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Chapter One
 
    
 
   I grasped my cock tightly, my heart thumping rapidly in my chest. My sister, Tammy, was unaware that I was watching her showering as I had so many times before.
 
   I could see her perfect, perky tits through the glass of the shower door. She rubbed her soapy hands all over her tight body, over her tits, down her flat stomach, and finally between her legs. Oh, God. Between her legs. Her tight little pussy. I wanted to fuck that sweet little pussy more than I’d ever wanted anything.
 
   My hand rubbed up and down my rock hard shaft as I watched her touching her body, spreading soapy bubbles all over her smooth skin. I thought of invading her shower and just taking her, shoving her against the wall and sliding my cock inside her hot, wet cunt, holding her there and having my way with her despite her objections. 
 
   I heard her moan. Her hand was down between her legs. She was rubbing her pussy and moaning softly. Dear God, I could hardly keep myself from bursting into the room and taking her right then and there.
 
   Her hand moved faster, and her moans turned into loud, panting groans. I stroked my cock faster, and I could feel my cum building inside my balls, ready to explode. I bit my lip, desperate to keep her from hearing me.
 
   “Oh, Jeremy,” she gasped. “Jeremy!”
 
   My heart thudded. My name is Jeremy. Was she calling my name? Was it possible she was thinking about fucking me the way I was thinking of fucking her? I gritted my teeth as my cock began to pulse. It throbbed wildly, spurting repeatedly, sending a torrent of cum oozing down my head and splattering onto the bathroom door. I could hear her screaming with orgasm, and my cock spit cum again and again.
 
   It was nearly impossible to catch my breath. My heart was racing so fast I felt dizzy, and my legs were shaking. She’d be getting out of the shower soon. I had to escape. I looked around the room for something to use to clean up, but all I saw was one of her t-shirts. I grabbed it quickly and wiped my hands, and then I cleaned my cum off the door. I stuffed my cock inside my jeans, zipped them up, and fled.
 
   Once I was back in my room, I lied down on my bed. My head was swimming with thoughts. I couldn’t believe she’d called my name. Was it really me she was thinking about? Did she know someone else named Jeremy? I couldn’t think of anyone.
 
   I was so exhausted, I finally fell asleep. 
 
   


 
  



Chapter Two
 
    
 
   Later that night, I woke up to the sound of crying. I felt my bed sag, and Tammy crawled into bed with me. Her soft hair fell over my chest, and I could feel her cheek pressing against my skin.
 
   “Tammy?” I asked groggily. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Mike,” she wailed. “I let him sneak into my room and he… he… he tried to…”
 
   “What, Tammy?” I asked, growing concerned.
 
   “He tried to force me to!” she cried, sobbing into my chest.
 
   My arms wrapped around her, holding her body close to mine. She was crying, sobbing intensely, because some guy tried to force her to have sex. I wanted to kill the bastard. Of course, it was the same thing I’d thought of doing to her just hours earlier, and I now felt overwhelmed with guilt.
 
   “Shh,” I whispered. “It’s alright. I won’t let anyone hurt you.”
 
   Guilt rushed over me as I felt my cock stiffening slightly. I couldn’t help it. Feeling her body against mine, her bare leg slung over me, her breasts pressing against me through her thin t-shirt… I wanted to fuck her.
 
   “Jeremy, am I ugly?” she asked suddenly, sniffling and looking up into my eyes.
 
   “What?” I asked. “Are you serious?”
 
   “Yes, I’m serious,” she said. “Do you think I’m ugly?”
 
   “Why would you think that?” 
 
   “Just answer me!” she snapped.
 
   “No!” I said. “No, I don’t think you’re ugly. Why would you ask something like that?”
 
   “Do you think I’m sexy?” she asked.
 
   My face flushed hot, but I hoped she couldn’t see it in the dim light.
 
   “You’re my sister,” I said. “I don’t think about that kind of thing.”
 
   “Bullshit,” she said. “I’m only your stepsister. If you didn’t think I was ugly, you’d have already tried something with me.”
 
   “Tammy, you’re not ugly!” I insisted. “You’re really sexy.”
 
   “You’re just saying that,” she pouted.
 
   “I’m not,” I promised her.
 
   “Prove it,” she said.
 
   “Prove it? How?” I asked.
 
   “Kiss me,” she said.
 
   “What?” I gasped.
 
   “Kiss me,” she said. “Now.”
 
   I opened my mouth to object, but she quickly pressed her lips against mine. I could taste a hint of fruitiness on her lips, and they were warm and moist and silky smooth. Her soft little tongue slipped through my lips, and I felt it tangling with my own. I moaned, the sound muffled by our kiss.
 
   I knew I should push her away. I knew it wasn’t right to do this with her. She was an innocent girl of just eighteen, and I was her older brother. At twenty-one, I should have known better. But her kiss was too much. It melted my brain, and all I could think about was how badly I needed to get my dick inside her.
 
   My hands wandered down her back. Her t-shit was barely covering her ass, and she was wearing nothing underneath but a little pair of cotton panties. I grabbed her ass and squeezed, pulling her up over my leg. Her crotch, warm and ready, rested on my thigh.
 
   My tongue probed deeper inside her mouth. I heard her moan softly, and her hips wriggled slightly, rubbing her crotch against my thigh. I felt her hand slide down my abdomen and rest over my stiff cock, which was trying to burst out of my jeans.
 
   “Fuck me, Jeremy,” she whispered into my ear.
 
   I groaned and thrust my cock against her hand. I squeezed her ass, pulling her body over on top of me. Now she was straddling me, my hard cock pushing against her crotch.
 
   She began to grind against me, rubbing herself all over my cock. I pushed my hips forward, my cock jamming hard against her public bone.
 
   “Please fuck me!” she begged.
 
   I grasped her t-shirt, pulling it over her head. I’d never seen my sister’s tits up close before. I’d only ever seen them through the foggy glass of the shower door, or brief glimpses while she was changing clothes. They were spectacular. They were round without being fake, with tiny pink nipples that stood erect and begged to be sucked. I grasped them both in my hands and squeezed, pushing my cock harder against her panties.
 
   “Jeremy, I want you to fuck me!” she pleaded.
 
   I wrapped my arms around her body and in one deft movement I swept her onto the bed and mounted her. I pushed my tongue inside her mouth and kissed her passionately, a ferocious growl barely smothered as it escaped my lips. 
 
   My hand slipped down her flat belly and jammed inside her panties. I couldn’t believe it. I was finally going to touch my sister’s pussy, that sweet little cunt I’d been dreaming of for so long.
 
   I spread her pussy lips with my fingers and slipped one finger inside her. She was dripping wet. My finger met resistance when I tried to push inside her.
 
   “Are you…” I started to ask. 
 
   “A virgin?” she added. “Yes.”
 
   I froze. It was one thing to fuck my little step-sister, but it was another thing entirely to take her virginity. I jumped to my feet.
 
   “What’s wrong?” she asked breathlessly.
 
   “Tammy, I… I don’t know if I can do this,” I admitted.
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “It’s just… I don’t think I should be your first.”
 
   “I want you to be my first, Jeremy!” she gasped. “I’ve wanted for… for longer than I can remember! You don’t know how long I’ve wanted this.”
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me before?” I asked her.
 
   “I didn’t think you’d want anything to do with me,” she admitted sheepishly. “I mean, you did used to call me a pest and yell at me to get out of your room.”
 
   “You were twelve at the time,” I said flatly. “And you were a bit of a pest back then.”
 
   “Well, it kind of stuck with me,” she said mournfully. “And you were really mean other times, too.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said gently, holding her close to me. “I don’t feel that way now.”
 
   “Then do it, Jeremy,” she pleaded. “Take my virginity! I’ve been saving it for you. Why do you think I didn’t want to do it with Mike?”
 
   “Why would you want me?” I asked. “I mean, I’m your brother,” I said, but then noticing her glare, I quickly added, “I mean stepbrother. Why me?”
 
   “Is it that hard to figure out?” she asked incredulously. I’m certain I looked thoroughly confused, so she said, “I love you! Duh!”
 
   For a moment, I was silent. I really didn’t know what to say. Brothers and sisters usually love each other – or at least they’re supposed to. But I wasn’t quite sure what she meant. Did she mean she was in love with me?
 
   “You mean…”
 
   “I’m in love with you, dummy!” she said, slapping me sharply in the chest with both of her palms.
 
   “Ow!” I said. “Come on, Tammy. You can’t be in love with me. I’m your brother!”
 
   “Step, Jeremy,” she pointed out. “Step-brother. We’re not related in any way. There’s nothing wrong with it. Now stop talking and take me!”
 
   She threw her arms around my neck and started to kiss me. I wanted to resist. I wanted to push her off me, tell her to stop, try to reason with her. But somehow I just couldn’t. My cock was stiffening rapidly, and all the visions I’d ever had of her naked started running through my head all at once.
 
   Her hand slid down my chest, over my stomach, and rested over my cock. She gripped it through my pants and started to rub it. I knew I wasn’t going to be able to resist, so I just gave in.
 
   My tongue swirled against hers. My cock pulsed in her palm. I tentatively touched her breast, and when she didn’t resist, I squeezed its full suppleness firmly and she moaned softly. I bent my head and took a tiny pink nipple into my mouth and sucked.
 
   I kissed my way down her flat stomach and pulled her panties aside. Wetness glistened on her outer pussy lips, and I parted them and snaked my tongue between them. As it touched her clit, she gasped and grabbed my head, pushing it more firmly against her.
 
   “Oh, god, yes,” she whispered. “Lick me, Jeremy!”
 
   She smelled so sweet and tasted so lovely. My cock twitched madly, desperately wanting her touch, her lips, her pussy around it. I probed my tongue inside her slippery tunnel, and she cried out with pleasure as it penetrated her. If she was this excited by my tongue inside her, I couldn’t wait to see how my cock would thrill her!
 
   She was soaking wet. Her juices began to drip down her inner thighs. I grabbed the waistband of her panties and pulled them down to her ankles and she stepped out of them. She stood before me completely nude, and I admired her firm young body for a few moments before throwing one leg over my shoulder and diving back into her juicy pussy.
 
   I buried my face between her legs, my tongue pressing firmly against her clit and rubbing up and down. She made a sweet purring moan, and I knew it was feeling really good. I slipped a finger inside her pussy and found her hymen. I started to slide my finger in and out, careful not to pop her cherry just yet.
 
   She began to grind her hips, fucking my face hard. I flicked my tongue rapidly over her clit, and she began to cry out loudly. Her legs began to quiver, and her body trembled. She threw her head back, she squeezed my head with the leg that was thrown over my shoulder.
 
   When I could tell her orgasm had subsided, I picked her up and tossed her onto my bed. I pushed her legs apart and unleashed my throbbing cock. I held it in my hand and positioned the head of it at her entrance.
 
   “Are you sure you want this?” I asked her, though at that point I hardly gave a damn anymore.
 
   She bit her lip and nodded, and I started to push the head inside her. She was so slick, the head slipped easily inside the opening, but as soon as it met resistance it became difficult.
 
   “Ow!” she shrieked as I pushed against her hymen. She grasped my arms tightly as I pushed harder. “Ouch! Ohhhh, ouch! It hurts!”
 
   “Do you want me to stop?” I asked, barely able to speak and still pushing.
 
   “No!” she gasped. “Just get it over with!”
 
   I didn’t need any further encouragement, and I thrust forward with all my might and she screamed and dug her fingernails into my arms as I felt a pop as her hymen ripped apart and my cock plunged deep inside her.
 
   Tears squeezed out of her eyes, and she bit her lip so hard it started to bleed slightly. I leaned forward and kissed her cheek gently, and then I began to pump in and out of her.
 
   God, she was tight. I had never been with a virgin before, and it was the most incredible sensation I’d ever felt. Her pussy was gripping me like a vice, and it just sucked me further and further inside her.
 
   Before long, her tears subsided and she began to moan with pleasure. I tossed her legs over her head and really started to pound her hard. She screamed out as I fucked her, and her cries of joy fuelled my own fire. I could already feel cum building up, and I was getting close to releasing it.
 
   “Mmmm,” I groaned. “Tammy, you’re so tight!”
 
   “You feel so good!” Tammy cried. “Fuck me harder!”
 
   I plunged harder, faster, deeper. She tangled her fingers in my hair and pulled as she moaned louder. Her pussy began to pulse around my cock, and her eyes rolled back in her head as she started to cum all over me.
 
   I couldn’t hold on any longer. My cock throbbed wildly, then started to twitch. My cum began to spew inside her. I knew I should pull out, but the thought of leaving her tight, wet hole was unbearable, and I was feeling so good it was utterly indescribable. I groaned deeply and sank my teeth into her shoulder as pleasure washed over my entire body.
 
   Cum continued to spurt inside her, and she was panting as her own orgasm began to subside. Finally, I’d filled her to the brim with my cum and I pulled out. Glancing down, I noticed my cock was covered in her blood.
 
   “Jeremy, I love you,” she whispered into my ear, making me shiver.
 
   “I love you, too,” I admitted.
 
   I knew things would never be the same between us, but something told me that was a VERY good thing!
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   Randy Gibson heard a grunt and crash outside the front door.  His breath caught, knowing it could mean only one thing.  Mercy was home early.  He's had a crush on her since the day their parents introduced them, and announced their impending marriage.  That was three years ago.
 
   He was on his way to bed, it being eleven o'clock.  Mercy was the party animal of the family, while he was more of a play by the rules kind of guy.  In a word, she had a lot more fun in one night of carousing than he had in his entire life.
 
   Heart racing, Randy went to the front door and opened it.  Mercy was on hands and knees collecting all the stuff that fell out of her purse.  He just stood there and took in all of her gorgeous glory.  Mercedes "Mercy" Sullivan was a tiny thing, at just five feet tall, but she had the thickest, shiniest mane of dark brown hair he'd ever seen.  Everyone called it her crowning glory.  Mercy had big blue eyes and full red lips, and a spectacular, curvy, busty body.
 
