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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 step family and a bastard he called ‘dad.’ Thankfully it wasn’t his original step family that now consisted of Stephanie and Amy, a step sister 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 step family was the more familiar dysfunction, at least. Case in point. Matt rolled his head to the front seats where his other step sister, 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 evident 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 tender.

Suddenly, Erica’s hand raised and her finger was jabbing in 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 both 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 be spilling 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 step mother, Sharon. The constant bickering was more appealing than being locked in a 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 on 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 a 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 pot belly 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 give 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 in general 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 your 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 paper work 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 of it. You will do every bit of this and if you don’t. I will write you off from this family. I will take every thing 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 country side 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 wild flowers 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 minutes 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 house and had both electricity and running water. The one thing it didn’t have was 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 step father a, “shit popsicle.”

Matt laughed about that in his room for a while. He had gotten to know Erica a little bit on the drive there. Between her’s and Jordan’s fights they chit chatted about different things. Matt was typically a bit shyer when talking to attractive women but either because technically this woman was his step sister 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 already had a few drinks missing from it. “Is it cool if I hangout in 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 caviler. Like he was desperate for other’s 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 or 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 push up 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 final 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 push ups 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 this 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’s 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 were enjoying this escape. This unfiltered experience that solidified a trust in 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 that 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 are 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 pendent necklace around her neck fell to the side and the small dog pendent 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 cause 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 over flowing 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 step sister.

“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 were what 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 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 step sister 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 rubbing the length of her thighs up and down.

Erica giggled to herself as if pleased of 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 eye brow.

“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 hand. He watched her eyes roll back into her head as she clenched on his cock and writhed. Her entire body shaking as she gasped for breath.

Matt was getting dangerously close 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 sisters 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 on to 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 has 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 decided to fall asleep on the floor where his step sister had left him. When he woke, he was covered in 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 was quite serene. The others took their time, and each took turns using their one bathroom to showering 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 the 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 as this point 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 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 were quite beautiful. Filled with royal blue flower pedals, tall orange and red ferns and yellow tulips-at least that’s what Matt guessed. He didn’t know much 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 bit 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 a bit farther. You going with her?”

“Hey, I don’t get a lot of toddler-free time, plus I’m kinda liking this out door 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 a 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 number of different people, but…” Erica pushed Matt’s middle finger deep in her mouth. Her lips 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 didn’t have much 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 step sister. His whole 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 her’s. 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 step sister’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 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 step sister. To feel her squeeze her tight pussy lips around his shaft and choke 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 stoking 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 ahold 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 bench in the middle of the trail. And then there was Matt with his pants around his ankles and with his curvy step sister 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 a low 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 adventuress, not truly. He tested the waters with a relatively safe spanking. His left hand clapping 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 is breathe her short-panted 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 outer body experience that allowed him to not only see himself rubbing the top of Erica’s ass cheeks but also him fucking his step mom Amy in her car at the grocery store parking lot. Or him fucking his step sister 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 her 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 pulling 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. “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 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 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 whole 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 something to give you as a good bye gift.”

“Mm-and what’s that?”

Amber pulled a stray strand of hair behind her ear that hadn’t found its way into her pony tail. 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 pony tail 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 sway 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 of it 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 precut 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 deep throated him.

Matt groaned again and Erica eyes locked with his as she covered his shaft in saliva. The warm wet feeling over took 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 of it. 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 step sister through the glass. Her blond hair was draped over her bare shoulders on the revealing tank top she wore.

When Stephanie, his other step sister, 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?



A STEP APART: STALKED
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CHAPTER ONE

STEPHANIE WENT THROUGH the motions on her tablet. She click a video, watched the first few seconds, then went onto the next one. Every once in a while she fast forwarded to the middle or end of the video to get more of a sample. Very rarely she’d have 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 wanted 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 ear buds in as her feet kicked around excitedly behind her. Stephanie didn’t get a lot of 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 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 without speculation and jokes at her expense running wild. And forget about hiding any toys there.

This is why 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 step brother fucking me was a realistic fantasy...

Stephanie’s finger slid across the screen as she tossed out another page and typed another search in the browser.

‘Step brother 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 jock 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 hot 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 step brother, the fact 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. The fact 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 pony tail and she felt the tips tickling her bare upper back. She laid 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 grinded 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 lighting 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 rode him too roughly that he popped out, that she realized she 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 in her pussy and began to hump it again. Stephanie rose up on to her knees letting the sheets fall around her. Her fists bunching the pillow together between her thighs she flexed her abdomen and grinded 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 step brother in the video and moaned and begged for more and the actor replied as he fucked the girl, “I want to cum inside you, step sister. Can I cum inside you, step sister?”

“Ohh fuckk!” Stephanie moaned as she humped away at her pillow. Her breathing was a ragged pant as her pony tail 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 night stand 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 thing his senior year. Plus her freshmen 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 step brother, Matt, tonight. He was coming over to hangout 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 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 toe nails 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 a 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 life style. 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 step brother 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 feeling strange but good. That hugging evolved into wrestling and play fighting. That’s probably where these crazy desires started for Matt,
 Stephanie analyzed.

She knew it wasn’t healthy thoughts she had of her step brother, 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 jaw line 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 were getting closer to her face. It was like they were young teenagers again and he was doing his best to annoy her. His final 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 jean 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 found herself biting 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 step brother’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 cellphone 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 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 her on my phone, that’s all.

