opened as she gasped, and she looked at Matt in surprised bliss. Her grip firmed on his shaft as her head fell to his shoulder and Matt knew she was his.
Chapter Ten
Matt could smell the familiar bubbly scent of his stepmother's conditioner as she pressed her forehead into Matt's shoulder. Her breathing became deeper and more labored as Matt continued to roll and pull on her nipple. He could feel Sharon's hot breath on his shoulder as she bit into it to release a high-pitched coo.
"Ohhh... god... this is so wrong..." Sharon groaned in an exhale.
Her hand stroked his shaft in long, messy and slow strokes. Her gown shrouded it as she leaned over him. Matt kisses her temple and down her cheek as his hand peeled her gown down and pulled her breast free. "Ohhh..." she leaned backwards in a sigh as Matt cupped her bare breast. Her eyes closed and mouth stuck open in shock, Matt moved his lips down to her exposed nipple. Licking from her under boob up and over her nipple, he wrapped his lips around her nipple and began to suck and flick his tongue over the hard nub.
"Ohhh, no... yes... yes, don't... no, this isn't right. Mmmm..." Sharon purred. Her words protested, but the eagerness that she stroked Matt's cock became apparent as he flexed back on her. Her thick thigh curled up and over his hips, so she was almost fully mounted on him. Matt felt fingers cup and dig into the back of his neck as she moaned. "Oh god... oh Jesus..."
Sharon aimed the head of his cock between her thighs. The pulsing bulb of his shaft dragged across his step mother's soaked panties. Every stroke she made on his shaft, she bounced lower on his shaft. Her warm, moist panties got stuffed between her aching lips.
"Nooo, god... I can- it feels so good- it shouldn't feel- oh my- yes... we shouldn't, Matt," his stepmother moaned. "Oh my god, we can't..."
The edge of her pussy rounded Matt's cock for too long. He slid his right hand down over and around the back side of her thick, round ass cheeks and he pulled a wad of her panties to the side. Like a dam breaking, with no fabric in the way, he felt the head of his shaft pop inside his step mother's pussy. Her warm wet insides welcoming and squeezing on the head of his cock.
"Oh, my god!" Sharon cried out as she leaned back. Her face stuck in perpetual shock. Her eyes were on the verge of rolling back in her head. Matt nearly came from how horny his step mom was and how good she felt on him. While his step mother was frozen, he pulled her gown up over her head and tossed it to the couch beside them. Sharon, in a daze, pulled her hair back and Matt saw her luscious thick tits with small faded stretch marks from when they fattened after having children. He flexed and his cock rose inside her and she clapped her hand over her mouth.
Matt's hands rubbed down her bare thighs and back up, cupping her hourglass hips as he began to thrust up into her. Slowly at first, then gradually faster. Sharon, silent with a hand over mouth, just nodded a pained expression at first, "yeah... yeah... yeah... oh my god... don't stop... don't..."
Matt's fingers dug into her hips as he pushed inside her, making her arms and thighs shake as her back stiffened. "Oh, godd!" Sharon's hands clapped to her mouth as she screamed, releasing a powerful orgasm on her stepson's cock. Her thighs jetted together as she rose and fell on Matt's lap before releasing a guttural gasp for air.
"Oh my god, honey," his stepmother panted. Her hands rested flat against Matt's chest as she hummed a coo, still feeling Matt's hard cock inside her. "Oh my- baby, you know what you just did? You just made your mother cum on your cock." Sharon half smiled while making a guilty look. "That's so wrong- hmm!" She sat back and felt more of his shaft push inside her, which made her close her eyes at the moment. "God, but you feel so good, baby..."
Through squinted eyes, she carefully raised and lowered on his shaft, hissing the lower she got on it. "Your cock... mmm... Ah... it's turning your step mom into such a slut." Sharon cupped her plump breasts and pressed them together. "You're such a dirty boy, aren't you?"
Matt bit his lip as he pulled on his stepmother's ass and pressed his cock deeper.
"Aahhh!" she cried out. Matt pulled out and bucked his hips back up, making her moan. "Oh god, don't- Matt." With his hands firmly locked on her hips, he bounced her on his cock as his cock slammed inside her wet pussy. Her tits clapped together heavily with each thrust. Her moans were powerful as she panted.
"Ugh!" Matt groaned, as he knew he was close. Sharon heard him and managed to focus herself for a moment.
"Ugh- fuck me, baby, fuck your dirty fucking mother's pussy!" Sharon cried. "Oh, god please cum inside me- please! Fill me up ohgodI'mcumming!"
Matt pulled her tight to him as he flexed deep inside his mother's pussy and shot his hot cum. The feel was overwhelming and dwarfed any orgasm he could remember as he pressed back into the couch.
"Ohhh my... yesss... I feel you inside me, baby. No no, don't move, baby." Sharon said, as stopped Matt from trying to stand. She raised off him slowly, letting his limp cock fall from her pussy as she lowered her mouth to his. Giving him a long, deep kiss, she released a light moan. "No, not yet. Don't move. I want more." Sharon purred, raising off of Matt's lap. "You made your mommy this slut, now you have to satisfy her."
Sharon slid between her stepson's legs as she kneeled on the floor. Her hand wrapped around his limp shaft and stroked the length of it. Even soft, it looked thick and long in her dainty hand. "Mmmm... tiki don't know how many times I've fantasized about this," Sharon sighed. "God, I feel so dirty, but I can't stop myself- I need you hard, again. Mommy needs you hard again. Hm? You like that, baby? You like mommy stroking your big fat dick?" Sharon bit her lip as she continued to stroke him.