   She had three major problems: she was a drunk, she knew she was hot, and worst of all, she knew Randy had the hots for her.
 
   "Need help?" he said.
 
   Mercy sat back on her legs and looked up at him.  It took her a second to focus and a sultry smile slowly spread across her face.  "Yeah, naughty boy, you'd like to get your greedy paws on my stuff."  She locked eyes with him, and pushed her large boobs together.  "No can do, my body is not for you, step-brother."
 
   Randy's eyes dropped to her boobs as she squashed them, making his balls tighten up and dick tingle.  Mercy was wearing a barely there red corset dress, that pushed her tits up dangerously.  He couldn't believe she didn't pop out of it with every movement.  At the moment, the top half of both areolas were exposed.
 
   "A simple no would've sufficed," he said, as his eyes traveled down her legs, sheathed in black fishnet hose and back stiletto pumps.  She also wore lots of big, flashy silver jewelry at ears, throat, and wrists.  "Have a nice night, Mercy.  I'm going to bed."
 
   "You're ain't...  I mean, you're not no fun," Mercy said, struggling to her feet.
 
   She swayed a second, tottering atop her sky high stilettos.  Mercy threw her arms up to gain balance, but that just sent her staggering backwards and finally pulled her tits out of her top.  Randy gawked, seeing her complete exposed boobs for the first time, and then she regained some control of her body and staggered past Randy and into the house.  Mercy bounced off Randy and into the door jamb as she passed.
 
   "Ouch," she said.  "Don't push me."
 
   "I didn't…nevermind," he said, shaking his head.  She was a mess, a very hot mess.  He so wanted to bang her brains out, but she was so damned annoying when drunk.  "I liked you better before you were old enough to drink."
 
   He quickly stepped out the door, picked up her forgotten purse, and returned.  Closing the door, he placed her purse on the side table.
 
   "Poor baby, only eighteen and can't drink," she said as she reached for her purse, and stumbled into the side table and made everything rattle.  "Stupid table."
 
   "Quiet.  You'll wake our parents up," he said.  They both knew neither her father nor his mother wanted to deal with her while she was a drunken mess.
 
   "Shhhh," she said, and giggled.  "Hey, my tits fell out again.  I hate it when that happens."  She turned to him and pushed them together.  "See?"
 
   "Ah, yes, I can see them," he said.
 
   She got the most sultry, wicked look as she wagged her brows at him.  All of his desire, his longing for her erupted, surging through him.  Her smoky eyes called to him.  Her full, glossy lips begged to be kissed.  And that body, was made to hold, caressed, and screw ten times a day.  Randy had wanted her for three years, and Mercy had taunted and teased him the whole time.
 
   "I bet…," she started to say, but began to shut down and sag.  He thought she was going to pass out in midsentence and while still standing.  It'd happened before, but she suddenly perked up.  "What are you looking at?"
 
   Randy shook his head and looked to the heavens.  She'd already forgotten what she was talking about, and didn't even remember her boobs were exposed.  He didn't feel like reminding her, either.  In fact, he rather enjoyed looking at them.  Her tits were just as beautiful as he'd imagined, and he imagined a lot.
 
   Mercy went off on one of her trips into la-la land, and started singing under her breath as she danced.  She was oblivious to the world, wrapped up in her own little drunken world.  Randy smiled as he watched her boobs jostling so sexily, her long, delicate fingers stroking her well rounded hips, and then going up to sink deep in her long, silky hair.
 
   He could imagine her becoming a stripper.  In fact, since she was on the verge of flunking out of college, that might be her best option.  She loved to dance, she loved the boys, and she was a natural flirt.  And God knew she had the body for it.
 
   "Come on, Mercy," he said, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.  He was six four, so at five feet even she seemed tiny.  The heels helped a bit.  Randy turned her toward her bedroom, and got her walking.  "Time to go to bed."
 
   "Is it your birthday?" she said.
 
   "No.  That was last month."
 
   Mercy frowned, looking confused.
 
   "Did I sleep with you for your eighteenth?"
 
   His heart started racing, and something stirred in his genitals.  It got real hard to breathe.
 
   "Of course not," he said.
 
   "Oh.  Damn, I was gonna."  Mercy giggled.  "Hey, when did my tits come out?"
 
   Mercy stopped, and started fumbling with her clothes.  Randy watched, transfixed, as she got absolutely no where.  All she managed to do was squeeze and push her tits around, and her top might've even slid down her body some more.  She was putting on quite a titty show for him.
 
   "I guess you're a happy boy," Mercy said, giving him a mischievous look.  "You finally get to ogle my titties.  Now you can go whack off."
 
   That kind of pissed him off.  "Maybe I'll whack off on your titties after you pass out."
 
   "Oh," she said, breathlessly and looking highly aroused.  Her nipples got hard and erect quickly, and she unconsciously ran the tips of her fingers around and around them.  "I'll lock my door, and you'll miss out on enjoying my body again.  Ha."
 
   "I'm so over you, Mercy.  And, besides, I can't miss something I never had," Randy said.
 
   "Oh, I never thought about that," she said.
 
   "Yeah?  Think about this," he said.  Randy wrapped her up in his arms, squeezing tightly.  Her head rolled back, and Mercy moaned.  He pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss, and she groaned low and wantonly.  After several minutes of deep French kissing, Randy released Mercy, who fell straight down to her knees.  "I bet you won't forget that for a long time."
 
   Mercy didn't answer.  She looked utterly dazed.  Randy never saw her more beautiful, more desirable, and more available.  He pushed his pajama bottoms down until his erection popped out.  Then he buried one hand deep in her hair, at the back of her head.
 
   "Eat me, Mercy," he said.
 
   With that Randy guided his cock straight to her slightly parted, glossy lips.  At the same time, he pulled her face in with his other hand.  Mercy's mouth opened obediently when the dick head pressed to her lips, and she slowly swallowed him until her lips were wrapped tightly around the base.
 
   Holding her head still with both hands, Randy started pumping in and out.  At first he went slow, not sure her booze-addled brain could handle anything too fast.  As she proved up to the task, he increased the speed.  Soon Randy was banging the hell out of her mouth.  She clutched at his butt, sinking her long red nails into that tender flesh and stoking his ardor.
 
   When he accidently pulled too far back, and came out of her mouth, Mercy grabbed it with her left hand and gave it a couple of pumps.  Then she licked his shaft all the way to his balls, and back up.  Mercy rolled her hot, wet tongue all around his dick, driving him wild.  She had everything tingling, his insides quivering, and balls aching to release in nothing flat.
 
   Then she opened wide, and swallowed him all the way down again.
 
   "That's how you do it, Mercy.  Suck it like a big girl," he said, really more of a moan.
 
   Mercy bobbed up and down his cock, and then gave him the most intense head of his life.  It felt like his entire body became electrified.  Randy felt his body cross over, and begin that mad rush to climax.  Once he crossed that line, she could stop but his body would not.  He would climax, and he grinned.  And then the pleasure of that first incredible gush washed through him.
 
   "Yes!  Swallow it all, Mercy."
 
   Randy watched her throat working.  She swallowed that first shot of cum without hesitation, and the second was fast on its heels.  Unfortunately, that was all for his drunk step-sister.  Mercy's eyes rolled up, and she fell straight back to the floor.  His jaw dropped, and that second load came squirting out.  Randy watched it spurt, flying in an arch, and splash land right between her tits.  And he came two more times, each a little less than the last one.  Each spurt hitting her naked tits.
 
   "Damn, I was just joking about coming on your tits while you slept passed out," he said, grinning.  "But my cum looks good on you."
 
   With wet, sticky dick in hand, Randy headed for the bathroom to clean up.  And he really had to piss, too.  When he returned ten minutes later, Mercy was still sound asleep in the front entry, legs still curled up under her.  His cum was becoming more liquidy, and starting to dribble down and around her tits.
 
   "I should really clean her up."
 
   Randy headed for the kitchen instead.  He was famished, and thirsty.  About halfway through his sandwich, he heard Mercy making pathetic little noises.  He looked around the corner, across the living room, and spotted her trying to get to all fours.  She was so drunk crawling was a chore, so he shook his head woefully, and returned to his sandwich.
 
   After he finished, cleaned up his mess, and put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher, Randy returned to the entry.  Mercy was gone, leaving behind a little puddle of his cum.  He headed toward her bedroom.  She was slowly crawling through the door when he found her.  He had time, so returned to the entry and cleaned up that mess.
 
   Mercy was halfway between the bedroom door and her big white bed, all girly ruffles and stuffed animals.  Randy closed the door and placed her purse on the dresser.  Then he checked out her long, black hose sheathed legs.  So sexy.  And that micro-mini barely contained her ass, and while crawling he could see her butt hole and pussy perfectly.
 
   "Hey, you're not wearing panties," Randy said, and felt a stirring in the force.  "Oh man, you're completely shaven down there, too.  That is so hot."
 
   Mercy said nothing, and continued her slow, swaying crawl toward bed.
 
   "Lord have mercy," he said, cupping his growing erection.  "I think I'm ready for another hot shot of Mercy."
 
   Randy bent over her, and unzipped her corset dress.  He pushed it over her well-rounded hips and she crawled out of it.  That left her in garter belt, hose, and heels. Perfect for fucking.
 
   Kneeling behind her, Randy pushed his pajamas down to his knees and grabbed her by the hips.  She made a tiny noise of distress, still trying to crawl.  Randy gave her right butt cheek a little bootie slap.
 
   Thwack!
 
   "Ouch!  Oooh."
 
   "Like that, did you?"
 
   "Mmm, yeah," she said, sounding half-asleep.
 
   Thwack!
 
   "Oooh, yes."
 
   Thwack!
 
   With one hand, Randy guided his dick to her shiny, wet snatch.  He rubbed his dick head all over and around her nether lips, before finally penetrating his older, super sexy step-sister.  Oddly enough, most of his sex fantasies involved fucking her doggie style.  Randy slowly pulled back on her hips as he pushed forward, thrusting his cock deep into Mercy's vagina.  Feeling her velvety walls resisting, yielding reluctantly to his length and girth, Randy closed his eyes to savor every second, every stroke into her body.
 
   "Ooooooh," Mercy groaned, throwing her head back and clawing at the floor.
 
   "Damn, you're tight," he said.  "Better than I ever dreamed."
 
   Thwack!
 
   "Oh.  My.  Ooooh," Mercy gasped out, and her body shuddered violently.  Her twat convulsed and tightened around Randy's cock and she gave tiny little cries with every thrust.
 
   Randy moved his hands from her hips to her dangling, jostling boobs.  They were big, firm tits, and the nipples were hard and erect.  He squeezed and stroked her tits, pinched, pulled, and rolled her nipples.  Mercy came again.
 
   "Only really bad girls like sex this much," Randy said, grinning and gave her another much harder butt slap.  Thwack!  And one on the other cheek.  Thwack!  "Bad girl, bad girl, how many times will you come while I rock your world?"
 
   Mercy rose up on her knees, hands coming back over her shoulders to alternately stroke and grasp at his neck and shoulders.  That gave him easier access to her bouncing boobs, and access them he did.  When he wrapped his arms around her, and hugged her tight, Mercy came again.
 
   "It's so hot in here," Mercy gasp out.  "I feel…oh…so….oh…"
 
   Randy grinned fiercely.  He was only joking about rocking her world, but apparently he really was rocking her out.  Big time.  And her hot, shapely body was rocking his world, too.  Since it was his second time in less than an hour, it was allowing him to enjoy her body for a long, long time.  But all good things must end, and Randy felt himself cross over into that mad rush to climax.  He tightened his hold on her, and really started banging that snatch hard and fast.  And then he thrust deep, held it, and came again.
 
   When he let go of her, Mercy dropped to all fours, and slowly sank to the floor.  As she did, she pulled off his cock.  Mercy was sound asleep before she reached the floor.  Randy shook his head, unable to stop grinning.
 
   "Best night of my life," he said, giving her well-rounded butt cheeks playful little swats that got them bouncing like bowls of jelly.  With a mischievous glint in his eye, he wetted a finger and pushed it into her butt hole.  Mercy didn't react, so he pulled it out.  Why do it if she couldn't enjoy, or at least feel, it?  So he rolled her onto her back, and soaked in that awesome body he longed to enjoy for so long.  "Mercy, you are so beautiful.  Right now, you look so angelic.  So sweet.  So innocent.  All things you aren’t while awake."
 
   Randy dropped to all fours above her, and started to kiss, lick, and suck on her boobs and nipples.  After five minutes he moved up to her throat, since she wasn't reacting at all to any of his efforts.  He sucked a wicked hickey onto her neck, and moved up to nuzzle her ears, and finally kiss his way across her soft, smooth cheek to her full, red lips.
 
   "Mmm," Randy groaned as he opened her mouth with his, and thrust in his tongue.  Exploring her mouth, his lips slipped all over hers.  Mercy started kissing back, and let out a low groan, and then after a few minutes she went slack again.  "That was fun."
 
   He went to the bathroom to clean up again.  Got a drink of water and returned to find she hadn't moved.  In fact, she was softly snoring.  So Randy began exploring her room.  He was surprised by the amount of sexy lingerie she owned, and delighted to discover an assortment of dildos and vibrators in the bottom drawer of her nightstand, along with tubes of lubricant.
 
   "How much does she use these that she'd need lubricant?"
 
   Her closet was packed to overflowing.  The entire wall to either side of her closet door was filled with shelves packed with shoes.  Mostly high heels, and in every imaginable color.  Randy had three pairs: sneakers, dress shoes, and a pair of cowboy boots from that trip to Arizona last summer.
 
   As he headed back out of her room, Randy noticed she'd flipped onto her stomach.  Was she a little closer to the bed?  He went out to watch TV in the living room, and found that new science fiction thriller he'd been waiting for was on Pay-per-view.
 