His hands poked around and jiggled her breasts playfully for a few seconds and Stephanie, while intrigued at this situation, also found herself trying not to laugh at how goofy he was being. Things changed when Matt took his thumb and fore finger 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 step brother and she felt the seconds slip through her fingers like a hand filled with dimes.

Should 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 finger tip kissed the gooey slit of her pussy she was thanking god that she had.

When Stephanie felt her step brother’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 effort to hide her pleasure was futile. Controlled and restrained 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 pony tail 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 yes rolled back as the tremble over took 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 step brother’s hand over took 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 step brother easily just gave her one of the most powerful orgasms of her life.



CHAPTER FOUR

STEPHANIE’S HEAD SWAM as she lied in bed. She was glad she hadn’t drank 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 step brother in the darkness of her room, Stephanie could hear the beat of music down stairs. 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 freshmen 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 step brother 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 step brother who was fast asleep beside her. She liked the feeling of his hard, muscular body touching her soft, delicate 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 fowl,
 she told herself.

Matt did go to his friends house a couple times those first weeks, and Stephanie didn’t like that. There could be girls at his friends house?
 She decided to take 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 he wouldn’t be bothered by it.

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 bed side 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 came 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 distracting. Last night Stephanie got to look her step brother 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 down stairs. There were probably a few stoners nodding in and out of consciousness on the couch, but their playlist continued on the speakers. The music 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 of a 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 was able to raise him to 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 they 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 in his cock. Matt was running on auto pilot 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 for 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 step brother 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 on as she breathed her hot breath on Matt’s neck she winced as he filled her up. Like a coffee cup that was over flowing, 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 finding her ass and giving it as 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 begins 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 she squirted on Matt’s cock.

“Ohhhmyfuckgodohmy-shit...” Stephanie mumbled. She became like putty on Matt’s body as his hands barely held her.

Her thighs still jiggled 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 was like her breathing. Guttural and survival like. Her face 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 apexed, 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 every so often 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 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 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 as 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 towards 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 stopped at store to buy me flowers? Or chocolates?
 On her laptop she looked up flower shops and department stores between his house 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 step sister 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 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 up 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 step son.

Horror over took 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 didn’t say anything. 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 passed her mother and ran for the door. Matt was near the kitchen and moved out of the way as she pushed passed.

“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 your a freak who sleeps with your step brother. 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 whole 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 step brother, she couldn’t risk one of her roommates nosying 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 step brother, she had received five in reply. Each more subdued and restrained 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 started to drive back for 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 step brother.

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 did see his GPS start to 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 in that moment.

Stephanie’s phone was cracked along the bottom but it still worked. She sat and stewed as she watched her step brother’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 step son- my boy friend!
 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 sporadic drive by’s 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 keep an eye on him but far enough way not to let him notice her.

Stephanie heard the familiar chime that was specific to her phone of 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 step brother felt like justice. Like the days spent in her car and watching Matt from a distance was worth it. She imagine catching the two having sex and confronting them both.

How could she yell at me when I catch her doing the, literal, exact 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 or so 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 step brother 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 tings?

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 pick up truck parked 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 step brother’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 like, 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 isle between her and them, she saw her step mother 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 to 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 started to bounce on her step son’s cock and Stephanie had her jeans unbuttoned and her hand pressed down her panties. Her middle three fingers wiped messy circles over the hood of her clit. Her fingers slick with her juices as she watched her step brother fuck her mother. Stephanie’s mom’s shirt came undone and her tits began to bounce 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 step mother. 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 her’s as she kissed him hard and her hand would reach out feeling her 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 slight but still rode her step son, but Matt now was fucking up into her. His hands groped 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 step mom, cum inside her. Cum inside her pussy while you’re thinking about mine. Fantasizing about my pussy. This tight fucking cunt ready to choke your fucking cock for the rest of your life. Your fucking horny sex slave step sister 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 finger tips. “Ohahhhh! Ahhh! Oh god yes… yes….”

Stephanie scrambled when she opened her eyes and saw the car own beside her was getting inside the vehicle. Quickly, pulling her pants up and straightening her shirt, she acted natural until they drove away. When her eyes returned to her mother’s SUV, she saw it 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 step brother together.



CHAPTER SEVEN

STEPHANIE DIDN’T STAY long at the park when she followed Matt back to his house. She saw him start to 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 half way point she bet, and just committed. I don’t have 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 step brother despite this strange hiccup in their long, long relationship.

When they were close to the camp site, cell phone signal became spotty and she began to losing her spyware beacon on her step brother’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 wifi. 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 step brother’s cabin. Before night fall 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 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 great 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 begun to doubt herself. Before, her plans of surprising Matt and climbing through his window seemed so romantic and whimsical. It seemed like a gesture that would start the next chapter of their love together. Now, in darkness of the woods and peering through her step brother’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 enter. A woman Stephanie had never seen before. A beautiful woman. Though she had done little more than stand in the door way, 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 step brother. 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 of 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 for 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 step sister of Matt’s and that the Cadillac SUV belonged to her husband, no less. The fact that Erica was his step sister 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 camp grounds Stephanie had struck a new low. She had an argument via text using the community room wifi 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 step brother’s cock. What pissed Stephanie off beyond anything was seeing the pleasure in 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 know’s I was following him!