"All those times I saw you staring at my tits in the kitchen- you like these mommy tits, huh?" Sharon held his shaft between her fat breasts and rubbed his shaft and balls against it as she pumped him. "Mmm... I can feel you getting harder. I can feel your fucking dick flexing in my hand. Is that what you like? Hearing about mommy getting wet for your cock. Can you believe mommy goes to sleep every night and fucks her pussy silly thinking of this cock. Mommy's cock."
Matt groaned as he watched his step mom push the soft head of his cock into her mouth. Her stern eyes stayed locked to his as she sucked his shaft, tonguing the head as she groaned. The more she hummed and the deeper she went on him, the farther apart her lips were spread as his shaft flexed in her mouth. She forced her lips up and down on him until he grunted, and she pulled her lips away messily.
"Mmmm fuck. I can't believe how big you are. Come with me. I want to fuck you in my bed."
Matt stood up, kicking off his boxers and jeans, and started to follow her to the bedroom. When they were passing the stairs, he decided that was far enough. Matt wasn't playing this game anymore. Matt grabbed ahold of his step mom's hips and she let out a startled sound as she abruptly fell into the stairs.
"Honey, what are you- why-" Sharon started, but Matt turned her over so she was kneeling on her hands and knees on the lower steps with her ass facing Matt. She felt his shaft rub against her ass and looked behind her wide eyed. "What are- are you going to fuck your mother right Here on the stairs?" Matt said nothing, but only lined the head of his cock up with the lips of her pussy as he pushed inside her.
"Ahhh oh fuck, Matthew!" Sharon screamed. Her pussy was so wet, it was unbelievable. Matt's hands gripped her fat round Ass as he shoved deeper inside her. His cock pumped in and out of her pussy as he watched the back of her head lull with every thrust. "Jesus Christ! Yes! Fuck your mommy's goddam cunt! Oh, my god! Don't be gentle with mommy. Fuck her hard. Fuck her like the slut she is, oh god!"
Matt could hear the clapping sound of their bodies colliding. Matt felt rejuvenated, having already came once. His shaft rock hard. He fucked his mom at a steady pace for minutes on end. "Oh gah fug me! I'm cumming!!" she screamed as her body seized and she pressed her forehead into the stairs ahead of her. But Matt didn't stop. The waves of euphoria and orgasms splashed over his step mom and Matt continued to fuck her pussy relentlessly.
Every muscle in his abs and back and arms flexed as he held his mother's limp and soft body up as her voice cracked as she moaned from her third and fourth orgasm. With her hair messy from an hour of sex and matted to her sweaty brow, Matt groaned as he felt himself nearing the edge.
"You want me to cum inside you, mom?" Matt grunted.
"Jesus Christ, yes! Fuck. Me. Impregnate mommy," Sharon cried. "Make me your slut. Cum inside your fucking slut. Cum- cum ahhh!"
Matt grabbed a lock full of her messy hair and pulled her head back with one hand while fucking her as hard and as fast as he could. "Yes! Oh fuck yes. Yes! Fuck me like a slut! Use me like a whore!"
Matt watched her fat ass jiggle with every thrust, like her thick tits bounced and clapped off another. Cramming his cock deep inside his step mom's cunt, he lost himself as he came.
Sharon's body seized as she screamed, "Jesus Christ- I'm cumming I'm - fuck I'mcummingimcumming! Ahhh!" Her legs spasmed as she screamed until her voice broke as Matt filled his step mom with his cum.
Sharon was a trembling mess lying on the stairs. She giggled and cooed while catching her breath. "That was so good. You were exactly what I needed." By the time she turned around, Matt had already zipped his pants back up. "We're going to make this a regular thing, you and I. I need more of this..."
Matt stepped up the stairs, walking around his stepmother's naked body. There was purpose and determination in each one of his steps. For the first time, he knew what he wanted. He knew what path he was to follow. And most importantly, he was done just being someone who fulfilled the needs of others who just wished to use him.
"Matt. Matt?" Sharon called after her stepson as he went into his room, but the only reply she received was the sound of his door slamming shut.
Chapter Eleven
"You can't cancel all my credit cards and bank cards!" Stephanie shouted as soon as she saw her mother.
"And you can't ignore your mother forever," Amy said, sitting up from the kitchen stool where she sat. Stephanie knew this, of course. Avoiding her mother and this conversation was delaying the inevitable, but she had bigger things to worry about- like Matt. Now that those things were taken care of and her mother had become increasingly desperate by shutting down her accounts, the time was now.
Stephanie spent the entire ride over to her mother's house, psyching herself up. It was around noon on Saturday, so she thought her mother should be home right about now. She didn't know exactly what she was going to say, but she knew the general, 'fuck you,' theme she had planned. She can't decide what I'm going to do with my life and she's not going to decide who I'm with!
Amy motioned to the stool beside her. "Now I don't want to argue, but if you want to sit down, we can finally have a discussion-"
"No, I don't want to sit down!" Stephanie shouted. "I want my accounts reactivated. And I want you to stay out of my life forever!"
"Listen, I want to have a conversation with you and not a shouting match. I was wrong to yell at you like I did when I walked in on your brother and you-"
"Step. Brother," Stephanie emphasized. "And don't act so high and mighty. Like you are some moral authority, mom!"
"What are you talking about?" Amy asked.
"Not only did you fuck Tom, Matt's dad just for his money, you fucked Matt, too!" Stephanie shouted.
Amy retreated. She could see genuine shock and shame on her mother's face. Something she hadn't seen before. For once, it was Stephanie that was in control. Her mother's plan of trapping her wasn't going to work.