   Three hours later, Randy was now stoked by sex with Mercy and the movie.  Sleep was not in the picture yet.  So he decided to check on his pretty drunk-as-a-skunk big sister.  To his surprise, Mercy was in the bed, laying face down crossways, her stiletto heeled feet sticking off the side.
 
   Randy glanced back at the master bedroom door, to the right of the kitchen and all the way across the living room.  If the movie didn't wake them, then nothing he did with Mercy would, either.  He closed her bedroom door and joined her on the bed.  On all fours and straddling her, Randy started kissing Mercy's shoulders, nuzzling her neck through her long, silky, and fragrant hair.  She just smelled so damn good.  Mercy didn't react at all until he kissed and thrust his tongue into her ear.  That made her smile and giggle, but not wake up.
 
   "This girl is totally out," he said.
 
   So he started kissing his way down her back.  He paused to admire the workmanship of her tramp stamp, a red rose surrounded by Celtic knots.  Finally, he reached her butt.  Randy nuzzled her ass cheeks, rubbing his face all over her satiny smooth cheeks.  He motorboated her butt cheeks, and then explored her butt cleavage.  That musky smell coming from her nether regions called to him, and he felt all tingly again.  His cock started to rise.
 
   He explored her pussy lips, slippery slit, and tight vagina at length and in depth with his fingers.  He was about to pull her ass up high and get it on doggie style again, when a new thought occurred to him.
 
   "Hmm, around the world," he said, finger tracing her puckered butt hole.  He'd already come in her mouth and pussy that night.  There was just one more orifice to enjoy.  "I've never had anal, or gone around the world with a girl.  I wonder if I should."  He glanced at her bottom nightstand drawer, and grinned.  "I really shouldn't, but she has everything I need."
 
   Randy got a tube of lube from her drawer, and coated his dick.  Then he applied a big dollop of lubricant to her ass, pushing it deep inside with his fingers.  Mercy moaned and groaned, pulled her legs tightly together, and then thrust her hips down into the mattress.  He wasn't sure if she was trying to get away from his deeply probing fingers, or was humping the mattress, but once he had three fingers inside her butt, Randy decided she was ready to receive him.
 
   Moving over her, laying flat below him, Randy pushed in between her butt cheeks and pressed against her anus.  He brushed her hair back so he could watch her face, left cheek up and Mercy looking so serene.  He gave a little push, and penetrated.  Her breath caught, but she showed no other sign of feeling him enter her.  So Randy let his weight slowly push him down into her butt.  Mercy's eyes popped open, her back bowed and knees bent.  The long heels of her shoes struck his butt cheeks as she let out a long, low groan.  Her fingers clutched the bedspread, and she bite a mouthful of bedspread, too.
 
   He started pumping, and her feet started kicking, thumping into his butt over and over.  Mercy was really pulling at the bedspread with her teeth, making tiny animal noise the whole time.  Randy watched in fascination as she reacted to his butt fucking.  Once he worked himself all the way inside her, Randy really started banging her butt.
 
   Soon the bed was squeaking, Mercy was moaning, groaning, and doing a little squeaking, too.  Randy loved the feel of his hips smacking into her smooth, firm butt cheeks.
 
   "Holy.  Shit!" Mercy gasped out, and start shaking, then bucking beneath him.  "Oooooh.  Ooooh.  Oooooh."
 
   Randy butt fucked her long and hard, until they were both shiny with sweat, and he was gasping for breath.  He finally came, and that seemed to suck the air out of both of them.  He collapsed atop her, and promptly fell asleep.
 
   Sometime in the middle of the night Randy woke up, needing to pee so bad it hurt.  He staggered off to the bathroom, and did his business.  He started to return to her bed, but just turned off her light and went to his own bed.  Randy needed sleep more than sex.
 
   The next morning Randy lay in bed a long time after waking.  Long enough to hear Mercy leave her room and go to the bathroom.  While she showered, he went to the kitchen for a bowl of cereal.  He wanted to eat and get back in his room before she finished.  Randy didn't want to deal with the drama over what happened.  Mercy was good at that drama crap.
 
   After eating, he filled his bowl with water and left it in the sink.  When he turned around Mercy was walking into the kitchen.  He froze, gawking at her.  She looked so damned sexy, with her face scrubbed clean of all that bright makeup, her hair still damp from being washed.  Early morning was the only time she looked like the mythical girl-next-door, most of the time she looked like the tramp down the street.
 
   "Morning, Randy," Mercy said.
 
   She looked remarkably fresh.  Mercy never suffered from hangovers.  Randy thought it was because she got drunk every single night.  But she was walking a little oddly.
 
   "Anything wrong?" he said.
 
   She stopped before opening the fridge, looked at him and tilted her head.  He thought she was going to rip into him.  Instead, she rubbed her butt and frowned.
 
   "No.  I'm just a little…sore, this morning," she said.  She shook her head.  "I can't remember a thing.  I remember being at the club, having a great time, but not coming home or anything."  She opened the fridge and started rummaging through.  "I hate not remembering what, or who, I did the night before."
 
   "Ah," Randy said, relieved.
 
   "What?  Too much information, little brother?" she said, and giggled.  She signed dramatically, and rather contentedly.  "If you only knew, Randy.  If you only knew what I do."
 
   She closed the fridge door, a bowl of jello in hand.  She picked up a banana, and climbed into a bar stool to eat.  Mercy cast a wicked, sultry look at Randy as she peeled the banana.  His breath caught as she lifted the banana to her slowly opening mouth.
 
   As her wet, pink tongue rolled around the tip of that banana, her eyes locked with his, Randy felt his lust stirring and cock stiffening.  She didn't remember, and was back to her taunting, teasing ways.  But after her drunken confession last night, he knew at one point she intended to give up her body to him.
 
   "Two can play at that game," he said, stepping round the bar.
 
   Mercy quirked a brow, looking curious as he stepped up to her.  Randy cupped her face, tilted her head, and kissed her.  Full on the lips.  Mercy grunted, stiffening.  Her hand tightened around the banana, squashing it to mush.
 
   "Have a nice day, sweet thing," Randy said, giving her butt a little pat.
 
   He headed for his bedroom, to get dressed and go out for the day.  Mercy was still gawking at him when he glanced back at his door.  He winked and left her there.  Randy had plans for Mercy.  "No mercy for Mercy.  I'm going to make her mine."
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   Stacy liked sex. She liked it a lot. From the time she became old enough to experiment to when she lost her virginity to her gym teacher, she knew she was going to be a happy, unapologetic slut.
 
   Stacy was anxious for her mother Karen and step dad Scott to leave the house. She was constantly sneaking into her their porn stash when they left the house. Stacy loved to sit on the couch while no one was home and diddle herself in front of the television. She would turn up the volume because it was the sounds that got her really hot. Listening to the actors moan and grunt made her pussy tingle. She loved the sounds of fluids smacking between their hot bodies. She would stick her hands in her panties and flick her clit to the rhythm of the bed as it creaked under the strain of the actors who vigorously fucked each other for her viewing pleasure.
 
   Scott was her mother’s latest husband and Stacy’s latest “Daddy”. Her “Daddies” didn’t tend to last too long and that was okay by Stacy as she tended to get bored with them just as quick as her mom did.
 
   Scott seemed different though. He noticed Stacy when she entered the room. He always had a smile for her and a hug that lingered just a little too long. She liked that he watched her and she would make sure to let a little extra cleavage show when her mom wasn’t looking.
 
   Scott was sexy too. Stacy had thoughts of running her hands through his sandy brown hair, down his broad hairy chest and over his tight ass. She had to admit that this time her mother had picked a winner.
 
   The other great thing about Scott is he had a son. A hot football player named Billy. Billy looked a lot his father and had the same athletic build but his hair was a darker shade of brown. Stacy liked to sneak a peek into Billy’s room when she heard him lifting weights. The sweat glistening on his muscles got her blood flowing straight to her clit and her panties would get wet. After listening to only five or so reps, Billy’s grunts would get Stacy so hot she would lock herself in the bathroom and finger her cunt.
 
   “Stacy, we are going on a grocery run. Do you need anything while we are out?” Karen asked.
 
   Karen was a natural beauty. Her figure was proportioned just right. She had just the right amount of cleavage and legs to get noticed and men did notice her. Her blonde hair was swept up in a loose bun and her blue eyes were concealed by her sunglasses as she reached for her purse.
 
   “No, I can’t think of anything I need.” Stacy replied.
 
   Scott came around the corner and grabbed the car keys off the hook by the front door. “Billy is at football practice. He won’t be in for at least another hour or so.”
 
   Karen cut in “Dinner will be late so have a snack if you want.”
 
   Stacy closed the door and locked it when her parents finally got out of the house. She watched out the window as the car left the driveway and rounded the corner at the end of the street. She giggled and hurried off to her parent’s room and opened the closet. On the top shelf was a large shoebox and hidden inside was Scott’s collection of porn. Stacy had found it one day when she was looking for her birthday presents.
 
   Stacy rummaged through the box and found a DVD that hadn’t been in the collection the last time she had snooped. This one had a gangbang plot and looked packed full of action so she ran to the living room and put it in the DVD player.
 
   Stacy turned up the volume and sat back on the leather couch. She lifted her T-shirt and untied the draw string on her sweatpants as the menu became available in the screen. She used the remote to select a scene that looked interesting and hit play. In an instant there was the music that signaled the sex to commence and a young woman with large breasts was laying on a pool table, naked and surrounded by muscular men with erections.
 
   “This is gonna be hot.” Stacy leaned back and with her left hand tweaking her right nipple and her right hand in her panties softly caressing her shaved pussy lips she closed her eyes and listened to the sounds of the hot young actress as she was fucked and sucked on the pool table. Stacy imagined those men surrounding her and jerking their hard cocks as they waited their turn to fuck one of her eager holes.
 
   Stacy’s pussy got wet and she needed more room for her hand so she slipped her pants down to her knees and shoved her fingers inside her hot cunt. She lifted her T-shirt higher and pulled her tits out of her bra so she could pinch her nipples.
 
   Billy came in the back door and immediately heard moaning and music. His cock instantly tingled as he recognized the sound of porn. He quietly crept through the kitchen expecting to catch his dad whacking off. He made it to the dining room where he peeked around the corner and saw Stacy sprawled out on the couch, thrusting her fingers in and out of her pussy.
 
   Billy’s mouth became dry as he stared at his stepsister. She was whimpering as she finger fucked herself with one hand and pulled her nipple with the other. Billy’s cock sprang to life and he wanted nothing more than to whip it out and stick it to his sister right on the couch. The porn sounds in the background only made the vision of her playing with herself that much hotter.  She had her eyes closed so Billy cautiously moved across the room to get a better angle. Once safely situated he was able to look around the wall and see Stacy’s glistening bald pussy. Her lips were puffy and pink with excitement and her fingers were soaked in her cunny juice. Stacy’s tits were popped out of her bra and she alternated tugging on her nipples as her breathing got heavier.
 
   Billy licked his lips and he was sure he could smell her pussy from across the room. The sex in the movie increased and a woman started to yell “Fuck me, yeah, fuck me” and men started to grunt and Stacy opened her eyes anxious to see the big tits of the actress sprayed with cum when out the corner of her eye she saw Billy.
 
   Stacy gasped and pulled her hand out of her cunt and pulled her T-shirt down to try to cover herself.
 
   Billy stood up and she could see his boner poking his sweatpants. “Don’t stop. I was enjoying the show.” He said and smiled.
 
   Stacy had to admit that she had fantasized about her stepbrother a lot and she had hoped that he liked her too.  By the look of the tent in his pants she had to assume he did like her.
 
   The guys on the television were jerking their cocks over the actress’s chest and they began to cum all over her tits and face. Stacy closed her eyes and lifted her shirt. She kicked her pants and panties the rest of the way off and slid her fingers back into her cunt.
 
   Billy moved closer to Stacy and took off his pants and underwear and began to stroke his cock. He grunted as she played with her pussy in front of him. Stacy slid her fingers in and then slid them out and ran her slippery fingers around her labia and clit. She began to grind her hips and squeal as she got closer to orgasm.
 
   Stacy opened her eyes and saw Billy standing before her, stroking his cock, and running his hand over the head. “Cum on me brother.” She said in a lust filled voice and spread her legs wide.
 
   Billy stood between his sister’s legs as she began to squeal louder and he stroked his dick faster and faster and suddenly there it was, Billy grunted and shot a wad of hot cum on his sister’s hand and tummy.
 
   Stacy whimpered and shuddered as the warmth of her brother’s cum landed on her and she rubbed his cum on her already wet pussy and clit as she came.
 
   Stacy looked up at Billy with a seductive grin and slowly ran her hand up her stomach to her mouth and licked the combination of their sex fluids off her fingers. Billy smiled at Stacy and bent down to kiss her when they heard a car door slam.
 
   Billy stumbled back and pulled up his pants “Go, I’ll get the movie.”
 
   Stacy scooped up her pants and hurried down the hall, off to the bathroom to clean up.
 
   Billy shut off the television and ejected the DVD just as Karen opened the front door with her arms full of grocery sacks. “A little help please.” She stumbled into the kitchen and sat the bags on the counter.
 
   Billy hid the DVD behind his back and hurried to his parent’s bedroom. He put the porno back in the shoe box and hurried to the car to help bring in the groceries.
 
   Stacy was in the kitchen helping her mother unpack and put away food when Scott and Billy brought in the last of the bags.
 
   Stacy winked at Billy as she bent over to pick up empty sacks strewn across the floor making sure he got a good look down her shirt.
 
   “Billy, you are home early today.” Scott said.
 
   “Yeah, I wasn’t expecting him to come home when he did.” Stacy added.
 
   “Well, coach let us go early since I am so amazing and didn’t need the practice.” He joked “What’s for dinner Karen? I am starved.”
 
   Karen looked at Billy and smiled “Well, at this rate pizza unless your father wants to heat up the grill and throw some steaks on.”
 