A STEP APART: PASSION
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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 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 final 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 began to take hold as he knew she was near cumming.

Her fists clung onto 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 with 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 over night bag,” Jordan asked flatly. With no edge in his voice that hinted to 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 reply, “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 step mother, Sharon, over something being her fault. Sharon telling 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 step mother 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 caught me 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 folloed 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 of 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 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, ‘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 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 videod the car parking and the mini skirt wearing woman exited the car and walking inside. She made sure to get a close up 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 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 culdesac. 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 to 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 and began to ease into the street when she hit the brake, again. She looked at her purse with the crinkles 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 book bag to find a small, hard makeup case. Opening her make up case she touched up her makeup adding a small amount of lipgloss and eye liner before giving herself look over in the rearview mirror.

By the time Stephanie had put on make up, 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 lies 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 no where? 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 up stairs 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 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 abliged. She couldn’t believe how easy men were. It was times like this Stephanie felt her strongest. Wielding the affect, she had on men sexually, it was like a super power. 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 feeling 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 to 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 night stand 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 step brother, I fuck your husband…



CHAPTER FOUR

“SOUNDS LIKE IT was a good little trip then 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 into 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 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 traversing 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 back side 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 he and his step mother 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 on to his face. It was deja vu for him as this was how he first remembered seeing Amy as a sexual step mom. Her legs were open and his tongue were 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 grinded 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 drinking 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 his. 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 you 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 precum 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 her’s to slide into her warm and soft pussy. Her pussy lips surrounded and stroked his shaft as she began rough 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 small squeaks 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 hard and pointed. She adjusted her glasses and grinded 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 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 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 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 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 mundane 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 natural, 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 disappeared upstairs without another word.

Stephanie peaked inside two other spare bedroom 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 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 and 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 for what came next. With a great sigh he closed the folder on his desk and looked at the phone beside the folder. Stephanie Luke feel 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, you know, 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 wasn’t creepy sounding 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 on this moment, she knew. If he didn’t feel guilty and sad, she had 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 sniffles 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 his framing their kiss as she slowly grinded 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 step brother’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 pushing inside her pussy lips.

“Ohhh fuck,” Stephanie moaned and immediately clapped a hand over her mouth, remembering his other step mother was just down stairs. Her abs flexed as she forced her hips down on his cock and back up. Her eyebrows bouncing 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 body went still and her vocal cords contracted as she came so hard on her step brother’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 step brother. Deja vu struck her as she recalled the middle of the night sex she had with Matt on the night of 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 step mother’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 for 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 turn led 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 in the same day. Matt shook his head. All these women wanting 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 Matt to cover himself with a blanket beside him just as her head popped in. “Oh, um-I’m-sorry.” Sharon apologizes 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 furled 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 block he already knew the answer. “That fucking piece-”

He thought about how alone he felt these past weeks and how Stephanie had orchestrated it that. She had blocked his contacts so only she could talk to him. She had followed him for who know 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 teams 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 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 a 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 athletics 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 grey 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, it’s 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 and 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 he 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 and hard sell you on this offer or anything. I know there’s a lot of reason for going to college near home. I’m sure your close with your family and friends. You love 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 South Bend area. I just drove up here to see my family a bit on vacation and felt like I should try and 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 do 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 sniffles 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 to back down to Florida with me.” Jessica gave him a wink as she stood up.

“Is that your number?” Matt asked hopeful.

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 in 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 of 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 brained. 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 step mother, 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 time herself. Setting her wine glass 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 into the couch. Her plump breasts bouncing 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 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 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 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 were 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 bit 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 tell 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 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 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 step son 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 a second.” Sharon did and stopped in front of him. The waving skirt of her night gown 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 step mother, 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 our take 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 step son 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 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 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 grasper 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 becoming 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 to 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 step mother’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 shrouding 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 getting 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 step mother 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 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 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, release a powerful orgasm on her step son’s cock. Her thighs jetted together as she rose and fell on Matt’s lap before release a guttural gasp for air.

“Oh my god, honey,” his step mother 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 in 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 step mother’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 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 step son’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 Assad 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 isohgod!”

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 step mother’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 step son 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 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 do 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 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 step brother. 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 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 secondhand 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 in 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 nor family and with only little more than $3,400 to his name. He didn’t know how 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 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 other 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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BONDED



LIE WITH ME


(Book 1 of 3 in Bonded trilogy) Raven Black “I’m not say you couldn’t
 turn a straight girl gay, I’m just saying you don’t have the tact necessary to do it easily.”

“Ooo, bitch, I’ll cut you right here an now,” Sarah shook her head while doing her best Jersey accent. It was her favorite quote the latest reality trash TV show they watched and loved to dish about. Everyone laughed at how ridiculous she sounded. “Don’t try to come at me with this tact bullshit. I have more tact
 in the tip of my tongue than Jessica here has in her whole body.”

“Why do you have to bring me into every one of your guys’ fights? I’m just sitting back here minding my own business, drink all the wine…” Jessica said as she raised her half empty glass of wine. The bottom of the glass nearly getting caught on her voluptuous breasts that were barely restrained in her tight button up.

“How is it, again, that the only one who didn’t bring wine to our little black out party is drinking all the wine?” Emily asked. Her curly auburn hair was draped over her shoulders as the three girls laid sprawled out on the floor in the dark apartment living room. The only light emitted from the five candles lit between them that burned at various stages of their life cycle.