"I... I... I didn't know you knew about that," Amy said as she sat down on one of the stools. "I was doing it for you, though. You're too young to be doing this, Steph. Once you have your degree and a job, you can take more risks, but I'm not going to let you accidentally or purposefully get pregnant and drop out of school. And I'm definitely not going to let you get attached to that family. Think about it, if Matt got you pregnant, Tom, Matt's dad, would be in your life forever. You get that right. That piece of shit I divorced."
"You also married him! And I won't be attached to Tom. I'll be attached to his son, Matt! Who I love and he loves me, and we are going to be together forever!"
"Stephanie, you were tracking his phone. You followed him without him knowing to another state," Amy said. "That's not love. And he doesn't love you."
"You don't know that! You don't know anything!" Stephanie was becoming flustered. It was like his worst fears had gotten a voice of their own. Everything she worried about was coming to the forefront. "Matt- Matt loves me. I saw him this week and we- he's going to Indiana State and- and we're moving in together and he's going- we're going to get married."
"No, Stephanie, I won't-" Amy snapped.
"And- and I could already be pregnant! I was just at his house days ago and came inside me! Huh? Like that, mom!"
This took Amy off guard. Eyes wide with fury and her skin was hot with anger. "When? This week?"
"Yeah," Stephanie said with a smile. "Like two days ago. What do you think about that?" While Amy fumed over the news, Stephanie heard her phone make Matt's custom alert beep, to notify her that he had texted her. "In fact, that's him right now." Stephanie took out her phone and started reading the unusually long text from her stepbrother. The further down the message she read, the angrier she became.
Then Stephanie's mother's phone beeped as well. Stephanie ran to Amy's side and took her phone out of her mother's hand. It was a text from Matt. It was the same text from Matt.
"No no no!" Stephanie turned and ran out the door.
Her mother quickly followed. "Stephanie! Wait!"
Chapter Twelve
"Where is he? Is he here?" Stephanie shouted as she let herself into Matt's house. Sharon was on the phone with someone. She pointed at Stephanie and nodded her head.
"Nope, yup, that's her. That's her. She just walked in. Yeah," Sharon said, jabbing her finger at Stephanie. Sharon hung up the phone furiously. "Did you break into my daughter's house?!"
"Where's Matt? His car's not outside. He's not responding to texts."
Sharon grabbed Stephanie's arm and turned her around before she went up the stairs. "I'm talking to you!" Sharon shouted. "Erica just called me. She had found your note days ago about her cheating husband, but guess what? Her husband just found the note you left for him telling him that Erica slept with Matt!" Sharon pushed Stephanie's arm. "You ruined a marriage! They have a child!"
"Yeah, I did. You know why?" Stephanie screamed in Sharon's face. "Because your daughter is a slut! Matt is my boyfriend."
"He's your step brother!" Sharon yelled.
Amy barged through the front door, nearly hitting Sharon with the door. "Where is he?"
Sharon glared at Amy like a cougar protecting her turf. "What are you doing here?"
"Matt, where is he? You know he was fucking my daughter?" Amy sniped.
Stephanie yelled back at her, "you fucked him too!"
"What?" Sharon said and instantly began to blush.
"This is over," Amy yelled. "Tom, get your ass out here. I know you're here. I saw your stupid fucking car outside."
"What the hell is going on out here?" Matt's father, Tom, walked in from the living room. His tight white shirt stretched around his pot belly.
"Your son has been having sex with my daughter!" Amy pointed at Stephanie as she cursed.
"It's my body! I can do and have what I want with it." Stephanie yelled back.
The front door was still open, and Stephanie could see Erica storming towards it. Her voice was audible from outside. "You fucking bitch! You ruined my life!"
Stephanie saw the fury in Erica's eyes as she ran for the doorway and for the first time recognized that Erica was a larger and more intimidating woman than she was. Stephanie turned for the stairs and clamored up them. She heard the commotion below as others followed her.
"Erica, slow down," Sharon said.
"Matt, get down here!" Tom shouted as all of their footsteps thundered up the stairs.
Stephanie barged into Matt's room, only to see he was not there. His laptop, backpack, and all of his things were there, but he wasn't there. Instead, on the bed was a large mound of trash bags of clothes and random items like a snow scraper for a car or baseball uniform.
"Stay downstairs- Erica, no, listen to me," Sharon shouted down the stairs as the others came into Matt's room behind Stephanie. "Just stay downstairs. We're going to talk about this."
"I'm going to kill that fucking bitch!" Erica shouted from downstairs as she paced back and forth.
"Where's Matt? Where is that boy?" Tom's voice boomed over Stephanie's shoulder, eager to yell to himself.
"He- he should be here. I don't know where he could be," Sharon stuttered helplessly. Stephanie pulled out her phone and called Matt.
"And what are you doing here?" Tom shouted at Amy. "This isn't your home."
"I'm here to tell your son to stay away from my daughter," Amy sniped back.
There was a ringing in the room. It came from the foot of the bed near the pile of junk on the bed. Stephanie and the others walked towards it and found Matt's phone sitting upon a note that just four words written on it and Matt's signature.
'This is MY life and I'm going to live it.'
Chapter Thirteen
Matt looked down at his gray shirt that he wore and thumbed a torn patch of it near the neck. It was the largest of several holes formed in the used shirt he wore. Smiling to himself, he fingered the hole a few more times before leaving it be and rolled down the front seat windows. The fresh air whipped inside Matt's car rattling the black trash bag in the back seat filled with more used clothes, mostly workout clothes, he bought at second hand stores.