   Billy looked at Scott who was already sitting in his chair with his laptop and a file from the office.  He looked back at Karen. “I can start the grill. Where are the steaks?”
 
   Billy grilled the steaks and Karen and Stacy made a salad while Scott worked on his laptop. “Scott spends too much time working.” Stacy said to her mother.
 
   “Tell me about it.” Karen said a little more snarky than she meant to. “But, he has to right now so we will just have to deal with it for the time being.” She forced a smile and put the last of the tomatoes in the salad bowl.
 
   “Dinner is ready.” Billy said as he brought the steaks through the back door.
 
   “I’ll get Scott.” Stacy said.
 
   She looked at Scott in his chair with his glasses hanging off his slender nose. His hair was mussed where he had been running his hands through it, probably in frustration. He had an ink pen between his teeth as he typed away on the keyboard.
 
   “Scott, dinner is ready.” She said in a sweet voice.
 
   He looked up and the pen fell out of his mouth when he saw her cleavage bursting out of her shirt. Her erect nipples poked through the tight material and he had a difficult time looking up at her face.
 
   Stacy walked over and bent down, picked up the ink pen and handed it to her stepfather. “Here you go.” She smiled and made sure he could see down her shirt. “Dinner is ready.”
 
   Scott stammered and took the pen from Stacy “I’ll be there in a moment. Thanks Stacy.”
 
   In the kitchen, Karen was getting plates out of the cabinet.  She lost her balance and stumbled backward, falling into Billy.
 
   “Whoa there Karen, I got ya.” Billy put his arms out and caught her. As he wrapped his strong arms around her his hands brushed over her breasts and to her waist. He pulled her tightly to him and held her safely in his arms.
 
   Karen shuddered when she felt the bulge of his cock on her ass. “Thanks Billy. It’s a good thing you were there to catch me.” She pulled from his grip and hurried to the table to set out the plates.
 
   Karen ate her dinner quietly as she contemplated the feelings she was having about her stepson. She could still smell his cologne on her and it made her panties moist when she thought of his cock pressed against her. She tried not to look at Billy but she couldn’t stop her eyes from wandering his way as he ate his steak. She watched his hands as he cut the meat with his knife. She licked her lips when she imagined his thick fingers slipping into her wet pussy.
 
   Scott sat at the head of the table and looked from Karen to Stacy. Karen had seemed distant lately and with him being so busy with work they hadn’t been getting busy between the sheets in months. He looked back at Stacy and her breasts practically spilling out of her top. He had thought about telling Karen to ask Stacy to dress a bit less revealing but he was afraid she would take it the wrong way. Part of him was also afraid Stacy would actually cover up and he wouldn’t get to see flashes of her hot body again.
 
   The rest of the evening the family spent apart. Scott in his office working, Karen lounged on the couch reading and Stacy and Billy went out with their friends.
 
   When Stacy and Billy were home for the night, Karen went to bed. She went to Scott’s office “Scott, I am turning in for the night.”
 
   Scott looked up from his laptop and looked at his watch. “It’s after ten already? I’ll come to bed in just a bit.” He smiled at Karen and then looked back at the laptop.
 
   Stacy took a shower and put on her bathrobe. She liked to sleep naked so she didn’t bother bringing pajamas in with her tonight. She left the bathroom and Billy stood in the hallway looking at her.
 
   “Off to bed?” he asked.
 
   “Yep, and you?”
 
   “I’ll be heading that way soon.” He smiled and walked into the bathroom.
 
   Billy took his clothes off and got in the shower. Damn his sister had him all excited again. He had finally got things under control after his chance groping of Karen earlier but, he knew Stacy was naked under that robe and he wanted to see her sweet pussy again.
 
   Billy lay in his bed looking at the ceiling. He couldn’t stop thinking of Karen but there was no way he was going to be tapping that so his mind wandered to Stacy.  His cock was aching for action and he didn’t feel like whacking off yet again today. He needed to slip his cock in a hot wet pussy.
 
   Billy got up and tiptoed down the hall. He could hear his parents snoring so he went to his sister’s door. He slowly turned the doorknob and cracked the door so he could see in. Stacy lay with a sheet covering her from the waist down but her breasts were fully visible. She was asleep so Billy snuck in her room and quietly closed the door.
 
   Billy stood beside Stacy’s bed and looked at her perfect round breasts staring up at him. Her nipples were erect and he put out a finger and touched the tip of her right one. It was like a lightning bolt of pleasure shot to his cock and his dick twitched in his pants.
 
   Stacy didn’t seem to notice so he licked his finger and got it good and wet then touched her nipple again. She moaned and her nipple got harder and stuck out even more. Billy began to make little circles around the stiff nub and Stacy wiggled her hips under the sheet.
 
   Billy went to the foot of her bed and slowly pulled the sheet down, revealing her shaved pussy. He licked his lips and moved back to her side. He ran his index finger over her labia and Stacy shuddered and spread her legs wider apart. Billy slipped his finger between her labia and stuck the tip in to get it moist and ran it up to her clit and made little circles on it.
 
   Stacy gasped and opened her eyes and Billy jumped back. Once Stacy realized it was Billy, she smiled, tugged on her nipples and spread her legs wide “Billy, eat my pussy.”
 
   Billy swallowed hard and took off his clothes. He went to the foot of his sister’s bed and crawled up between her legs. He scooped her thighs up in his muscular arms and stuck out his tongue, lightly touching her clit with the tip.
 
   Stacy took a deep breath in and squeezed her tits together. She rolled her nipples between her fingers and lifted her hips to his face.
 
   Billy flicked his tongue over her clit a few more times then pulled his sister’s pussy to his face and aggressively licked her, moaning and occasionally nibbling on her smooth labia.
 
   Stacy bucked her hips and cooed and squealed as her brother went to town on her cunny. He grunted like an animal and held her tight to his face as she grinded her hips to him.
 
   Billy’s face was slick with his sister’s juices, they ran down his chin and he couldn’t believe how good Stacy tasted. Her musky scent drove him wild as he licked, slurped and nibbled at her sweet pussy.
 
   Stacy sat up and grabbed Billy’s hair and held it in handfuls pulling him to her pussy. She writhed on his face rubbing her clit with the tip of his nose as waves of immense pleasure raced through her body. “Oh yeah, Billy.” She groaned. “Eat my pussy, eat my pussy.”
 
   Billy growled and latched onto her clit and sucked it as Stacy humped his mouth and shuddered and whimpered. At last she let go of his hair and Billy got up from between her legs and pulled her face to his and kissed her.
 
   He held her face firmly between his hands and shoved his hot tongue in her mouth. Stacy grabbed him just as forcefully and eagerly tasted her pussy juices on his tongue.
 
   Billy broke the kiss and pushed his sister on the bed and turned her over. Stacy got on all fours and stuck her ass in the air and looked over her shoulder to see her brother admiring her ass. “Fuck me Billy. Come on stick your cock in me.”
 
   Billy grabbed her by the waist and shoved his dick, all the way in his sister’s hot twitching cunt. He groaned and she whimpered as he filled her. “Oh, I’m gonna fuck you good sister.” And Billy began to pump into her slowly at first then steadily increased.  He reached forward and grabbed a handful of her long blonde hair and pulled her head back. He rammed his cock in her and pulled her hair as she grunted and writhed on his dick. With his other hand he slapped her on the ass and she let out a high pitched squeal. “You like that don’t you?” Billy said between gritted teeth and pulled her hair harder and smacked her ass again.
 
   The sound of him smacking her ass sent Stacy over the edge and her pussy muscles clamped down on her brother’s cock. Stacy backed into Billy, taking his entire cock inside her and came on his rock hard dick.
 
   Billy leaned forward, grunted and held Stacy to him as he shot his deep into her. Her cunt twitched and milked his cock as he thrust a few more times and then collapsed beside Stacy, out of breath and trembling. “Damn, that was fucking awesome.” He said and pulled Stacy to him.
 
   Billy reached over and rolled her nipple between his fingers as she lay there panting in is arms.
 
   “So what made you sneak into my room tonight?”
 
   Billy continued to play with his sister’s breasts and said “I needed some pussy.” he chuckled.
 
   “So why didn’t you go to my mother’s room then?”
 
   Billy stopped rubbing her tits “What do you mean? Why would I go to Karen’s room?”
 
   Stacy giggled “It’s okay, I see the way you look at my mom. It doesn’t bother me.”
 
   Billy continued to rub Stacy’s tit “It doesn’t bother you that I want to fuck your mom?”
 
   “Nope.  Do you want to know why?”
 
   “Why?”
 
   Stacy rolled over and sat on top of Billy her pussy still hot from their sex and looked down at him “Because I want to fuck your daddy.” She smiled and ran her hands over his chest.
 
   “You do?” Billy started to get hard again. Stacy sitting with her large breasts practically in his face and images of her being fucked by his dad danced through his head. “That is hot.” He said and pulled on Stacy’s nipples.
 
   Stacy raised up and slid Billy’s cock into her cunt and shuddered as he filled her again.  “How about I help you get in my mom’s panties and you help me get plugged by your father?” she said and began to ride her brother’s cock slowly.
 
   Billy pulled her nipples harder and she squealed in delight. “I think you got yourself a deal.” He grunted as she writhed on his cock “But I think we should continue fucking till we get Mom and Dad to join in our little party.” And he pumped his dick into her.
 
   Stacy leaned forward and kissed her brother on the mouth. “Deal.” And she lifted herself up on her feet and began to impale herself on her brother’s cock. Billy tugged her nipples as she bounced up and down on his rod. He lifted his head and watched as she slid him in and out of her hot pussy. His cock glistened with her juices and the cum from their last romp foamed at the base of his cock. He licked his lips and came again as his sister flicked her clit and had another orgasm on his stiff cock. She collapsed on her brother’s chest and he held her in his arms. They fell asleep each dreaming of sex with their stepparents.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Scott got up early Saturday morning and headed out for his morning jog. “Billy, you want to join me?”
 
   “Sure Dad. I’ll be right out.” He looked at Stacy and winked. “Good luck” he whispered to her and headed out to meet his dad.
 
   Stacy went into the kitchen, poured a cup of coffee and sat at the little table by her mother. She sighed and said “I can’t believe how much Billy has changed since turning eighteen.” She sipped her coffee and watched her mother.
 
   Karen looked up from the crossword puzzle she was working on at Stacy and nodded her head “Yeah, I guess you are right.”
 
   Stacy giggled and leaned into her mom “I bet he is making some cheerleader very happy.”
 
   “Stacy! Don’t talk like that. Billy is your brother.”
 
   “He is my stepbrother, and I can’t help but notice how handsome he has become and how big he has grown.”  She giggled again sipped her coffee. She noticed the smile that touched her mom’s lips and could tell she was thinking about Billy. “Anyway, Billy is probably balling some hot teacher, not a cheerleader. I hear he likes older women. He and his friends are into the MILF scene.”
 
   “MILF?” Karen looked puzzled.
 
   “Mother I’d Like to Fuck! Come on mom, get with it.” Stacy saw her mom’s face flush. “You are definitely hot enough to be a MILF.” Stacy got up and stood behind her mom and swept her long blonde hair into a ponytail and ran her hands softly through it.
 
   Chills shot through Karen’s body as Stacy played with her hair. She thought of Billy and his friends checking her out. Then her mind went to visions of them bending her over the little breakfast table, Billy’s thick hard cock in her mouth as his friends took turns fucking her. Karen crossed her legs and fidgeted.
 
   “I wouldn’t be surprised if Billy has been checking you out. You’re just his type.”
 
   Stacy dropped her mom’s hair and went to get dressed. She smiled knowing her mom wouldn’t be able to get thoughts of Billy out of her head now.
 
   Billy jogged alongside his dad through the park along a tree lined path. As they turned the corner there was a cute blonde jogging toward them. Her breasts bouncing as she ran down the path. Billy looked her up and down and jogged backward as they passed her. Billy made it quite obvious that he was checking her out. “Damn, did you see that fine ass?”
 
   “Billy, don’t talk like that about a woman.” Scott scolded him then looked back at the young blonde.
 
   “Aww Dad, you know what I meant. No harm in looking at a good looking woman.” He panted and then ran off the side of the jogger’s path and sat on a bench. Scott followed and out of breath sat beside his son.
 
   “Have you noticed how hot Stacy has gotten since she turned eighteen?” Billy nudged his father with his elbow.
 
   Scott’s jaw dropped “Umm, no, why do you ask?”
 
   Billy saw the guilt in his father’s face and instantly knew he had already been thinking about doing Stacy. “Well, I mean, she looks damn good. She is all grown up and out if you know what I mean.”
 
   “Billy, don’t talk like that about your sister!”
 
   Billy put up his hands “Whoa Dad, she is actually my stepsister. Anyway, don’t worry about it. She is into older dudes. I bet you are way more her type than I am.” Billy winked and got up and started to jog again.
 
   Scott got up and followed Billy but his mind couldn’t shake visions of Stacy naked, on her knees with his throbbing cock in her mouth.
 
   Karen was hot and bothered the rest of the day. She got wet thinking of Billy so she tried to avoid being in the same room as him.
 
   Scot was working on his laptop, as usual when he got a call from work and was needed in the office.
 
   “Karen, I have to go to the office for a couple hours. I’ll be home before dinner.”
 
   Karen kissed him on the cheek and was going to her room when Stacy practically knocked her over running to Scott. “Can you give me a ride to the mall on your way?”
 
   Karen stopped and began to tremble as she thought of being left alone with Billy. She wanted to tell Stacy she couldn’t leave but didn’t know how without making a fool of herself.
 
   Scott’s heart about jumped out of his chest at Stacy’s request. He didn’t want to be in the car alone with his stepdaughter today. Working away on the laptop was the only way he had been able to keep his erection at bay.
 
   “Sure, Stacy I can give you a lift.”
 
   Stacy hugged Scott “Let’s go then.” She looked back at her mother and said “I’ll be home around dinner time too. I’ll have Leah bring me home.” Stacy waved and went out the door.
 