It was the third time this month their apartment complex had a power outage. The last two only lasted a few hours, but this one was going on hour six. It was Emily’s idea to start this black out wine party tradition, mainly because she loved any excuse to get drunk with her best friends even if it was a Wednesday evening on a school/work night.

“It’s not my fault you light weights can’t keep up,” Jessica slurred her words as she fought back a wide grin.

“You drunk ass lush,” Sarah giggled as she filled up her glass with the last of the Roscato Rosso Dolce Sweet Red.

“My lush is back in my nightstand thank you very much,” Jessica gave her a wink.

Sarah snickered and pointed to Emily, “well go get it so I can beat this bitch here with it.”

“See?” Emily raised a hand to Sarah as if her point was just made for her. “Zero tact. I’m surprised you can seduce a dyke with that mouth.”

“You want to bet?” Sarah raised an eyebrow.

“Here we go,” Jessica let out a long sigh and took another drink. “You know Emily’s just going to take that massage table of hers out.”

Emily giggled as she struggled to open their third and last bottle of wine. Her dainty hands were too soft and not strong enough to unscrew the lid. “What? You want to bet me that you can seduce some gay girl out there?”

“No, seduce a straight as can be woman in my life-our life.”

“Our life?” Emily gritted her teeth as she burned her palm trying to open the wine bottle. A fed-up Jessica reached nearly knocking the plate of candles over and snatched the wine bottle out of her hand. Drying any moisture from her palm on the butt of her shorts, with one firm grip and twist she broke the seal of the bottle and unscrewed the lid. “Thanks, dear
.” Emily said ungratefully with a smile.

“No problem, honey,”
 Jessica replied.

Emily had been friends with Jessica since high school back in Tampa, Florida. A misjudgment of another friend of her’s, Ashley, had led Emily to mistakenly and detrimentally fall in love and subsequently try to kiss Ashley their freshmen year. The rejection by Ashley hurt and the loss of her friendship hurt worse. The following weeks and months she’d walk the new high school campus alone as one by one every friend she had worked so hard to gather over elementary and middle school disappeared from her lunch table.

The most painful blow came around winter break when the rumors started about Emily. How she’d sneak into the girl’s locker room when everyone was at practice to sniff their clothes. How she wore a big black strap-on dildo under her clothes. How she’d masturbate in the woods after school. There was not a night during winter break that Emily hadn’t sobbed herself to sleep, especially after having heard Ashley was at the center of most of these stories. Emily never really came out to anyone at school. Her silence and the wild rumors took that from her that year.

When January had come, Emily was so scared to return to school she thought of cutting herself. Not to kill herself, though the thought had crossed her mind, but maybe if she cut herself bad enough, she’d have to go to the hospital and not school for the day. Maybe even the whole week? The winter break had been the worst of it. People hid in their houses having nothing better to do than to swirl the rumors wider and deeper about Emily. Suddenly now, Emily sexually abused animals and was a satanist.

Alas, her window came and went. Before she realized it, she was on the morning bus to school. But she was not prepared for what was to come. It started on the bus to school. Boys blatantly asking her about her dildos as they filmed her annoyed looks. In class, girls scooted their desks away from her and Emily’s phone blew up with anonymous texts of naked men and women and requests for videos of her. Winter break gave the rumors time to spread, fester, and morph. Awkward teens that were normally loners and without friends now bonded over their insults and jokes they spewed at Emily’s expense.

The horror for Emily peaked in the afternoon during gym when she was forced to play kickball and was placed on the same team as Ashley. She didn’t even hide her insults towards Emily. Emily stood at her stupid base listening to Ashley shout ‘carpet muncher’ from the outfield behind her. Other girls on both teams hurtled insults at her in passing and yelped if Emily came towards them. Emily did her best to keep to herself. Don’t let it bother her. Not to stoop to their level.
 And all the other stupid advice adults gave her, but she was starting to break. Like a shattered glass window just waiting for a breeze to send it crumbling to the ground in a thousand pieces.

“Why don’t you just kill yourself?” Ashley’s grading voice pierced her ears. She was standing just over Ashley’s shoulder near third base. As the other team was at the mound to kick off. No, one was really taking the game too seriously. Most were reveling in torturing Emily, it seemed. “If I were you I’d just kill myself. What kind of future do you have-”

The thud of the magenta red kickball being kicked was almost as loud as the THWACK the ball made when it smacked Ashley’s face and knocked her to the ground. The kickball shot straight into the air after wrecking into Ashley’s face and bounced a few times on the ground in front of Emily. Several of the girls ran to Ashley’s aid who laid with a bloody nose and unconscious in the dirt gravel. The gym teacher blew her whistle to halt the game and ran to the outfield. Emily just watched a taller, thick legged woman with blonde round second base in a casual jog. She was the only one still half paying attention to the game. As she neared third base she glared at Ashley’s body as she stirred awake in the teacher’s arms, then the girl gave Emily a curt nod of her head as if to say, ‘you’re welcome.’ Jessica stomped to home base and went back to sit down on the bench. Everyone stared at her like a killer. Everyone except Emily.