The open road as he drove south on I-65 approaching Kentucky felt like he was swimming into the open waters of the ocean already. A vast horizon ahead of him filled with clear skies and a blend of warm reds, cool blues, and gorgeous violets.
He had sent the same text to all the women in his 'family.' He took responsibility for his part in the mess he created, but blamed no one else. He told them all he was going to live his own life and be his own man and not to contact him. To his father, he sent a shorter text simply stating, 'keep your money.'
Matt palmed his new pay-as-you-go phone and held the single piece of paper against the steering wheel despite the wind so he could type the phone number that was written inside the heart shape. Smiling as he typed his text, he clicked, 'send' and set the phone down in his cup holder beside his bottle of water.

Matt


'Hey, Jessica. It's Matt from Chicago. Wanted you to be the first to know. Took ur advice. Heading to Florida now. Just wanted to say thx 4 caring enough to come in person to tell me.'

Only a few minutes passed before his phone buzzed in reply.

Jessica


'I'm so excited for you! A friend in admissions said they got your email and they're rushing your paperwork thru right now.'

Matt smiled at his phone and set it back down. Beside him in the passenger seat was an old refurbished laptop and some pens and paper he bought. Everything in the car was used and old but everything in the car, including the car, was bought with his earned money. His car was emptied out of anything that was bought with his dad's money. Down to his socks and a snow brush from his trunk for his car. New 'used' clothes. New 'used' backpack. New 'used' Matt.
The farther he drove away from the North, the further Matt felt from home, but the closer he felt to his life. Free from under his father's thumb, he felt as though he could breathe for the first time in a decade. But that freedom came with many costs and risks. Financial independence being one of them. Matt now lived without a home or family and with only little more than $3,400 to his name. He didn't know where he was going to sleep once he arrived in Tampa. He didn't know how he would do when he arrived at his first football practice on Monday. His path ahead would be hard, but it would be his to forge. He had made the decision to live the life of his own making. To be the man he wanted to become and not let others make the choices for him. It was a challenging path, but it was the challenge he drove towards.
Matt's phone buzzed again.

Jessica


'Oh and thx for caring enough to text me ;)'


Matt


'Haha np :)'