   Billy came down the hallway and saw Karen looking a bit distressed. “You okay Karen?”
 
   Karen stammered and felt her pussy dampen at his appearance. “Yeah, I’m fine.”
 
   “Did I hear Dad and Stacy leave?” he smiled at her knowing full well that Stacy had left with his father. It was all part of their plan.
 
   Karen’s cheeks blushed “Yeah, your father went in to work and Stacy went to the mall.” Her legs trembled as Billy walked closer to her.
 
   “You look a little flushed. Are you sure you are okay?” He reached out and took Karen’s hand in his. She trembled at his touch. “I think you need to lay down.” Billy put his arms around his step mom’s waist and walked her to her bedroom. He sat her on the bed knelt at her feet.
 
   Karen couldn’t speak. Her mouth was dry as she looked at Billy. He picked her foot up and took off her shoe, then the other one. He sat the black pumps off to the side.
 
   Karen closed her eyes and sighed as Billy ran his hands up her long legs, scrunching her dress up and then leaning her back on the bed.  Not a word was said as Billy reached up and slipped her panties off. Goose bumps raced across her flesh as the lacey material slid down, exposing her trimmed pussy hair to her hot stepson.
 
   Billy put his hands between her legs and gently spread them apart. His cock was so hard it was getting uncomfortable in his jeans as he moved the blue material of her dress so he could clearly see her pussy. He slowly ran his hands over her abdomen to her thighs while he looked at his mother’s pretty trimmed bush. She was already wet as he ran his index finger over her labia and gently parted her lips. He leaned in and with the tip of his tongue he tasted her pussy for the first time.
 
   Karen could barely breathe. She kept her eyes closed as Billy touched her but when his tongue made contact with her pussy her eyes shot open and she gasped as hot waves of delight shot through her.
 
   Billy grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her to his mouth and ran his tongue over her clit. She smelled muskier than Stacy but she tasted just about as sweet he thought as he licked her cunt. Karen began to relax and she pulled her legs up on the bed and dropped them open, allowing Billy full access to her pussy. Her eyes were wide open now and she sat up a bit to watch her son munch on her. “Oooh, yeah.” She began to whisper and Billy got more aggressive and growled with his face full of pussy.
 
   “Eat Mommy’s pussy. Oh, yeah.” She began to pump her hips at his face and he pulled away from her and wiped his face. He stood before her and began removing his clothes.
 
   Karen smiled and lifted her dress over her head then took off her bra.
 
   Billy was impressed at how much bigger her tits were out of the bra and at how firm she had kept them. He dropped his pants and Karen licked her lips when she at last saw his cock.
 
   Karen was delighted to see how thick it was. He had definitely gotten that from his daddy. “Come to Mommy .” she purred and pulled him to the bed.
 
   Billy lay against the headboard and Karen pounced on top of him. She took in every detail of his chest and abdomen before she slid down to his cock. She looked him in the eye and took him in her mouth.
 
   Billy’s toes curled as soon as Karen’s tongue touched the head of his cock. In an instant she had him entirely in her mouth. She made muffled whimpers as she bobbed her head up and down and massaged the underside of his cock. She gripped his balls in her left hand and fondled them as she held his rod at the base with her right. Her moaning increased and saliva ran down his shaft as she took the tip of his cock between her lips and suckled it, running her tongue lightly over the little hole.
 
   Billy held the headboard above his head and grunted as he made small thrusting motions into his step mom’s mouth. He could feel his cock hit her throat when she took him all the way in her mouth and he was afraid he was going to cum.
 
   Karen instinctively pulled away from his cock and said “Oh no, not yet.”
 
   Billy thought she looked amazing with saliva running down her chin, flushed cheeks and a sparkle of excitement in her eyes he had never seen in any woman. She moved like a wild animal, as she crawled on her hands and knees to the edge of the bed. “Billy, fuck me from behind.”
 
   Billy jumped off the bed and stood behind his mother. He put his hands on her ass and ran them over her round cheeks and without warning he slapped her on the right cheek.
 
   Karen jumped and squealed then wagged he bottom at him.
 
   Billy grabbed her by the waist forcefully. He pulled her to him and rammed his cock in her pussy.
 
   Karen grunted and pushed her butt to him, making sure she had every inch of him deep inside her.
 
   Billy ran his hands over her ass again and softly down the back of her thighs and then “Whack!” he smacked her left ass cheek. He felt her pussy tighten around his cock at impact and his cock twitched in response.
 
   Roughly, Billy began to pump in to her. He growled and she grunted as he pounded into her from behind. The smacking sounds of his pelvis hitting her ass cheeks, was more than he could stand so he pulled out.
 
   Karen whimpered her disappointment, dropped to the bed and rolled over. She wrapped her legs around Billy and pulled him toward her soaking wet cunt. Billy walked to her and slipped his dick inside his step mom.
 
   Karen grabbed her tits and pulled on her nipples. She grunted and pulled Billy closer to her with her legs. He leaned on to the bed as Karen tightened her grip on him and began to gyrate her hips, fucking him with all her might.
 
   Billy leaned forward a bit more and took one of her nipples in his mouth. He sucked it hard then lightly scraped his teeth with it. He let it fall from his mouth and then took both her nipples between his fingers and pulled and pinched and rolled them.
 
   Karen thrashed around on his cock, arching her back and grunting. “Oh yeah, oh yeah.” Billy pulled even harder on her erect nubs.
 
   “Oh yeah Billy, pinch my nipples.” she began to squeal a high pitched squeal, her hips bucked up and she wrapped her legs around Billy and twitched.
 
   Billy released her nipples and grabbed her by the hips. He held her firmly and thrust hard into her. Karen squealed at each thrust as Billy grit his teeth and came inside his mother’s cunt.” He shuddered a few times and collapsed on Karen’s chest, sweaty and out of breath. Karen ran her nails lightly across Billy’s back and down his arms, smiling as his thick cock twitched in her pussy. She stuck her tongue out and licked his salty shoulder, closing her eyes as she savored the taste of his sweat.
 
   Stacy  grabbed the keys from Scott and skipped over to the driver’s side of the car. “I want to drive.” She said as she got in the car.
 
   Scott didn’t argue since he was too busy watching her breasts bounce as she skipped around the vehicle.
 
   He got in the car and put his briefcase on his lap then put on his seat belt.
 
   Stacy turned on the radio and pulled out of the driveway. Scott tried not to look at her as she drove. He looked nervously out the window and then he realized they weren’t on the way to the mall.
 
   “Stacy, you are going the wrong way.”
 
   Stacy smiled and winked “No I’m not.” She said as she turned on to the highway and headed out of town.
 
   “This is not the way to the mall and I am expected at work.”
 
   Stacy looked at him “Call the office and tell them you can’t make it. I have something better planned for you.”
 
   Scott cleared his throat “What do you mean?” he looked out the window nervously.
 
   “Just call the office and tell them you aren’t gonna be able to make it.” She looked at him seriously “You don’t want them to call and worry mom when you don’t show up.”
 
   Scott took out his cell phone and called the office. “Yeah, umm I’m having problems with the car so it looks like you will have to manage without me.” He looked at Stacy then back out the window. “Yeah, I’m no good at car shit either. Guess I will have to call a mechanic.” Scott laughed a few times then hung up.
 
   Stacy reached out and touched his arm. “Relax Daddy, you’re gonna love what I have in store for you.” Stacy patted his arm and turned in to the parking lot of a small roadside hotel.
 
   Scott gulped as she put the car into park “Go get a room.” She said and took off her seat belt.
 
   Scott opened the car door and walked to the office in a daze. He returned with a key and a receipt in his hand and looked blankly at Stacy.
 
   She took the key from him, grabbed his hand and walked him to the room, giggling as he stumbled alongside her.
 
   She opened the door and turned on the light. The room was nothing spectacular but what else could you expect from a “No Tell Motel”.
 
   Scott watched as Stacy pulled the hideous green and yellow flowered comforter off the bed and tossed it aside. “Trust me, you don’t want any part of that. I hear they don’t wash them after each guest.”
 
   Stacy dropped backward on the bed. She lay propped up on her elbows and looked at Scott.
 
   Scott stammered as he finally spoke “Umm Stacy, I don’t think this is such a good idea.” He began to pace at the foot of the bed. “I mean, what if your mother found out? Hell, what if anyone found out?”
 
   Stacy pulled her shirt off and removed her bra. Scott stopped pacing and looked at her. “Daddy, no one needs to find out anything.” She got on her hands and knees and crawled to the end of the bed. Stacy sat on the edge of the mattress and pulled Scott to her by his belt loops. She looked up as she unhooked his pants and dropped them to the floor.
 
   Scott was rock hard as Stacy pulled down his boxers. “See, you do want to play with me!” She bent forward and licked the tip of his cock, flicking the little hole lightly. Stacy spit on the tip of his cock spread it around with her hand and slipped him into her mouth.
 
   Scott moaned “Oh, Stacy.” He put his hands on top of her head and gently pushed. Stacy let him guide her as she sucked his cock just to let him get comfortable with the situation and she had to admit her pussy was getting pretty wet from tasting his cock but she wanted more.
 
   Stacy pulled away and stood up to take off her pants and panties. Scott stared in awe at her breasts as he removed his shirt and tossed it to the ground.
 
   He grabbed Stacy by the arms and pushed her to the bed then roughly pulled her to the edge and leaned over taking a breast in his mouth. He sucked her nipple and fondled the other breast as she moaned in delight. Scott dropped her breast from his mouth and crawled on top of Stacy and pinned her arms to the mattress. He bent forward and kissed her hard. The impact busted her lip on her tooth and the faint taste of blood and her daddy’s saliva made her grind her hips against his cock.
 
   Scott broke the kiss and looked at Stacy. She was surprised at the intense look of lust on his face. He smiled at her and she smiled a wicked grin back then pulled her arms from his grip and pulled him to her, matching his kiss with an equally passionate kiss.
 
   She shoved her tongue in his mouth running it over his teeth, tongue and the roof of his mouth. She stuck her tongue in so far that it hurt. Scott grabbed her tightly and rolled over with his sexy stepdaughter in his arms. He grabbed a handful of hair and pulled her from his face. He rolled Stacy off him and scooted to the top of the bed and tossed the pillows aside. “Why don’t you come up her and sit on Daddy’s face?”
 
   Stacy shivered and crawled up to Scott. She stopped briefly and ran her tongue up the length of his dick on her way up. Stacy straddled her daddy’s face and held onto the headboard for support.
 
   “That is a beautiful pussy.” He said and stuck his tongue out flicked her clit.
 
   “Oh, Daddy.” Stacy shuddered.
 
   Scott put his hands up to her thighs to help support her. With his tongue stiff and pointy he again flicked her clit. Stacy’s pussy juices ran down to his face as he slowly continued the rhythm. Stacy’s legs shook and Scott guided her down to his mouth. He cupped her mound and clit and rhythmically suckled her hot spot.
 
   Stacy rocked her pussy in his mouth and cooed. “Ohh, ohh, mmmm, suck my clit Daddy.”
 
   Scott sucked harder and ran his tongue over her and then slipped the tip inside Stacy’s sweet pussy.
 
   Stacy shuddered and squealed “Oh Daddy, oh Daddy, I’m gonna cum!” Stacy whimpered as Scott continued to eat her pussy. She trembled and shuddered and then slid of his face in a heap on the bed.
 
   Scott rolled to her and pulled her by the hair and kissed her smearing her cunny juice all over her face and in her mouth.
 
   Stacy twitched and moaned as she tasted her pussy mixed with Scott’s spit. The warmth of his tongue and the musky scent of her pussy sent chills through her body.
 
   Scott rolled Stacy over and pulled her to him, legs open wide. Stacy moaned as he yanked her across the bed, still in the throes of her orgasm.
 
   Scott looked at her shaved cunt, her labia puffy with desire and pink from his tongue lashing. He pulled her hips up to him and slid his rock hard cock inside Stacy’s tight pussy. It was still flinching from her orgasm and it caressed his cock as he held her to him.
 
   Stacy gasped as he filled her and looked up at Scott. Scott leaned forward and grabbed her breasts. He squeezed them delighted at last to have them before him without being concealed behind material. He wiggled them in his hands and then let go and smacked them lightly watching them jiggle. He pulled her nipples and rolled them between his fingers. “Daddy likes playing with you.” He pulled her nipples harder and Stacy arched her back and groaned.
 
   Scott released her nipples and slammed his cock into her. “You want Daddy to fuck you?” he breathed and slammed into her again. “Huh? You want Daddy to fuck you?”
 
   Stacy grabbed his forearms and held on tight “Yes, I want you to fuck me.” Scott slammed his cock into her. “Fuck me Daddy, please fuck me.” She whimpered.
 
   Scott started to pump into his stepdaughter’s hot pussy. His rhythm slowly increased as she writhed beneath him sliding back and forth on his throbbing cock.
 
   Stacy began to squeal again “Oh Daddy, oh Daddy.” as the wave of orgasm built up in her pussy yet again.
 
   Scott felt her tightening around him “That’s Daddy’s sweet girl.” He grunted and then just as Stacy came she stiffened and bucked her hips to him “Oh Daddy!” she cried and Scott dropped on to her chest and furiously grinded his cock into her. He growled through clenched teeth as he came deep insider her, spilling every last drop of cum into her sweet pussy.
 
   He lay on top of her, her legs now wrapped around him. His cock twitched as her pussy contracted and then released his dick, coaxing any seed he possibly had left in him, out.
 
   Scott got up from Stacy and lay, out of breath beside her. Stacy rolled over and put her arm across Scott’s chest, playfully running her fingers over his sweaty skin. “I love you Daddy.” She sighed and kissed his chest.
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   Have you ever been tempted by something so erotic that you’ve allowed your defenses to drop? That describes what happened to me just recently. My name is Mary and I’m thirty-one years of age, living in Pennsylvania. My husband works away from home a lot, so naturally I get somewhat lonely at times. I do have his son, from another marriage, to keep me company, but until this story started, that wasn’t the same as having a man around on those lonely nights.
 