The rest of the week went by more easily. There was more gossip and talk about Jessica, the 11th
 grader who broke Ashley’s nose and knocked her out cold, than there was of Emily the lesbian. Despite the evidence, Emily couldn’t believe Jessica did that on purpose. Not only was that one hell of a kick, but Jessica didn’t even know Emily. Why would she stick her neck out for me?

The following Monday when most of the bandages and swelling had come down on Ashley’s face, she tried to start up again.

“You eat out your giant’s pussy yet?” Ashley said with some of her friends as they cornered Emily by her locker. “That was the arrangement wasn’t it? You get the ogre to assault me and you get to stick your tongue up her-”

This time it was a shoulder that blasted Ashley in her chest. She flattened against the lockers and already looked on the verge of tears. “Oh, I’m sorry, didn’t see you there,” Jessica said in a surprisingly gentle voice.

“What’s your fucking problem?” Jasmine snapped, pulling Ashley to her feet. She was one of Ashley’s dedicated rumor whisperers. “Why don’t you take your og-”

Jessica didn’t have to even speak or touch Jasmine. At 6’2 and with a confident aura about her, Jessica only had to step to Jasmine’s 5’4 frame and look towering down on her for Jasmine to know her place. Jessica wasn’t fat or even necessarily muscular. She had a toned wiriness about her, like a basketball player. Most men were bigger than her, but for a woman she had a solidness about her.

“You fucking dyke,” Ashley screamed loud enough for everyone in the hallway to stop and turn. “You touch me, and I’ll have you arrested, you queer!”

Jessica grabbed Ashley’s hair and flung her whole body across the hall into the other lockers. A skinny boy tried to push Jessica but Jessica somehow knocked him off balance and he fell to his ass as the hallway ignited in laughter. After that brutal humiliation no boy or girl risked sticking up for Ashley. That didn’t stop Ashley from crying out and whining on the floor until a teacher came out to check on her.

Jessica ignored her and gave Emily a kind smile, “you okay?”

“Yeah,” Emily smiled. “Thanks. You didn’t have to-”

Jessica waived Emily’s words away, “sometime cunts need learn there are consequences for being a cunt.” Emily and Jessica laughed as two teachers coddled a limping Ashley to her feet and walked her to the office.

“Hey you, young lady, let’s go, come on,” one of the teachers pointed to Jessica to follow them.

Jessica laughed and started to follow without a care in the world. She turned back to Emily and said, “keep your chin up, girl.”

Emily knew back then that she was going to be best friends for life with Jessica and here they were now in their senior year of college together at Colorado College together. Living in the same building and loving life.

“Yes! Our life,” Sarah said setting her wine glass down in excitement. “This is it. A competition between the three of us. Spring break starts next week Friday? So that’s, what? 10 days until we leave for our trip? In the next 10 days, each of us have to find and seduce a straight woman into having sex with us-twice.”

Emily had met Sarah at a LGBTQ meeting their freshmen year of college. Sarah was from a small town in Nebraska and didn’t know anyone when she came to Colorado for college. Her personality meshed well with Emily and Jessica’s. Right in between the two extremes of their gentleness and roughness.

“Twice?” Jessica furrowed her eyebrows. “Twice, why twice.”

“Come on, all of us know some girlfriend we’d get drunk with and they’d get a little freaky with us,” Sarah said and Emily laughed running down a number a faces from work that she thought of. “I’m not talking just a drunken one off. I mean finding a straight woman who chooses to sleep with you, twice.”

Emily hissed in the air through her teeth as she puzzled over the difficulty of this challenge.

“How are we going to know each other did it?” Emily asked. “I mean I know I will be able to beat you guys, of course, but you two will probably lie-Jessica will say she did it by tomorrow.”

“Shit, I have you beat already. I’ll just step outside and head to you neighbors for a minute,” Jessica laughed.

“No no no,” Sarah added. “You need proof.”

“What kind of proof? You want us to make a fucking sex tape?” Emily asked obnoxiously.

Sarah nodded at the suggestion, “yeah, that sounds good. We each record it or part of it and we’ll show it to each other on our phone.”

“Are you crazy?” Emily asked. “No way!”

“What? It’s not like over the years we haven’t walked in on each other doing it anyways,” Sarah shrugged spilling wine down her lips. “Besides, it’s not like we’re going to post it online or anything. We show it to each other as proof and that’s it. We don’t save it or send it. We’ll show it to each other in person before spring break, then we all delete it. No harm no fowl.”

Jessica and Emily looked at another through narrow eyes and laughter buried beneath a tightly wound grin. They were considering it and Sarah gave them time to think it through as she finished her glass.

“This is kinda fucked up,” Emily finally said.

“Yeah,” Jessica agreed.

“But I think I’m into it?” “Emily giggled.

Jessica laughed and tossed her head back, “Jesus chri-of course you are…” exacerbated, Jessica sighed. “Well, what would you win? It’s a competition, right? What do you win if you’re the first to seduce someone twice?”

Sarah thought on this for a moment, but it was Emily who answered. “You win nothing, but you don’t lose. The person who wins doesn’t have to buy a drink on spring break. The other two who lose have to buy them all.”

Emily raised an eye brow of interest. They had a week long trip to a resort in the Bahamas planned for spring break. Alcohol alone would be hundreds of dollars, they knew. Jessica sat up for the first time. The prospect of a worthy challenge and prize had ignited her competitive streak. “Okay, I’m in.”

Sarah smiled deviously, “I’m in.”