Jessica


':)'
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Chapter one
John
The tilted coffee table was flipped across the room as John let out a shout. He felt a tornado of rage whirl inside him like nothing he had ever felt before. Each thought of Marie pained him. He saw her blood on the bed and floor and felt physical at the thought of her in distress. Like the winds whipping inside him were filled with shards of glass, every thought of his sister screaming in pain cut a hole deeper inside him.
He stormed out of the room after swiping up every handful of dollars and change he could see and stuffed it in his pocket. In the pitch black of night, he stomped towards home. Towards the community. To the only place he knew. He didn't know how he would get there. He did not know what would happen once there. The community was miles upon miles away. John didn't care. He would walk day and night for weeks if need be to reach Marie.
The only thing he knew was he would get to Marie.
I will save Marie.
John had walked for hours before a yellow car pulled to the side of the road beside him. 'Taxi-Cab', the vehicle read. The driver was a heavyset man leaning out of his window.
"Hey man, you need a ride? This is the interstate. You don't want to be walking out here."
"You'd give me a ride anywhere?" John asked, exhaling several deep pants.
The driver snickered and shook his head. "I wouldn't say anywhere, but as long as the price is right."
"Price..." John dug in his pocket and pulled out the crumpled 5, 10, and 20 dollar bills he had wadded together. "How far west can you take me for this?"
"West?" The driver mauled over the amount of money with his eyes before saying. "Maybe an hour or so."
John dumped the money into the driver's hand and got into the back seat. The drive seemed like it paused time even though his mind raced. He wondered if she was alive or if she was alive, how had he hurt her? He could not have killed her. His father would be upset because of their defiance, but he was more upset about losing Marie after having already sold her in marriage. If he lost her and the sale fell through, he would be shamed in the community. That was the biggest insult he feared.
What tortures is she suffering for her betrayal? What fate have I subjected my stepsister to?
It was halfway through the night when the driver turned down his radio and spoke to John again.
"Hey, man. This is it. I drove an extra twenty minutes more because you seem like a good dude, but this is as far as I can take you."
John got out of the car and looked about. He recognized the farms and open fields, even at night. They were about fifteen miles from his community.
"Very well, thank you," John said.
"Good luck to you, man," the driver said before turning around on the country road.
John started at a brisk jog. A pace he could sustain for some time. He was not a man built for running long distances. Though his tall long limbs were good for runs, his bulky muscles built over years of tossing bales of hay and working the fields made him slow. His pace quickened the more his mind thought of Marie and the closer he got to her.
He would sprint for a half and mile then march for the other half, over and over until finally he neared home. The smells, the sounds, the sights... they were the same as he had felt his entire life. Birds chirped as darkness faded to morning, the sun rose. John's shirt was soaked through with sweat, but still he jogged. He jogged down the dirt path all the way to the front of his father's house. The house where his mother had died. The house he wished he never saw again.
Exhausted and near collapsing, John wheezed several deep breaths before shouting, "Father!" Staring at the quiet house as the morning light rose. "Father!!!"
There was motion inside the house, and the door opened. Only it wasn't father who came out, nor was it Marie. The man who stepped outside was Tom, Marie's betrothed. Followed by Tom's father, Gary. Then five other men from the community.
They walked down the stoop forming a wall in front of John.
"Where is... my father?" John gasped.
It was only then his father exited the house and from the front porch looked down on his disobedient son.
Chapter two
John
John stared at the men, who glared down at him. Their eyes were set and full of judgment. It did not matter to John. He was not here to placate these men nor their ways of life. He was here to get his sister back.
"Where is she?" John panted, his exhausted body struggling to recover from his all-night journey. His eyes darted from each man's face before him, but none replied. "Where is she? Where is Marie?"
When he looked up at his father, who stood on the porch, he saw the jagged look of the man's snarl. A man full of hatred and malice that had built up and consumed him after a lifetime. It was then in that moment that John questioned why he called this man father over so many years. His mind searched for a moment to call upon in his memories. Examples of love, affection, or warmth that he could cling to as reasons he should still call the man father but none came to him. The man was no more a father than a manager was at a factory.
Taking a step forward, he walked towards the house. If they would not produce her, John would find his sister and take her from here. It was Tom, Marie's betrothed, who shoved John backwards a step. Measuring the scowl in Tom's eye, John could tell they knew of their relationship. They knew his step sister was more than that to him now. And Tom didn't want the competition.
Tom swung a right hook at John. John ducked below the punch and shoved the boy backwards. He stumbled backwards and fell at the feet of his father. Gary grumbled a curse and, while John still stumbled off balance, struck a punch squarely in John's jaw.
The piercing strike jarred him and sent him falling into the dirt. Before he could get up, a kick from a third man struck his face and sent blood flowing from his nose.
"Ugh!" John flipped on his back and rolled to his side. Through blurry vision, John saw Tom swinging his foot at her face. He stumbled to his feet and felt weakness in his arms and legs, then felt Tom's boot hit his leg. Hands grabbed at his arms and around his chest. They were men from the community. Old men who had kept this community alive for decades. The kind of man John would become in thirty years if he stayed. The kind of man John's father expected him to become.
John felt his sweat-soaked shirt stretch to the limits as he used all his effort to pull from the hands. Using all his strength, he sent one man tumbling forward before Tom's punch connected with John's face. And again, he ate another punch.
"You think you can steal my bride?" Tom yelled as he wound up for a third strike. John snapped his hand loose and grabbed Tom's throat in one hand. Tom still threw the punch, but it landed like nothing against the taller man. Squeezing Tom's throat until his ferret face panicked and turned blue, John gritted his teeth and thought that he would never let go of this swine.
There was shouting all around John, hands clawed at him and swung punches at his face, but he ignored them all. Then there was a strike to his leg that seared pain through his knee and thigh. Gary had a long piece of wood in his hand and was winding up for a second swing. John released Tom and was thrown on to the ground while the boy wheezed for air.
John wouldn't get up from the ground and when he was moved he wouldn't remember how. The last thing he remembered was the dozens of strikes raining down on his arms, legs, and head as he tried to shield himself. It was his father who threw the last punch that sent him into unconsciousness.
He still hit as hard as John remembered.
Lights came and went as did consciousness as he was moved and dragged about. Darkness came again when the familiar smell of hay, dirt, and barn hit his nose. He heard doors closing and rusty metal locks clicking. This barn wasn't his father's, though. Everything hurt as he found consciousness slowly. But gentle hands found his cheeks. Through swollen and bruised eyes, John looked upon Marie's tearful face.
Chapter Three
John
"They came in so fast, I couldn't stop them," Marie had said later that night. She cleaned his wounds with a tear of fabric from her skirt and a bucket of water that was left for them. "There was a knock at the door. I was stupid not to use the peephole. I just thought it was you or something. "It was Gary, Tom, and... father."
"Blood..." John's mouth and tasted his own blood as he did. "There was blood in the hotel room."
Marie looked away. Saddened and ashamed, it seemed.
"It was Tom and... and father," Marie shook her head as if confused. "There's another side to that boy I hadn't seen before. He had a gripped throat and started choking me. I swung and tried to get free. We tipped over half the furniture fighting. His father pulled him off of me... I thought I was going to die... when father grabbed me by my hair I was so mad I spat in his face... that's when he gave me a bloody nose."
John opened his eyes enough to see through the moonlight the crusted blood around her nostrils and the bruising beneath her eye. John gritted his teeth at the sight. He knew he was a mess of injuries, but that was fine. He'd take any punishment as long as she did not.
"Did they tell you what they're going to do?" Marie asked with fear in her voice.
John only shook his head.
"This is Gary's barn. They're holding us here but I don't know... what... why they're holding us... what for..."
Once most of the blood was wiped away and cuts cleaned, John slipped away to sleep in the dirt with his sister clung to his side. Their bodies were each other's blankets.