   Anyway, my stepson, whose name is Joe, after his grandfather had just turned nineteen and was already a cocky son of a bitch. We were both in the computer room together. He was on his computer and I was on mine. We were both surfing the web, trying to outdo one another with some of the things we were finding. I showed him a cat that ran up a brick wall, only to fall on his feet when he couldn’t get onto the roof. I thought that was funny, but Joe always seemed to find ones that were funnier. It was a way to entertain one another.
 
   It was while I was searching for the next video worth watching that I stumbled across a bondage site called “BDSM for Adults of All Ages” and saw some images that I couldn’t understand the fascination for. I actually said something, which captured Joe’s curiosity.
 
   “How is that sexual?” I said, more to myself than to anyone else.
 
   Joe turned around to see the image of a woman bound, with her legs spread apart. She clearly couldn’t move and was at the whim of whoever bound her.
 
   “Have you ever tried it?” said Joe to my surprise.
 
   “What, bondage, no it doesn’t appeal to me. I like to be in control,” I replied.
 
   “Well, only those that are ignorant of what things like that have to offer, would dismiss it so readily,” he said.
 
   “I didn’t say it was a bad thing, I simply said it wasn’t for me,” I argued.
 
   “Yes, but how do you know if you’ve never done anything like that. I’ve done a bit myself and it is quite erotic, under the right circumstances,” he replied.
 
   “What circumstances?” I asked.
 
   “Well, for one thing, having the right partner is all important. You have to feel that you can trust the partner you’re with, otherwise you won’t feel comfortable,” he replied.
 
   “So, what things have you tried?”
 
   “Just the tying up and the spanking, but what really turned me on was the teasing. You ought to feel how intense the teasing can get,” he said.
 
   “What do you mean by teasing?” I replied.
 
   “I can show you if you’d like,” he said to my surprise.
 
   I was so naïve; I just didn’t see what he was up to.
 
   “Ok, show me.”
 
   He disappeared for a while after that, and when he came back he had some rope and a box under his arm.
 
   “Ok, sit up straight in your chair and I’ll show you something you’ll never forget,” he said.
 
   “I’m not sure about this Joe, I mean there’s only so much you could show me and I don’t like the idea of being tied up,” I replied.
 
   “You trust me don’t you?” he said.
 
   I fell for that line and wavered.
 
   “Ok, what are you going to do?”
 
   “Just sit back and try to relax and I’ll do the rest.”
 
   I sat back and tried to relax, but it all seemed wrong somehow. He started off by tying me up securely, so that I couldn’t move my upper body. However, it was only my arms that were tied to the chair. He seemed to be quite proficient at tying the ropes, as if he’d done this on more than one occasion. Then he grabbed one of my legs and spread it out as far as he could, before securing it to the side of the chair. It was when he was doing the other one that I felt exposed and not a little uncomfortable. I had a skirt on that covered me still, so I wasn’t overly concerned.
 
   “Now then, I’m going to show you how erotic this can be,” he said and knelt down in front of me.
 
   I wondered what he was going to do, not imagining that what he had planned was anything lewd or beyond what I was expecting. Then he lifted my skirt up and tucked the hem into the waist band, totally exposing my panties.
 
   “Joe, what on earth are you doing?” I said.
 
   “You’ll see. I’ve always wanted to do this to you and now I have the chance,” he replied.
 
   That didn’t sound good, but I tried not to panic. I watched him go to the box he’d brought down earlier and to my horror he brought out a large vibrator.
 
   “What on earth are you going to do with that!” I said as he crouched down in front of me.
 
   He didn’t answer. Instead, he turned the vibrator on and then reached over and held the end of it against my panties. Needless to say, I could feel it working its magic on my pussy. I looked up at him.
 
   “Joe, this is wrong. We can’t do things like this. You’ve proved your point, I can see how this might be a turn on,” I said, in the hopes that he would end it there and then.
 
   “You haven’t seen anything yet, but trust me, you will,” he replied.
 
   Then I felt the vibrating against my clit and realized that I was getting wet. He didn’t look like he was going to stop and I was finding it hard to concentrate. I wanted him to stop, but at the same time I wanted him to continue. My mind was a mass of conflicting points of view. I even tried to rationalize it, by thinking that he wasn’t seeing any part of me that he hadn’t seen before. I was still wearing my clothes and he had proved that what he was doing could be erotic. The vibrating on my clit was beginning to turn me on more than it should. I found myself wanting him to continue, but I felt ashamed for thinking such a thing.
 
   I felt myself relaxing and even enjoying what was happening, but then I remembered who was doing this to me. Why this feels so good, when I should be outraged, is beyond me, I thought.
 
   Joe reached for the box again with his free hand and brought out a pair of scissors.
 
   “What on earth do you plan to do with them?” I said.
 
   He didn’t answer. He brought the scissors nearer to my crouch and began to cut my panties on either side. When he put the scissors down, I could feel the air around my pussy and knew that I was now exposed to him. This had now progressed to a whole new level. The vibrator was now touching my clit directly and he could see everything.
 
   “Oh Joe, I trusted you. What you’re doing…is wrong,” I said as the vibrator began to do its magic.
 
   “You can trust me mom, I will show you things that will drive you crazy with lust. I’ve admired you for so long now, but until today I never had the chance to act upon it. I want to make you climax and enjoy your body. I want to fuck you and give you something you’ve never experienced before,” he replied.
 
   I didn’t know any of this. I wasn’t even aware that he had these feelings, but the longer this went on the more I was starting to enjoy it. Then he reached up with his free hand and started to unfasten my blouse buttons. He did it slowly and although I wanted to object I didn’t say anything. When he opened my blouse up, revealing my bra, I no longer knew what to say. He then pressed the stud at the front of my bra and the two halves separated, allowing my breasts to be exposed. The vibrator was still on my clit and I was ashamed by the fact that I was about to experience an orgasm. Joe reached back into the box and brought out another smaller vibrator. This time he turned it on and placed it onto my right nipple. 
 
   “Oh god Joe, mmm…oh no, I’m going to climax. Oh god, here it comes…”
 
   My whole body tingled with excitement and even though a part of me was ashamed, I didn’t want it to stop. I could feel my juices soaking my inner thighs and part of the chair that I was sitting on. I knew that my nipples were fully erect and when I looked down, I could see a large bulge in Joe’s pants. I foolishly thought that my orgasm would bring all of this to an end, but he didn’t stop. The only thing that changed was the vibrator on my nipple being changed for the other one.
 
   Then he slid the vibrator that was tormenting my clit between the soft folds of my womanhood and I could feel it penetrating me. He let go when it was half way in, and then stopped the one on my nipple. Standing up, he then began to undress in front of me. With the vibrator shaking inside me, I watched him remove his shirt and then his pants. He wore a skimpy pair of briefs that was having trouble hiding the large bulge. He took them off slowly and then stood up straight, right in front of me.
 
   “Holy fuck, when did you get so big?” I said as I ogled his massive cock.
 
   He moved in closer and began to stroke his cock and tease me with it. By now my thighs were shaking, the vibrator was making me cum again. Although, I had a feeling it was more to do with what I was witnessing than the vibrator itself. Then he began to untie my hands from behind and whispered in my ear.
 
   “There’s much more to come if you want it,” he said.
 
   Once my arms were free, I knew that I could extract myself from all of this and stop it from going any further. I think a part of me wanted to, but a greater part told me to take it over the top and enjoy the ride. Joe came around to the front again and when I reached down for the vibrator, he stopped me.
 
   “Leave it in, it’s part of your lesson,” he said.
 
   I left it and then stared at his cock again as he stood in front of me. It stood out in all its glory, almost begging for me to reach out for it. The vibrator was driving me crazy and the sight of his cock was just adding to the excitement. In the end, the temptation was too great. I leaned forward slightly to hold his cock with both hands. It throbbed in my hands as I stroked it and all I could think about was how it would feel inside me. The longer I held it the more I wanted it. However, when the slut in me took control and I leaned forward to take the end of his huge cock into my mouth, he stopped me.
 
   “If you’re ready for the next phase, I will untie your legs,” he said.
 
   He then proceeded to do just that and allowed me to stand up. The vibrator was still buzzing and moving around inside me, but I left it. I knew that it would work its way out soon. I thought he was being cruel next, when he once again tied my arms behind my back securely. I then watched him sitting in the chair I was just in and direct me to kneel in front of him. I did so without question. His cock was still hard as he told me to lean forward and take my prize. I leaned forward, balancing precariously on my knees and surrounded the end of his cock with my mouth.
 
   He reached into the box again as I started to suck the end of his huge cock. Then he leaned forward himself and I suddenly felt a stinging sensation on my right butt cheek. I looked up to see him holding an old tennis table paddle, as he spanked me again.
 
   “Suck it harder, that’s it, now take more of it into your mouth,” he said.
 
   I gasped around his cock as he spanked me once more and tried to take more of it into my mouth. The vibrator was now almost loose, but was driving me to another orgasm as the last couple of inches of it buzzed around my clit. I started to cum moments later, so intensely that I had to stop sucking. He punished me for that by smacking my butt even harder. Oh god, that sweet stinging sensation is making me wild with lust, I thought as I redoubled my efforts to take more of his cock into my mouth.
 
   Joe placed his hands onto the back of my head and just as my orgasm was hitting me full force he pulled my head onto him. I felt the end of his cock hitting the back of my throat and gagged, but the more I moved back and forth the easier it became.
 
   “Oh god yes, that’s it you’re doing it. Take it all, my little slut, suck that cock deeply,” he said aloud.
 
   His words drove me on and then I felt the vibrator falling to the floor. I sucked harder and then felt his cock pulsating and knew he was about to cum. When he did his cock was as deep as it could go and I felt his seed hitting the back of my throat and flooding my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could and then another load shot out. I couldn’t swallow fast enough and suddenly his semen was running out of my mouth and down my chin. He pulled out as he came for the third and final time, spurting his load onto my breasts.
 
   “Ok, that was incredible. Now, stand up and I’ll show you what’s next,” he said, so sure of himself.
 
   He untied my arms and then walked me over to the end of the computer table. He then bent me over it and spread my legs, before tying each one to a leg of the table. I felt hot as he did something behind me. Wondering what he was up to now, I turned my head to see him smearing lubricant all over the large vibrator. Before I could ask, he then placed the end up against my butt and slowly began to push it in. He worked it a little to make sure the lubricant was doing its job and when he was sure it was he pushed the whole thing into me.
 
   I’d had anal sex with my husband before, so it wasn’t anything new, until he turned the vibrator on. That was a new sensation and one that felt strange. I then heard tape being torn and felt him placing some thick sticky tape over the end of the vibrator and sticking each end of the tape to my butt. I guessed to keep it in.
 
   His cock was the next thing I felt as he positioned himself over my sopping wet cunt. His thick end spread my lips apart as he moved it up between my pussy lips. Then he pushed the first few inches into me and I grabbed the table top. The vibrator in my butt now seemed to intensify the feelings as his cock pressed against it over the thin layer of flesh that separated the two. When he pushed his shaft all the way in, I wondered if I’d ever feel anything as amazing as this again. I wasn’t ready for what he was about to do.
 
   He picked up speed and started to slam his huge cock into me. I screamed when he’d slammed it in a few times and started to climax again. I could feel my pussy trying to grip his meat but losing the battle as his thrusts became even more intense. My nipples felt like bullets they were so hard and tears were running down my cheeks from the sheer overwhelming pleasure of it all. It didn’t stop until I collapsed onto the table top, unable to bear anymore.
 
   I felt him withdraw and then untie my legs from the table. I lay there thinking that it was all over. I was wrong. He allowed me to recover a little and then he helped me to stand and turned me around. He told me to lie down on top of the table, but to hang my head over the edge. I did as he asked and felt him holding my head as I looked at him upside down. He then fed me his cock and spoke to me.
 
   “That’s it, take it and lift your head a little more. I need your throat aligned with your mouth,” he said.
 
   Once I’d done what he asked I could feel his cock sliding into the back of my throat with ease. He then began to fuck my mouth. The deeper he went the more I enjoyed it until I felt his balls slapping my nose, and knew that he was all the way inside my throat. It excited me to think that I was taking every inch of his huge cock. He leaned forward at that point and I felt two fingers entering my pussy. I started to climax almost immediately and when it was over once more he withdrew his fingers and with his hips still swinging back and forth he grabbed both my breasts and squeezed them hard.
 
   I started to taste the first sign of his cream and then felt the explosive exit of the rest as he emptied his load into my throat. I didn’t have the energy to swallow it this time and felt it all leaking out of the corners of my mouth and down towards my hair.
 
   “Oh Christ, that felt incredible,” he said as he pulled his cock free of my mouth.
 
   I lay there feeling utterly exhausted and convinced that he was now finished with me. Then he stood up straight and spun me around on the table. What the fuck, is he going to do now? I thought as he grabbed my legs and spread them apart. He immediately put his head between my legs and started to lick my soaked pussy. My clit felt incredibly sensitive as he started to lick it and I didn’t even have the energy to prop my head up and watch him at work. I simply lay there enjoying the sensations his actions were giving me. I felt him ripping the tape off my butt next and pulling the vibrator free, before discarding it. When he eventually stopped, he helped me off the table and asked me a question.
 
   “What do you think of bondage now?” he said.
 
   I took a deep breath and tried to stand, but all I felt like doing was sitting down onto a chair.
 
   “All I can say is that that was the most intense sex I’ve ever experienced. If that’s what it’s like for those who practice bondage all the time, I’m not surprised it’s as popular as it is,” I replied. 
 