Emily giggled and bit her lower lip, “I’m in.”

Sarah filled her glass with more wine and all drank to it just as the lights in their apartment clicked back on.

Emily sat down in her Psych-315 course and tapped away on the table with the back of her pen. She had dressed “down” today as opposed to her natural instincts of dressing as slutty as possible. Just a simple sweat pants and hoody. Nothing suspicious.
 Her classmate, Amber, was straight (for now) after all, so wearing a revealing top and a sexy skirt would do little on its own. She fully intended on that changing by next week.

It was Friday, it had been two days since Emily, Sarah, and Jessica had struck their deal. Admittedly, the following morning when she woke up for Bio-218 she was having second thoughts about this competition. The haze of wine and the group dynamics pushing her further had egged her into agreeing into this. Now that those two elements were gone her eagerness subsided. That was until she checked her phone this morning. 36 hours since the pact was made and...

Sarah ‘Start saving those dollar$ bitche$$. I got my 1st one done!’

Jessica ‘Bs’

Emily ‘Seriously! No way’

Sarah ‘You’ll see the vid next week (;’

‘Oh, and work some ot for me, Emily. I’m only drinking high dollar once we’re in Bahamas.’

Sarah already had her first seduction done. All she had to do was sleep with that girl again tonight and she’d win. More importantly than all the money Emily was about to lose, Emily refused to let Sarah hold this over her head. Sarah was relentless and super competitive. Almost as competitive as Jessica. She would never hear the end of it. Jessica must be on fire right now. I wouldn’t want to be a straight girl around her right now,
 Emily mused

Emily already had an idea of who her most likely candidate was. Amber was a very sexy blonde in her adult eduction psych class. They both were pursuing teaching degrees and they both planned on teaching English so many of their classes had overlapped over the years. They weren’t extremely close. They’ve hung out at a few parties and studied together many times but never texted unless it was about school work.

She was her prime candidate because when Amber found out Emily was a lesbian when they were freshmen she told her of a time at a party in high school she had made out with a girl friend on a dare. Then, a year later on one very intoxicating night from Emily, she nearly kissed Amber at the end of the house party. Emily didn’t remember much from that night, but she remembered how sexy Amber looked with her taut stomach and her revealed bellybutton piercing. Her big bountiful breasts pressed together. The one thing she recalled the most was how it felt like Amber wanted to kiss her back. Amber was quite tipsy as well, of course, but she was very handsy that night. Rubbing Emily’s arm and touching her face.

Unfortunately for Emily, that night ended with Jessica holding her hair back as she hung over the toilet and vomited an ungodly amount. But it planted the seed. The detractor was she knew Amber came from a strict christian background. Like many girls and boys who came to Colorado State from out of state, Amber grew up homeschooled and sheltered. She was an extremely nice person and while it was obvious college had had its effect on her and loosened her up, the crucifix she wore around her neck was almost blinding when she looked at her. Amber sat down in her spot beside Emily. She wore a simple hoody, no make up, and her hair was pulled back into a bun with a pencil holding it together. Just another day for her.

“What’s up?” Amber smiled as she got out her laptop. “You lose power too the other night?”

“Ugh. Yes, for like the 10,000th time. It’s becoming more like I’m camping than going home,” Emily said.

“Hm. I can’t picture you camping,” Amber leaned back to give Emily a look over. “You’ve always struck me more as an indoor kinda girl.”

Emily displayed herself with her hands and grinned, but I rock the shit outta being an indoor girl.” Amber and Emily both laughed some at that and went back to their computers. Emily did her best not to work herself up over asking. After all she had asked this of Amber a dozen times before and only Emily would know that this time would be different.

“Have you done much studying for the final next week?” Emily asked.

“Pff. Like none at all. This weekend is going to suck so much-actually, I was going to ask if you wanted to meet up tonight to compare notes. I think there was a couple PowerPoints I never got but I’m not sure which.”

Well, that was easy…

“Yeah-yeah, sure,” Emily bolstered and tried not to sound too excited. “You want to come over to my place, like around 6?”

“It’s a date,” Amber smiled as she put it in her phone.

Yes, yes it is.

Emily laughed, “I love how you come over here to get notes from me and I end up having you email me like three weeks worth of slides.”

“Well, you had the one I was missing so it worked out. Together we complete each other.” Amber rocked as she laughed. She sat at Emily’s desk in her bedroom as she closed her laptop in her lap. She had changed her clothes from this morning. Now she wore and slender button up and short jean shorts. Her hair was washed and there was a light layer of foundation and make up on. When Emily commented on it, she admitted later that night she had a first date with a boy she met online.

Emily didn’t like this. The last thing she wanted was Amber thinking the entire night about a boy. Emily also had changed. She wore cloth short shorts that accented her long legs and cupped her cute butt, and a tight fitting t-shirt with her auburn hair back in a ponytail.

“Yeah, well it was a good thing my client cancelled on me then, so we could do this,” said Emily casually closing her laptop.

“Client?” Amber fell for the bait.

“Oh, I thought I had told you about that,” Emily said kicking off the bed to sit up. “I’m a practicing masseuse. It’s kinda a second job, but it’s more of a passion than anything.”

“Wow... really? That’s awesome,” Amber said with a face of introspection. “You know, I’ve never had a massage before in my life. I’ve always wanted to. Hm. Maybe one day I’ll have to sign up for one with ya.” Amber giggled as she stood.