Over the next few days, they were fed and watered, but were forced to remain in the barn. After a day of rest, John could begin moving around some but he immediately felt pain in his right leg where he had been hit with the block of wood. Marie begged him to sit still and wanted to care for him, but he kept his distance. He knew she'd be punished if they were caught together like before.
Days passed. John didn't know how many--he didn't keep track. He didn't want to. They kept Marie in, what John would come to learn was, Gary's barn. John didn't know the terminology the community elders used to make their evilness sound righteous, but he knew the truth of it. Marie was being held as a hostage while John learned his place, again. Every morning, the barn door would open and Tom and Gary were there to bring him to Tom's place.
John limped with a hitch in his step from his injuries. He was a beaten dog forced to mind his place. Forced to remember his place. He did much of the same manual labor he had done at his father's place only now he did it at Marie's soon to be husband's place. A penance for his attempt at stealing a woman that had already been sold. Under a watchful eye, he built a barn and additions to the house that Tom would soon be having his sister in.
It wasn't told explicitly, but John understood the arrangement he found himself in. If he continued to work and pay his penance in the form of labor, his step sister would continue to be fed, watered, bathed, and treated humanely in her captivity. Should he choose to struggle or refuse outright, then her treatment would change. John was no fool, nor was he averse to labor. In a way, this was the easiest way for him to comprehend.
My sweat and pain will buy her comfort and security. Life isn't easy, but at least I know my purpose. I know what I work for.
John returned to Gary's barn under guard. John limped inside as the sun set behind him. Gary had his double-barrel shotgun resting casually across his lap as his horse walked 20 paces behind him. John's eyes stayed low on the dirt as he slid the barn doors closed and entered the darkness. A few seconds later he heard the chains being locked outside, securing him inside after another day of labor.
"Eventually they are going to take me away," Marie spoke softly after a long silence. "I will be married off to Tom as father said."
John said nothing and drank from the jug of water they shared.
"Eventually, they will take you back to your father's house. Then you will eventually be sent off to marry some... some harlot. And that will be that..."
"You will be safe," John said. "That will be enough."
"Enough for who. Not for me. I'd rather be dead than..."
"What if death is the other option?" John asked.
"You've seen what they did to you--to me. These people, this place... it's not what we thought. I'd rather live a lifetime in hell than to watch you die... There's nothing else I can do. I'm not who you want me to be. I'm just not."
John laid on his back and when his sister neared his side, grabbing his arm. He turned his back to her as he rolled to his side. He couldn't deal with this. He couldn't be... he never could be what she needed.
John felt her soft body against his back. Her tiny arms wrapped around him. Without warning, her hand gripped his muscular arm before sliding down to his crotch. Rubbing his crotch up and down, he felt his cock stir. Without invitation or words, his sister undid his pants and slid her hand inside his underwear.
Marie's hand wrapped around his half limp cock and stroked it gently but firmly. Her body spooning his, he felt her kisses through his shirt on his upper back as she pumped his shaft hard in his pants. His cocked flexed until his head pressed against the front of his underwear, making his pants and underwear stand tall. Scooting his clothes down from his waist, Marie freed his cock and forced him to his back on the ground.
John didn't look at her immediately but his sister grabbed his chin and pulled his lips to her's. Kissing so intensely they shared the moment her hand circled his shaft, massaging it up and down. He felt her push her tongue into his mouth as she squeezed and pumped his cock. She panted quick breaths from her nose and between the kisses as she cooed whiny moans. As if just touching his cock was a sensation she had been deprived of for too long to bear.
Taking off her own clothes in a mad rush, John tried to focus. It was dark outside and there was no knowing if there was a guard just out the door watching through a crack or listening to their sounds.
"Marie, we shouldn't. We could be watched. He could be caught," he warned as he watched his sister slide from her dress and expose her breasts and curvy hips. When she ripped his shirt over his head, undeterred, he tried again, "Marie, don't we can't."
But his words were cut off by his sister's lips pushing down on his as she swung a leg over his hips. Her hands grabbed his interlocked fingers as she pressed his hands down on the dirt beside his head.
With her naked body hovering over his, she said, "what I want you to be is who you are. Not what father has convinced you are, but what you were truly meant to be. It'd be easy to allow yourself to be stuck in this small life and for you to say it's for my sake. But if you care about me. If you truly care about me. You'll fight. Just as I'll fight like hell with anyone that stands between us."
There was a brief moment where their eyes searched another's. John looked up at his sister's marvelous breasts and flowing hair staring down at him. And Marie staring down at her brother's muscular chest and flexed arms. It was at that moment John knew he'd die before letting Tom or any other man touch her.
"I am your's, and you are mine," John said, lighting a brilliant smile on Marie's face. John pushed his hands up from the dirt and wrapped them around her waist and the back of her neck as they kissed deeply.
Chapter Four
Marie
Marie kissed her brother deeply as she sat back on his lap. With one hand she cupped his cheek and felt the energy, the passion, ignite in him like a smoldering fire that only needed a burst of oxygen to turn into a blaze. Her other hand reached between her thighs and found his hard, erect cock oozing pre-cum as it searched for her pussy lips. Her guiding hand eased his shaft into her lips.
Slipping down on him, Marie felt him fill her up and gasped. Breaking from the kiss just long enough for a breath, their eyes met while laid in the dark dirt of the barn. She was lost in the gaze of his strong brown eyes. This was where she belonged. Pursing her lips as she pushed further down his shaft.
"Ugh!" she groaned.
This is where I belong...
Holding her hips down on her brother's cock, she could feel his girth and length stretching her hole. John reached up and grabbed her face as he pulled her down for a deep kiss that made Marie sigh and moan. His rough, large hands slid down her shoulders and rubbed down her ribs to her hips, sending chills darting up and down her spine.
When his fingers slipped around her ass cheeks and squeezed them, Marie felt him shove his cock even deeper inside her.
"Oh, god, John," she gasped, pressing her forehead to his.
Using her hand to help flip her long hair back over her shoulder, Marie pushed her palms into her brother's muscular chest as she began to slowly ride him. Lifting and falling back on to his cock, she felt her vision blur. It felt so good.
Rocking her body into a motion, she rode him in a repetitive motion. His hands grabbed the meat of her ass roughly enough to make her bite her lip and want more.
Panting, she moaned uncontrollably, "oh, yeah," then quickly covered her mouth with one hand to stifle the next moan. She watched the lines in his abs and pecs flex as he flexed inside her just as he stared at her soft, plump breasts jiggle with each hard thrust down on him.
"Ahh ahh ahhmmm...." Marie cried through the palm covering her mouth.
She leaned forward and cupped her cheek to her brother's as she rode him. She felt his warm face on hers. Her breasts brushed his chest as they swayed beneath her. She whispered into his ear with high-pitched cries, desperate to scream but knowing she couldn't.
"Yes, yes, yes, I love it, I love it. You're gonna ah ah ah... make me cum. Make- make- ohh god," Marie moaned.
Her skinny body writhed and rode on top of him. His hands rubbed and gripped her hips as he bucked inside her. Marie's breaths became more desperate, each one was more panicked. Every thrust inside her made her eyes flirt with rolling back until...
"Oh god, I'm cumming!" She cried as John's lips found Marie's.
Her body stiffened and her pussy seized as her brother continued stuffing her with each thrust. With their tongues intertwined and his thick cock stuffed inside her, her pussy seized and the orgasm overtook her entire body. Then John broke free from the kiss to release the sexiest sound she had ever heard. He grunted a groan that made her orgasm last another minute. She could feel his engorged cock swell and flex inside her as he pumped her full of his seed, filling her to the brim.
Both their bodies remained stiff and flexed as they rode out their pleasure for a full moment. Collapsing into her brother's arms, she laid on him in a sweaty mess on the dirty ground of the barn. She knew they may not live much longer, but if they died tomorrow, she would die in love.
Chapter Five
John
John laid with his arms and legs entangled with Marie's. He watched her sleep all night and didn't manage any sleep himself. He knew this couldn't go on. Today was the day it ended.
The sun had risen, and John knew it wouldn't be long now. He left Marie to sleep in the dark recesses of the barn, put his clothes on, and waited for the sound of the lock to the door being undone. When the door swung open, John limped forward on his bad leg and stared Tom and Gary in the eye.