   I then went out of the room and took a shower. I felt so much better when I came out. I walked onto the landing and heard Joe in his own shower room and peeked around the door. He was facing the door but was washing his face so he couldn’t see me. I looked at the meat hanging down between his legs and knew that I was going to fuck him again, sometime soon, sometime real soon.
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   Lydia walked into the house and removed her soggy shoes, setting her suitcase down on the tile in the hall. It had been two years since she had stepped foot in her parent’s home and she smiled brightly as warm memories flooded through her. She had decided to surprise her family by showing up for the week since she was on spring break and her plans to go to Florida got cancelled at the last minute.
 
   College wasn’t nearly as fun as she thought it would be and she missed the comfort of her home and the warmth of her family. Sure she had friends, but she never had time to go out and she definitely couldn’t find time to date. Lydia was so focused on her classes she had forgotten what the word fun even meant. 
 
   “Mom, I’m home!” She called out excitedly still removing her wet coat and walking into the living room where she could hear the television going. She secretly hoped mom had cooked dinner she tried to time her arrival for that particular event. Usually, her mom made dinner between six and seven in the evening, it was currently six thirty. There had to be food. 
 
   “Mom’s not here; they went out of town for the weekend. Wow, don’t you know how to call first?” She heard a very familiar voice call from the living room. 
 
   That voice belonged to her brother Simon, her stepbrother. Her mom had married his dad ten years ago when she was just nine years old. Although at first they didn’t get along, she and Simon had eventually become very close together, being only three years apart, and the two of them were practically inseparable before going off to different colleges. 
 
   Simon stood up from the couch and gave her a big grin, “Well hello, baby sister!” he walked around the large beige sofa and grabbed her in a warm embrace, lifting her slight frame off the ground. Simon was a football player and built like a brick shit house. With his sandy blonde hair and big brown eyes, Simon never had a problem getting the girls. He was handsome and charming in a frat boy sort of way and Lydia was not immune to him. She always tingled a little deep inside whenever Simon was around. She assumed it was just admiration for her big brother, but instinctively she knew there was desire there as well. She chalked that up to it being Simon. Every woman desired him, why should she be any different?
 
   “Set me down you big brute!” Lydia laughed at him, hugging him in return. Simon was a foot taller than she was and where he was the athletic one in the family Lydia was the one with the book smarts. Her pretty chestnut hair was always tied in a ponytail and her slender petite figure was always hidden by bulky sweaters and long skirts. She had mousy glasses and a shy manner, but Simon always knew how to pull her out of her shell and get her to have fun. 
 
   Simon sat her back on the floor giving her another hug and pulling back to look at her.
 
   “Damn, Lydia, you look good; but too skinny. Let’s go out!” he grabbed her hand and started pulling her towards the door.
 
   “Simon, I just got home!” She laughed and followed him, “You’re just bored; aren’t you?” She knew her stepbrother couldn’t stand sitting inside and doing nothing all night. Showing up gave him the perfect excuse to get out of the house.
 
   “Bored and hungry. I’ll drive.” He said as they put on their coats and shoes and walked to his car. Lydia was tired, but she adored Simon, so she wasn’t going to complain. Besides, she hadn’t really been out in months. Studying for her medical exams took up too much of her free time and Lydia wasn’t a big partygoer anyways. She decided just for tonight she would let Simon take her out. Simonorrow she would sleep.
 
   Simon opened the car door for her and then closed it behind her as she settled into his Corvette and put her seatbelt on. She wasn’t much of a car person, but she loved his Vet. He let her drive it once before she went off to college and she ached to be behind the wheel again.
 
   “Oh, no you don’t! I know that look. The last time you almost took out a tree!” Simon shook his head at her as he pulled out onto the road and started heading towards town. Lydia pouted at him teasingly and winked. Eventually he’d come around and let her drive again.
 
   “Where are we going?” Lydia asked. 
 
   “Dining and dancing. It’s gonna be a good night.” Simon winked at her with those big brown eyes and Lydia had no mind to protest.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   At first when they arrived at the bar, Lydia thought Simon was playing a prank on her.
 
   “Line dancing night? This is a country bar, you know?” Lydia said in bewilderment looking at her stepbrother as if he’d lost his mind. There was no way her frat brother, hard rock listening, sibling was going line dancing. He had to be pulling one over on her.
 
   “This is the best restaurant in town and the beer is cheap. You’ll have fun!” he said getting out of the car and walking over to open her door. Lydia shook her head and stepped out, walking beside Simon into the bar. 
 
   The room was larger inside than it looked form outside. There were tables along the outer edges but the center of the bar was completely open, allowing the patrons plenty of room to dance and have fun. Lydia could smell barbeque coming from the kitchen and her sSimonach began to growl in response. 
 
   “Ha! I knew you were hungry.” Simon said winking at her and pulling her to the bar.
 
   She looked at him and nodded, “Well, then feed me!” She smiled.
 
   They sat down at the bar next to each other. “What are you drinking?” Simon asked her, ordering himself a pint of beer.
 
   “I don’t drink.” Lydia said shaking her head no.
 
   Simon laughed loudly, “You do tonight.” He ordered her a margarita and they both ordered dinner. 
 
   Lydia drank her drink a little hesitant at first, and then picked up the pace as Simon egged her on. “You have to keep up with me,” he told her laughing, “and Simonorrow I’ll let you drive the Vet.”
 
   That was all the encouragement she needed. She drank her margarita as quick as Simon drank his beer, the alcohol quickly rushing to her head and making her a little dizzy. Simon ordered another round. 
 
   “How do they do that?” Lydia asked after her second drink, watching the line dancers on the floor in the middle of the room. She was starting to get uncomfortably warm and took off her bulky sweater. She wore a thin grey tank top underneath that fitted her tightly, highlighting her curves. 
 
   “They just do what the DJ says. Go on, sis, give it a try. I’ll drink my beer; you have fun.” He pulled her off the chair and nudged her towards the dance floor. She stumbled a little but managed to walk out and join the edge of the line, teetering as she tried to keep up with the dance steps. 
 
   Simon watched her on the floor and admired her for a second. She had really filled out. His stepsister had always been pretty, but now she was definitely a woman. He watched as her slender hips swayed while she stepped a little off time to the music and admired how her face shined as she danced and laughed. Her hair was falling down out of its ponytail and she was beginning to glisten prettily with sweat. 
 
   Simon noticed he wasn’t the only one watching her. Even in her long skirt, which covered her slender feminine legs, she was quick to catch men’s attention. Simon noticed a few guys on the dance floor were watching her with the same kind of admiration. One man had even gone so far as to walk over and offer to help her dance. Simon felt a tinge of jealousy as he noticed Lydia laugh innocently and agree to the assistance. Simon had always found his step sister sexy but didn’t realize other men did too. He hadn’t seen her in damn near two years, though, and he certainly didn’t want anyone taking her away from him tonight. 
 
   The man took Lydia’s hand and began dancing with her. When the dance turned into a slow dance, Simon watched as this other man grabbed Lydia’s waist and pulled her into him. She turned to look at Simon for help and he immediately went to her rescue. 
 
   “Excuse me, can I cut in?” Simon asked the man currently dancing with his step sister. Without waiting for a reply, Simon took Lydia’s hand and pulled her into his arms, leaving the other man to walk away. 
 
   “Thanks for the rescue.” Lydia said, smiling up at him.
 
   Simon suddenly became very aware of her body. The way his arm felt around her tiny waist, the way her breasts heaved against his chest, pressed against hers, and most importantly the way her pelvis fit snugly inside his own. His erection was instant.
 
   Lydia looked up surprised to feel Simon’s hard cock growing against her pelvis. Her body warmed up immediately and she pressed herself tighter into Simon’s groin. There was no mistaking she had always adored her stepbrother, but now that she was standing in his arms; she realized how much she lusted him too. They had played “doctor” once or twice when they were younger, but that was long ago. They weren’t kids any longer and Lydia wondered if he even remembered that. 
 
   Simon moved his hand over the curve of Lydia’s back pulling her in closer. She could feel the heat of his hand slowly sliding down to her ass and she didn’t stop him. Simon ran his hand over the curve of her ass, feeling her small but firm curves. She moaned in pleasure and pushed her pelvis into his cock a little harder. 
 
   It was all he could take. “Let’s get out of here.” Simon told her huskily.
 
   Lydia looked up and nodded. They paid for their drinks, gathered their coats and got into Simon’s car with neither of them saying a word. Simon placed his hand on Lydia’s knee and began moving it up her skirt and over the soft flesh of her thigh. Lydia spread her legs wide for him, allowing him full access. Simon kept sliding his hand up and then pressed one finger against her clit over her soft panties. Lydia gasped in response and arched her hips, allowing him to touch her more. 
 
   Simon slid his finger inside her panties and began to tease her clit with his finger as they drove home. Lydia moaned and arched in pleasure as he skillfully touched her and brought her close to orgasm. 
 
   “My god, you’re so wet.” He told her, the desire evident in his voice. He watched as she arched her head back, her soft neck exposed and her lips parted, begging to be tasted. He couldn’t stand it anymore, he had to have her. 
 
   Simon turned the car off the main road and onto a back country road that was obviously rarely used for traffic. He drove them deep into the trees knowing the night would cover them and parked the car off to the side of an old country fence, badly in need of repair. 
 
   Lydia didn’t say anything. She grabbed his hand and made him continue his exploration. Simon pressed his thumb against her clit, rubbing it hard with heated anticipation. Lydia began to moan in pleasure as he pushed his finger deep inside her wet pussy probing her hard and fast.
 
   “Oh, God, Simon, I’m about to cum!” Lydia screamed, grabbing the sides of the seat and clutching tightly. 
 
   “Cum for me, Lydia.” Simon replied fingering her harder and faster, forcing her body to release. 
 
   Lydia screamed out loud as she came hard against her step brother’s finger. Her body shivered gently with the come down and it took her a moment to regain her focus.
 
   Simon leaned in and kissed her for the first time, her mouth was soft and warm and her tongue swirled around his pleasantly. He leaned back into his seat getting ready to start the car and get her home where he could fuck her properly.
 
   “Wait a minute.” She said pressing her hand against his before he could start the ignition. Lydia leaned over him and pulled the lever, leaning his seat back, and put her hand across the bulge in his pants. 
 
   She slowly unzipped his pants releasing his aching cock. He pulsed in aching need as her fingers slid over the tip of his cock, lubricating it with his own pre-cum. She slid a slender hand up and down, stroking him slowly, her fingers barely wrapping around his thick cock. Simon moaned in pleasure. He had been ignoring his desire for her for years but tonight was different. Tonight he knew she wanted him too. 
 
   Lydia slid on top of him, lifting her skirt and pushing aside her panties. Bracing her hands on Simon’s chest she slowly lowered her warm wet pussy over the tip of his cock and began to slide down. 
 
   Simon could feel her tight hot pussy wrap around his cock as she slid down him. He gasped in surprise when he realized she wasn’t nearly as loose as she should be and a look of pain crossed her face. He held her hips and stopped her before she could go any further down his cock. 
 
   “Are you still a virgin?” Simon asked unsure what to do, but even more aroused at the revelation.
 
   Lydia blushed and nodded sitting perfectly still on the tip of his shaft.
 
   Simon didn’t ask her if she was sure, he knew his step sister well enough to know that she never did anything she didn’t want to. He also couldn’t stop himself at this point. He held onto her hips and helped her ease her tight wet pussy down over his thick hard cock. She felt so fucking good on top of him.
 
   Once she was seated firmly on his shaft, Simon began to slowly move her up and down guiding her hips with his own. It didn’t take long for Lydia’s body to open up to his and for her to get the feel of the rhythm of his movements. She eagerly pressed her pussy against him and moved up and down his cock as he held her hips tight. Simon’s passion increased and he pulled her tank top over her shoulder leaning in and taking one small, pert breast into his mouth and sucking gently. She threw her head back in response, her nipple tightening instantly in his mouth. He bit gently, teasing it between his teeth as she rode him faster and harder.
 
   Simon wanted to make it last; he longed to stay inside her, but fucking her was too much. “I’m going to cum, Lydia!” he moaned into her chest, his body heaving and pounding inside her.
 
   “Cum with me,” She screamed, grabbing his hair in her hands and pulling hard as their bodies shook in simultaneous orgasm. Simon’s cock pulsed hard inside her as her pussy tightened in response to her orgasm. He sat there for a quiet moment inside her, both of them sweating and breathing heavy.
 
   Simon kissed her on the mouth, “That’s not how your first time should have been.” He told her as she lifted herself off him and got settled back into her own seat, “Let me take you home and do this right.” 
 
   Simon started the car and drove them home, his hand caressing her cheek as they drove in silence. When they got to the house, Simon didn’t waste time parking in the garage. He pulled right up to the doorstep and parked the car, walking around and opening her door for her. As she stepped out of the car, Simon pulled her swiftly into his arms and lifted her off the ground, carrying her up the front steps.
 
    
 
   * * *
 
    
 
   Lydia was still overwhelmed from their frenzied sex in the car and didn’t have a chance to protest. Simon continued walking up the stairs, not bothering to remove his shoes or coat and took Lydia to his old bedroom, where he still slept when he came home to visit. He laid her gently on the bed and took off her shoes, slowly running his hands up the inside of her skirt again.
 
   “I love the feel of your skin,” He told her smiling softly. Simon began at the top of her foot and started kissing his way up slowly, his mouth lingering softly on her skin as his hands removed more of her clothing. He slid her skirt over her slender hips and helped her out of her tank top, exposing her bare breasts and naked flesh. She was even more beautiful than he remembered. 
 
   Simon kept kissing his way up, using his tongue to tease the inside of her thighs. His warm mouth caused her to shiver in anticipation as he softly removed her panties and nuzzled his nose into her pussy hair. 
 
   “Oh, Simon,” she cried out as his tongue darted softly in and out of her tight pussy. He could still taste the sex they had just had and that turned him on even more. He pushed her knees apart gently and began licking from her clit to her pussy and back again. Simon cupped her ass in his hands and lifted her hips to bring her pussy even deeper into his mouth. When she began to get excited he ran his tongue over her clit and then started sucking gently. 
 