“Sure, how about right now?” Emily said nonchalantly.

“No, I’ve got way too much studying to do today.”

“Come on, it’ll take no time at all. It’s fine I’ve already got everything set up. Won’t cost you a thing.”

Amber was suddenly much more unsure of herself as she looked around. She seemed to be looking for an excuse to use to get out of the massage but not finding one. “Well... it’s not going to take long?”

“Not at all. 15 minutes top. Just enough to make you want to come back for more,” Emily grabbed a tray of oils from her counter and brought the to her desk. “Just go ahead and lie down.”

“You need my shirt and shorts off?” Amber asked, a bit insecure.

“Yeah, you don’t want massage oil on your clothes,” Emily said bringing her adjustable head rest table out from the closet. It had a hole for the client’s face to rest just like a professional’s table, only this one could be brought in front of a bed to turn any bed into a massage table. She got it into position and put her massage oil on her desk within an arm’s reach away.

“Oh, you know, I thought it was just going to be a, you know, casual thing. I-I don’t know-”

“Yeah, it’s no big deal,” Emily said rubbing some oil on her palms. “Trust me you’re going to love it. I’ll turn around here. And here’s a towel to put over your butt after you lay down.”

Emily turned around and listened for a moment until Amber began to finally undress. Emily wanted to sneak a peek but knew that could risk it all.

“Um, okay. Ready,” Amber giggled nervously.

Emily turned around and saw Amber’s toned back and slender waist exposed. She laid on the edge of the bed with her head resting on a cushioned table in front of the bed. She tried to hide it with her arm but Emily could see her side boob pressed against the bed. Emily didn’t hesitate. She went right into rubbing the first of many layers of massage oil into her back and and shoulders. Her hands moved methodically and in safe wide circles on her upper back. When her thumbs and palms dug into her shoulders and worked her upper muscles the first playful growl escaped her lips. “You’re right it does feel really good.”

“Yeah? Good.”

“You should change your major. I think you’ve got a new career here.”

Emily laughed but said nothing more. She didn’t want Amber thinking about talking right now. Emily kept one hand working the muscles in her upper back while the other moved to her lower back, just above the curve of her thick round butt. He found a spot that made Amber arch her back and her breathing increase. She leveraged this spot to drag the back of her finger nails up the back of her exposed neck.

Brushing her hair off to the table to the side, Emily made long hypnotizing strokes along he sides of her neckline where it met her hairline. Over and over her fingers stroked her neck while her thumb and palm rubbed up and down on her lower back. The combination over the next minutes had lulled her in. Emily could feel Amber’s body give way to Emily’s will. With every push on her back Amber’s whole body shook lifelessly. Her arms were limp at her side. Her deep breaths quickening. The warm irradiating massage oil soothing her neck and shoulders.

Emily lifted one hand to remove her cellphone, put it to record, and balanced it against some book on the desk facing them. When she brought her and back to Amber’s body, they both moved to the bottom of her thigh. Kneading and massaging her hands worked higher and higher towards the towel the covered her sex.

For several minutes Emily worked Amber’s thigh. Every inch of it. Up and down. Her fingers rubbed and scratched the inside of her thigh. They begged to go higher and Emily saw Amber’s hips and toes twist too, secretly begging for it as well.

Emily’s fingers slid higher up Amber’s thigh. They squeezed, alternating with her palms that rubbed and pressed on the back of her thigh. It was too much for Amber to take. Emily saw her fingers grab at the bed spread and twist it in her fingers. Her toes clenched and her cute butt squirmed as her thighs kneaded at the bed. Emily hadn’t even touched her sex, yet, and she already was primed to cum.

Emily’s thumb brushed the lower curve of Amber’s ass cheek and Emily’s right fingers were inches from Amber’s sex. She could feel the heat irradiating from her pussy. Every close and open of her legs begged her to enter, but Emily hesitated. She’d only get one chance to make this move on Amber and it had to be perfectly timed. Too early or late and Amber could flip and storm away.

“Ohhh Ah...” Amber moaned and held her breath.

That was as good of a sign as I can get,
 Emily thought.

Emily eased her right hand to Amber’s pussy lips slowly so not to startle her. Massaging the very top of her thighs at the crevasse where it met her sex before she maneuvered the side of her index finger between her pussy lips.

“Ohhhno-” Amber gasped and went still.

God, she was so wet. Her gooey warmth makes me want to cum right now.

Emily separated her lips and her slow stroke of her juicy pussy became a fast and repetitive fingering with just the tip of her index finger. Every muscle in Amber’s thigh flexed and she clenched her butt cheeks as she watched Amber lift her head back in silence. Emily didn’t mean to but she could not stop herself. Her left hand slid up Amber’s thigh under the white towel and squeezed her rock hard ass cheek as her right finger flicked non stop inside of Amber’s pussy.

Suddenly, everything came to a head and Amber arched her back up as she shoved her forehead down. “Ughh!” Amber growled as Emily felt a flood of juices drown her fingers between her thighs. “Ohh god!”

What little restraint remained in Emily disappeared as she brushed the towel over her ass to the bedside as her left hand slid up the small of her back. In her arched position Emily was able to angle to push her middle finger completely inside her. Using her entire arm to pump her friend’s pussy, Emily fingered Amber as she rose to her knees.