"I want to see my father," John said.
Chapter Six
John
John was brought to Tom's barn that morning and not his father's house. Forced to work another day building the barn under Tom's watchful eye. He wasn't sure he would be brought to his father until when they neared sun down, quitting time, when instead of back to Gary's tent he walked home. To his father's house.
It was a long walk and the hitch in John's step had ached and worsened, but was going numb now as he walked. When he finally arrived at the driveway of his father's house, he half expected to see a bloody mark on the gravel where he had laid weeks ago, but there was nothing. Marley and Jonah were back at the farm, John saw them saddled and tied to a fence. Gary and John's father left the barn eyeing John with a smirk.
"Show him inside, Tom," his father said.
"You heard your daddy," Tom poked. He hopped off his horse and casually carried the double-barrel shotgun behind John.
Inside the house, John saw Marie laid on the floor in front of a couch. Her legs were bound at the ankles, her wrists were tied behind her back, and there was a gag in her mouth.
John felt a flare of anger at the sight and ran toward her. Lifting her from the ground, he sat her on the couch and removed the gag.
"Are you okay? Did they hurt you?" John asked.
"They didn't. They-" Marie started.
"She's fine, John," his father said. "She's just here to clear the air once and for all. Tom, why don't you take your fiancé upstairs. Clear the air between you two there and complete your wedding this weekend."
"I will not marry him!" Marie snapped.
"I did not ask you, woman!" Her father snapped.
Tom smirked and went before Marie, untying her bindings around her ankles. "Let's go, sweetheart."
Marie's eyes held John's as they walked by him. Her gaze was fierce. She gave him a slight nod as if to say, you can do this, as if she could read his mind. It wasn't until they had gone upstairs that Gary and his father spoke.
"Sit," his father's voice boomed like the scolding parent he was.
John limped over to the couch and sat behind the coffee table.
His father stood beside Gary across the coffee table. Gary held the short 2x4 wood he had struck John with before.
His father spoke first. "You will come home and continue your chores once Marie is married to Tom. After a month's time you will marry a suitable bride and you will never see Marie again. Understood?"
"You beat me, you beat Marie," John said.
"You stole horses that weren't yours," Gary scowled. "You had unnatural relations with your sister who was promised in marriage..."
"Step sister," John clarified, "and I raised those horses and tended to them their entire lives. And that was not what I meant." He glared at his father.
"It's called discipline," his father quipped with dead eyes.
"Marie and I wish to leave. You can keep the horses, but we will walk out of here. You can keep the clothes on our backs for all I care. But our souls are our own."
"They are not!" His father boomed. "I fed you, I brought you into this world. You will both remain. No one born into this community may leave."
There was a sudden loud thud as if someone was thrown on the floor and it was followed by a shrieking scream.
"Marie!" John shouted and went to stand. Both his father and Gary moved to hold him down. John grabbed the edge of the heavy oak coffee table and flipped it over on top of them. The table flattened his father onto his back but barely touched Gary, who was now raising the 2x4 over his shoulder to swing like a baseball bat.
John charged the man like a wrecking ball and smashed his shoulder into his chest before he could swing. Gary fell backwards and crashed into an old dusty bookshelf. The wood broke and books fell and piled on top of the man. As his father struggled to his feet, John ran upstairs into the bed and saw Marie with her arms still tied behind her back and her skirt hiked up as she kicked at Tom, who had his pants around his ankles. Both men eyed the double-barrel shotgun laid on the edge of the bed between them.
John dove first, but Tom was closer. Their hands met simultaneously, but Tom had the better grip. He would have wretched the gun free had Marie not spun and kicked her heel flush into Tom's jaw. Pulling the gun loose, John pointed the barrel at Tom as he leaped for John and pulled the trigger. The gun blasted rock salt into Tom's groin, disfiguring him. Tom released a shriek of pain in a pitch he'd never recognize coming from a man.
There were thunderous footsteps upstairs and John spun around and fired the other barrel into Gary's gut. Gary fell over into the hall and out of sight. Walking cautiously to the hall with his empty weapon, John looked to see if he had killed his kidnapper.
It was when he was just at the hallway entrance John heard Marie's scream, "John, look out!"
But it was too late. The piece of wood swung and struck him square on the side of his forehead. The world went black as the stinging on his temple went numb. When he awoke from unconsciousness, it must have been only seconds later. John laid on the flat of his back with his father swinging his 2x4 wildly.
Marie, still with her hands bound behind her, rolled across John's chest with her chest. She protected him with her body as she kicked wildly at their father. John saw the wood fall once hard on Marie's back as she screamed in pain before he came to his senses.
Rolling Marie off, he jolted to his feet and grabbed the side of the wood. His father and John wrestled across the room with the wood. Toppling furniture and breaking glass, they slammed each other wall to wall.
"John!" Marie screamed as if she wished she could help but couldn't.
The sound of her voice gave John the final push he needed to rip the hunk of wood from their father's hands. In one hard swing, he crashed the wood into the side of his father's knee, breaking it. When he fell to the ground, John swung the bat and broke his other knee. Tossing the wood away, he mounted his father and rained down long, heavy strikes down on him. His broad shoulders and flexed arms pounded hits on their father's face until his lips, nose, and forehead were covered in blood and his eyes wavered in and out of consciousness.
When his arm tired, John stood, panting and faltering on his injured knee. He ran to Marie, who wore fresh bruises on her face, legs, and back. He undid her bindings, and they hugged for a time.
"John, let's go," Marie said as John walked back to his father.
Bracing his bad leg as he kneeled over him, John grabbed their father's neck and held him down on the ground. With Marie standing over his shoulder, John growled through gritted teeth.
"You hear me now. We are gone. We will leave and never come back. If I see you again, I will kill you and bury you. Do you understand?"
John squeezed their father's throat and there was a gurgling sound before he gruntted a weak and pathetic, "yes."
John dropped his father to the ground and felt Marie's hand to help him to his feet. With their arms around each other's back, the pair looked once more at their father before leaving the room. They didn't check on Tom or Gary when they left, though they noted that they no longer were making sound.
John wanted nothing more to do with this place and he wanted to think of it even less. The sun was setting, much like the last time they left this place. They walked to Marley and Jonah and untied them from the fence. John and Marie mounted their horses and started their slow trot away from the farm.
John's brows dripped blood down on his shirt, and his mind threatened to obsess about the events that had just occurred. But before he could, Marie moved nearer on her horse and grabbed his forearm.
"Hey... stay with me." She said, "I am yours, and you are mine..."
He smiled as darkness fell, "I am yours, and you are mine."
Chapter Seven
18 Months Later
John
John patted their horses, Marley, head as he took breaks between eating mouths full of hay. Their two horses were penned inside the small barn he had built as John saw thick clouds form overhead. Rain was coming. Not that it was a surprise for where they lived. Washington state was known for the rain and he thought that's why Marie chose this place to settle down. There was something peaceful about curling up under blankets on a rainy day, she had told him. He also thought mentally their location gave them simple escapes should their father ever come for them again. They had bought a plot of land that was within driving distance of the Canadian border and the ocean. John knew they would never need to run even if it wasn't for them changing their last names. His father knew what would happen to him should he come looking for them.
After making sure they had enough hay for the night, John hooked a tarp of the unfinished portion of the barn to keep the rain out. They lived in a small plot of land cleared of vegetation but surrounded by the green forest. Living small and cheap for months was paying dividends as they had just bought 5 acres of surrounding forest that once cleared would be their horse's fields come next summer. John worked construction and Marie was learning the internet and how to be a part-time assistant in town. John had told her she didn't need to work at all but she insisted on contributing.
Walking to the house, John kicked the dirt from his boots before taking them off on the front porch. The house, like the barn, was small and hand built by John and Marie over the past year. They left plenty of room to expand both as their savings and income grew. Inside there was a small living room and limited electricity for lights, a wood burning furnace for heat, a kitchen, and a single bedroom. They had no need for TVs, computers, or any distractions. Instead, they just shared a cell phone.
Marie was at the sink washing dishes from the day before. She wore a black open skirt that hung at her knees, and a blue top that fitted her well. Slipping his arms around his wife's waist, John kissed her neck in multiple spots and Marie angled her neck to the side and hummed a note of approval.
"Not working on the barn today?" She asked while drying one of the many glasses on the countertop.
"It smells like rain out there," John whispered.
Marie leaned forward and looked at the cloudy sky through the window above the sink. The movement also caused her butt to press back into John's crotch, which he couldn't help but notice the way she rubbed it back and forth, slowly.
"Mmm, looks like rain, too." Marie smiled over her shoulder at her husband, who smirked back playfully.
Reaching behind her with one hand, she cupped the back of his hand as they kissed and their tongues met and John's hands warmly circled over her belly and up her chest. He felt her fingers comb through his hair as his palm closed around her left breast, squeezing and massaging it through her shirt. With no bra on, he could feel his wife's tender breast warm and her nipple harden quickly.
"Mmm... oh..." Marie hummed as she closed her eyes. John slipped his left hand inside the front of her skirt and felt the warmth radiating from her sex. His strong, rough fingers gently rubbed on her slit, spreading her lips and slipping a single finger up and down her pussy before circling her clit. He felt her chest rise and fall.
Marie placed her hands on the countertop to keep from losing her balance as his fingers circled her clit faster and faster. Over and over. She pressed back against him and her body formed against his. Her knees quivered as her breaths became desperate.
"Oh god," Marie growled as the orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her legs quivered and her entire body convulsed. "Oh, fuck. Yes, yes, yes! Argh..."
With his hand vibrating on her clit, he felt her knee buckle suddenly as she squirted on the hardwood floor in front of her. "Ahhh ohhhh yesss...."
Marie turned around and wrapped her arms around his neck aggressively, pulling his tall frame down for a hard kiss. Her hand rubbed his neck and chest. Before pulling away, giggling.
"I told you not to do that in the kitchen. You made me make a mess," Marie smiled.
John smiled down at his wife. "I like making you make a mess."
"Oh, yeah?" Marie said, pushing away from him. "Big talk from a big man..." She stepped away and walked backwards to the bedroom, hunching low, and curling her finger up for him to follow. "Come on tough guy."
John chased her into the bedroom as she squealed in anticipation as he scooped her up and threw her down on the bed. The two tore each other's clothes off between kisses, and John pushed her to her hands and knees at the foot of the bed. Feeding the swollen head of his throbbing cock inside her tender and drenched pussy lips, John immediately felt her soft warmth engulf him.
His warm hands slipped around her hips and pulled back on the meat of them as he entered her deeper. Flexing his cock inside her, he grunted as he felt her squeeze on him.
"Ugh.... oh god..." she gasped.
Without warning, he shoved his entire length inside her causing her to shout a growl and her fingers to dig into the mattress. With hard bucks of his hips and pumped his cock in and out of her pussy, making her scream moans into the bed. Marie stuck her round ass up tall in the air while her chest and face were stuffed in the blanket.
John's thrusts became steady and firm. Each one made her entire body rock and her to cry out. Slowly after several minutes, she rose from the mattress to her hands and knees.
"Oh fuck, fuck, yes! Yes! Fuck me, ahhh, godd!" She cried. Then, through gritted teeth, she looked over her shoulder with a devious smile and her hair a mess partially covering her face. "Come on, brother. I thought, mmm... I thought you like making me make ahm! A mess?"
John smiled down on her and smacked her ass hard enough to leave a red mark and she moaned in pleasure as he jerked her hips back harder. Fucking her pussy hard like she loved. His body flexed as he pounded inside her, over and over.
"Yesss! Oh my god! Oh god..." she screamed and pushed back on the bed to force her ass back against her brother's cock.
He fucked her so hard the entire bed rocked and her tits bounced and clapped together wildly. He smacked her ass twice more, leaving a handprint and making her entire body squirm.
"Oh fuck!" Marie moaned. "Pull my hair! Pull my- ahh ahh yess!"
John grabbed her hair in a tight ponytail and jerked her head back with one hand while gripping her bouncing breasts with the other.
"Oh god... oh god... oh... oh... god...." Marie cried. She was barely breathing as she gasped desperately. Her body went rigid when it hit. "I'm cumming!"
Slamming his cock deep inside her, John felt her seize and cum, squirting hard as she shoved her face into the bed to scream. John couldn't hold out any longer and groaned as he sent strings of warm cum inside her, filling her with his sperm until he had nothing left.
When the two collapsed on their sides on the bed, they laid there panting for several minutes. Marie shivered constantly as the orgasm continued to pulse through her.
"Looks like you made another mess," John whispered with a grin in her ear.
Marie playfully slapped at his naked thigh behind her, then found his hand and clasped it as she brought it around to her mouth. The rain started with a trickle, then turned to a pattering on the windows before it poured.
The two kicked away the comforter they had made a mess on and curled up beneath the blankets. For minutes or perhaps hours, they laid there in a state between wake and sleep, whispering to another. It never bothered them that they didn't talk about the past because they had so much future to discuss. They made each other laugh and shared long tender kisses while listening to the rainwater in the forest outside.
It was moments like this one they dreamed of and fought for. Now they get to enjoy them. Together.



        