“Ohh... ohhfuck... ahh!” Amber sounded confused and lost in the flood of an orgasm that still surrounded her and close to the next to come. Her body rocked with the fingers that penetrated her. Her breathing was labored and panted almost in unison with the finger that fucked her. The seduction was over. The charade over. “I... I...”

Emily wouldn’t allow her classmate to finish her sentence. Reaching around Amber’s thigh with her left, Emily’s finger tips found Amber’s sensitive clit. Emily startled her friend at first. When Emily realized how sensitive her clit truly was she found an appropriate massage using all four fingers to wipe large wide circles over the wet hood of Amber’s clit.

“Ahhh...tsss... shit shit!” Amber clapped a hand over her mouth to muffle her moans as the strength phased out of her arms and legs. The side of Emily’s face was pressed to Amber’s hips as she raised and lowered. At one point she felt her hands holding Amber up almost entirely. She eased her down to her side, Emily pushed a second finger into Amber’s pussy. Her voice leapt with a screech and her breathing became labored and animalistic as she laid on her side quivering and clawing at the bed spread.

Emily’s forearm was close to cramping when Amber’s screams crescendoed and her body began to contort. “Ohgah-god… God! Ahh ugh!” Emily could see Amber was squeezing the crucifix around her neck tightly with one hand. Like she was grasping at the bow of a ship to keep from falling into the depths of the blue water beneath, even if she wanted to so badly.

“AhhhhhAhhh!” An amazing tremble slid down Emily’s ass cheeks that seemed to reverberate for minutes. Her pussy walls clenched around Emily’s fingers as her cum soaked her thighs and fingers. Amber’s entire body seized. Her whole body went rock hard then immediately lax. “Oh my god... oh my god... oh, shit...” Amber cooed as she swam in both her body and thoughts from the powerful orgasm.

Emily had her shirt and bra off before Amber opened her eyes, again. When she did it was when she felt Emily spread her legs and straddle one of Amber’s thighs. Emily wanted to trib her pussy on Amber’s so badly just like she wished to remove her cloth short shorts, but she was afraid both was a bit too much for Amber to handle just yet. Instead Emily made long humps of her moist crotch along Amber’s thigh and knee. The camel toe in her shorts was drenched from her pussy as she dragged it right on Amber’s thigh.

Ooooh...” Emily purred for a moment as she closed her eyes as she grinded on her, once completely straight, classmate. When she opened her eyes she saw Amber’s thick breasts bouncing with every hump Emily performed. Emily’s tits bouncing wildly as well. Free and unrestrained. Emily squeezed and pinched her own left breast and nipple and saw the curious arousal in Amber’s eyes as she watched Emily hump her.

“Oh… …fuck…” Emily’s vision blurred as she felt the cusp of her orgasm near. She snatched Amber’s fidgeting hand and pulled it to her breast and squeezed her hand around Emily’s breast. “Oh shit!” Emily moaned. The muscles of her stomach became rigid as she felt Amber’s fingers begin to massage on their own. Amber chewed curiously on her lower lip at the sight above her and the feeling of being used as a fuck toy for another girl.

When Amber’s thumb and forefinger finger closed around her nipple, it happened for Emily. In a sudden rush, she came as her eyes rolled to the back of her head and her trembling hands clutched Amber’s hand to her chest. “Oh, fuck!” Jolts from the orgasm ran through her body as the pleasure swooned inside her until she collapsed beside Amber.

They laid there for several minutes while Emily gained control of her breathing. Emily’s fingers traced Amber’s slender back and hips, she gave Amber a kiss on her shoulder but felt a tight and strange energy emit from her so she recoiled. When this happened Amber stood and began getting dressed.

“I uh, guess we got a little carried away with that massage there but I really had a good time,” Emily smiled putting her shirt on. “I think you did too?”

“Umm... yes, yeah...” Amber said shyly, blushing. “I just, um, you know, I should go.”

“Okay… uh, are you okay?”

“Um yeah, uh huh,” Amber snatched her bag up and stuffed some papers and books inside.

“Cause, you know we can talk if you like?” Emily smiled buttoning her shirt.

“Nope, I just got to-I’ll see you.”

“Okay, I’ll call you later.”

Amber left closing the door without another word.

Emily sat on the edge of her bed for a minute trying to decide if she felt guilty or not. She kind of understood where Amber was coming from. It was a big deal if you let it be the first time you cum thinking of or being with another woman. Maybe once she had some time to process things she’d want to talk more.

Emily walked over to her desk where her cell phone was propped up against a stack of books. She stopped recording and played some of the video sampling throughout the video. She didn’t like watching herself, but it was super hot to watch Amber when she came. She bit her lip and thought of getting one of her toys from her bedside, but first she had something else to do. She pulled up her group text with Jessica and Sarah.

Emily ‘1 down 1 to go :P’

Sarah ‘Hold on. Can’t talk rn’

Emily ‘ok. What’s up?’

Jessica ‘Sarah, is she with you?’

Sarah ’No, she ran away. She’s pissed.’

Emily ‘Wtf? what’s going on?’

Sarah ‘R u hurt, jess?’

Jessica ‘No, I’m good.’

Emily ‘Omg. What the hell?’

Jessica ‘Hey, Emily, I’ma head over to your place. The cops might be looking for me.’

Emily ‘Are you joking?’

‘Jessica!??’
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