   Lydia was lost. She had no control over her body, as her stepbrother used his mouth on her clit. Her hips arched and bucked in response, slowly at first and then faster with each stroke of his tongue. Simon held her clit between his lips and sucked harder and faster. As Lydia began to buck harder and harder excitedly, he bit gently on her clit and sucked in hard and fast. Lydia’s body started to shake and convulse. Simon grabbed her hips in his hands and pulled her pussy into his mouth, sucking her up, unable to get enough of the taste of her sweet cum. 
 
   Lydia came hard once and Simon began licking slower, letting her body gently come down. Her trembles began to stop and Simon didn’t’ hesitate to begin once more. Taking her clit into his mouth, he skipped the gentle suction, began sucking hard, and fast on her sensitive clit.
 
   Lydia screamed and writhed in pleasure and it wasn’t long before her body was shaking again in orgasmic bliss. Her fingernails dug into Simon’s back piercing his skin and digging deep as she came once again, her juices flowing into his mouth.
 
   When she finally threw her head back on the bed in exhaustion, unable to catch her breath, Simon stood up and removed his clothes, climbing over her. He leaned down, kissing her deep, his cock hard and ready to enter her again.
 
   Lydia gave him a mischievous smile and pushed him onto his back, putting herself on top of him. Simon didn’t have the chance to protest as she slid down his chest, her warm tight nipples pressing against his skin, and wrapped her lips around his cock. 
 
   Simon moaned in pleasure as Lydia slid her hot mouth over the tip of his cock and worked her way lower. She wrapped her tongue around his shaft sliding up and down slowly. Simon’s cock throbbed for her, needing release. He grabbed the top of her head and pressed it down further onto his cock, speeding up her rhythm. 
 
   Lydia opened her mouth wider and gave his cock full access as he moved her head up and down. She wanted to taste him, to pleasure him. She had fantasized about her step brother for years and the taste of his cock in her mouth was hot and exciting. Her body was wet and ready for him, but Lydia wanted to taste him.
 
   She lowered her mouth faster and harder as he continued to push her head down, increasing the speed and depth. Lydia didn’t hesitate to obey his silent command. She sucked him hard and fast, her tongue licking the tip as her head fully raised and then sliding back down as she lowered further onto him.
 
   It didn’t take long for Simon’s excitement to get the better of him. “Fuck, Lydia, I’m going to cum again.” He said pushing her head deep into his cock. He pulsed inside her mouth, then Lydia sucked the cum from his tip, savoring the taste she had imagined for so long.
 
   He tried to roll her on her back but she refused. “I want to make love to you.” Simon told her, feeling a twinge of guilt for breaking her virginity in the front seat of his car.
 
   “I need you hot and hard, Simon. I have waited so long for this I need you to fuck me first.” Lydia looked at him lustfully. She turned herself over onto her knees spreading her legs for him. Simon couldn’t help himself. Her tight pale ass in his face was too much for him to handle. Simon grabbed his cock in his hand, stroking it to its full thickness, and then slid hard and deep once again inside Lydia’s tight pussy. 
 
   She screamed in pleasure and pain as the full depth of his cock hit her inside. She lowered her head onto the bed, angling her pelvis, giving her pussy more depth for him. Simon slid further in, changing his speed from a frenzied rush to long, slow movements. He wanted to fuck her and he wanted her to feel it. 
 
   He slid slowly inside Lydia, her tight wet pussy wrapped around his cock making him want to quicken his pace. He stopped himself from pushing her too hard and fast, wanting to savor the moment and give her the much needed build up she deserved. 
 
   Simon slid deep and pulled out slowly as Lydia moaned in pleasure. She could feel the tip of his cock hitting her inside, completely filling her hot pussy. She ached for him. She spread her legs wider in auSimonatic response.
 
   Simon leaned his hand around and began diddling her clit once more. As Lydia began moaning, once again building up her orgasm, Simon increased the speed of his finger against her clit and matched the movements of his cock with it. Lydia’s body began to tighten against his shaft as she started to spasm in orgasm once again. Simon felt her juices begin flowing and felt the constriction of her wet pussy around his thick hard cock. 
 
   He stopped himself from coming with her, instead bringing her to full orgasm once more. As she screamed in climatic release he pushed his cock deep and hard inside her, over and over again, fucking her the way she was begging him to.
 
   When they had finished Lydia began to slide away, but Simon grabbed her hips in response. “Oh, we’re not done yet.” He told her.
 
   Lydia’s pussy was sore and he could feel it tighter than before. He could also feel how wet she still was, wanting more of him inside her. He wasn’t going to deny her that. 
 
   He pulled her up off the bed and kissed her hard and hot, grabbing her breast in his hand and kneading it hard. He pinched her nipple between his fingers almost achingly as she cried out in pleasure and pain. 
 
   “You want me to fuck you?” he asked her, not really listening to her answer.
 
   “Yes, Simon, fuck me!” Lydia told him, grabbing his still hard cock in her hand and stroking it fast and hard. 
 
   Simon pushed her up against the wall, lifting her legs around his waist, and pushed his cock deep inside her. He couldn’t help it. He wanted so badly to feel every inch of his step sister. All those years of wanting her flooded through his memories and straight to his brain.
 
   He recalled watching her sixteen-year-old body swim in her small little bikini in their back pool. He moaned in memory of the time he accidentally caught her in the shower fingering herself in pleasure. He hadn’t meant to stand and stare, but the way the water hit her skin and the way her back arched as her finger slid inside her pussy was too much for Simon. He was mesmerized. When she climaxed after masturbating, squelching her cries in the wet cloth she held in her hand, Simon instantly knew he had to have her. It was then he decided he needed to get as far away from her as possible. That was when he left for college. 
 
   He hadn’t expected to see her tonight. He definitely hadn’t expected to finally fuck her, but most importantly he hadn’t expected her to be a virgin. That was a very nice surprise
 
   Simon looked at his stepsister now, her back against the wall, her legs wrapped around him and her breasts pressing against his chest. He slid his hands over her ass and continued to fuck her long and hard. 
 
   When she began to build up her orgasm once again, Simon slid one finger inside her ass, fucking her there too. Lydia’s shock was overrun by her pleasure and her hips began to move faster and faster over his cock. She pressed herself into him deep and hard, not able to get enough of him.
 
   Simon cried out this time as his body tensed in orgasmic release. He was unable to control it any longer. Lydia held on tight, digging her fingers into his shoulders, leaving scrapes that wouldn’t be gone any time soon. They came together, Lydia screamed into Simon’s chest as he pulled her hair hard while he came. 
 
   After they had finished, Simon pulled Lydia over to the bed and lay down beside her. He could tell she would be sore in the morning so he let her sleep that night. When he woke in the morning Lydia was still asleep. Simon watched her breathing softly wondering if she was as sore as he thought she might be. He couldn’t help himself; he reached his hand down to her pussy to feel it again, hoping to entice her. 
 
   Lydia was already wet; he could feel her body respond to his touch. Simon slid a single finger inside her tight pussy noticing how swollen she was. 
 
   “I don’t think we can do this again until you heal a little.” He told her laughing as she pulled his finger deep inside her, not bothering to open her eyes.
 
   “Oh yes we can” She said, rolling onto her back and letting him on top of her. 
 
   Simon slid gently inside this time, filling her tight, swollen pussy with his thick hard cock once again. Lydia moaned in pleasure and wrapped her legs around his waist, using her heels to push against his ass and pull him inside her even further.
 
   “You’re going to make me cum again,” Simon told her, trying to hold himself back.
 
   “Then cum for me,” Lydia replied. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him into her deep, kissing him feverishly and clinging to his back in need. 
 
   Once again Simon pushed inside her. He moved faster and faster, increasing his speed and slowing it again in response to Lydia’s movements. He took one breast in his mouth and sucked her nipple gently, building her up even more, making love and fucking her at the same time. She bit into his shoulder as she began to climax. Simon moved faster and harder inside her, his body aching for release once again.
 
   Lydia was the first to cum, her tender shivers and the tightening of her hot swollen pussy forced his cock to feel even larger than it already was and Simon quickly came with her, spilling his hot cum deep inside her as their bodies shook together. When it was over, they lay there for a few moments teasing each other’s sensitive sex. 
 
   The rest of the weekend was spent the same way. Simon and Lydia ignored the world, knowing they had the house to themselves for a few days. They fucked on the stairs, in the pool, in the bedroom. They even fucked in the kitchen and the backyard, not sparing a second thought to where or how they fucked. The lust between them was undeniable. 
 
   Simon made sure his young stepsister was completely satiated. Every moment of every day, he was touching or caressing her, fingering her clit or fucking her tight pussy. They didn’t even bother to get dressed most of the time. Lydia would randomly get on her knees and begin sucking his cock, making him hard instantly. Sometimes he would cum in her mouth, sometimes she would have him cum on her small perky breasts and sometimes he would just fuck her and cum inside her at her request. Lydia gave as much as she received and Simon couldn’t get enough of her until the end of the weekend when they were no longer alone. 
 
   Even throughout the week, they would sneak away and fuck in the car. Most often going to that side road in the woods where Simon had taken her virginity. Lydia was always quick to cum when she was in the car and Simon just let her sit on his lap and have her way with him.
 
   “This is so much better than playing ‘doctor’,” Simon told her. 
 
   Lydia smiled up at him, laughing that he remembered. “Much better.” 
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   “Yes, right there!”
 
   Elizabeth undulated against the bed where Tom had his face buried between her legs. His tongue burrowed into her pussy and wiggled in just the right ways.
 
   “Oh fuck, oh yeah!”
 
   She grabbed her tits and squeezed them steadily until droplets of milk came out. She rubbed the liquid into her chest and then repeated the procedure, making more milk squirt out. It felt so good and yet kind of wrong. This milk was meant for her baby, it wasn’t meant for sexual gratification.
 
   Then why did it feel so great?
 
   She pushed the thought out of her mind and focused on her handsome husband eating her out. Her sexual desire was just returning and she was determined to take advantage of it. Since giving birth six months ago, she had focused on regaining her slim figure with diets and exercise, and now her sex drive was back. Oh how she had missed it!
 
   “Don’t stop, don’t stop!”
 
   This weekend was all about having fun. They had rented this small cottage a few hours from the city, the baby was at her parents’, and the weather was forcing them to stay indoors. Perfect for intimate relations. Tom’s sister had come with them but she was good at giving them personal space. Besides, she was a good friend.
 
   “Yeah, suck my clit!”
 
   Her husband laved her quickly as he fingered her, and then locked his lips around the engorged little nub at the top of her slit. He sucked on it furiously and she had no defenses against that.
 
   “Oh ooohh ooooohhh…”
 
   What he was doing was so good that he might as well have been pummeling her G-spot with a sledgehammer. The pleasure was exploding within her.
 
   “Fuck, I’m cumming!”
 
   She thrashed down on the bed and he held on for dear life, never letting go of her pussy. She was gushing in his mouth and he continued stabbing her cunt with his digits until she was out of energy. He slowed down and then stopped completely. She looked at him and smiled gratefully.
 
   “Good?” He inquired.
 
   “Very good.”
 
   He climbed up her body and kissed her hard as he stretched out alongside her. She tasted herself and didn’t mind at all. Their tongues fenced and she licked her juices off his chin in the process. Then, he started to slide down. She knew exactly what he was about to do.
 
   “I love your tits so much, baby.”
 
   He caressed them gently and made his fingers circle her areolas. When he was satisfied she was properly prepared, he squeezed both boobs and nipples at the same time, making milk spray out into his face. He opened his mouth like he was trying to catch snowflakes.
 
   “Drink me, Tom.”
 
   He captured a nipple between his lips and sucked eagerly. Her warm milk filled his mouth and he swallowed blissfully. Their baby was so lucky to do that all day long! He let his hand glide down her smooth stomach and back between her legs.
 
   “Aaahh…”
 
   He coated his fingers with her juices and rubbed it all over her mound. Before long, he was fingering her again.
 
   “Yes,” she moaned. “Just like that, don’t stop.”
 
   She could feel it building up to another climax and this one would be epic. The only thing she was worried about was his cock digging into her leg. Sooner or later he would demand she took care of it and she hoped she would be able to orgasm first.
 
   “You’re gonna make me cum again, Tom.”
 
   “Yeah? You think you could cum while I fuck your tits?”
 
   That answered her question; he was ready to take care of his own needs. Disappointed and yet grateful she had at least climaxed once before, she nodded.
 
   He squeezed one last dose of sweet milk into his mouth and then he straddled her chest.
 
   “Spit on my cock, baby.”
 
   She lifted her head and did just that. At the same time, he made some of her milk spurt directly on his shaft. He polished the substance into his length and then brought her boobs together, creating a tight canyon into which he could slide his cock.
 
   “You like fucking my tits, don’t you?”
 
   “Yeah, you’re so fucking hot like this.”
 
   Mostly he was taking advantage of her breasts which were larger than normal because she was breast-feeding. He never would’ve been able to do this otherwise. Yet, there was no denying that having his gorgeous blond wife at his mercy underneath him like this was phenomenal.
 
   He widened his knees further and went about sliding his hard cock between her boobs. He put his hands over hers, making the gully tighter. He let his thumbs tickle her hard nipples rhythmically with each pass.
 
   “Oh yeah, Tom… Fuck my big tits!”
 
   “I love when you talk dirty to me, baby.”
 
   Indeed, he rocked his hips faster. Pounding through a heap of titties was so much different than fucking a pussy or getting a blow job or even doing anal. It was softer, foreign. The fact that milk came out of her nipples made him twitch in absolute arousal.
 
   “Oh shit, won’t be long now. My balls are getting tighter…”
 
   “Yeah? Do it for me, cum all over my big tits!”
 
   Hearing these words sent him over the edge. His balls shrunk and then he exploded! He didn’t stop fucking the fleshy tunnel as his boiling jizz coursed up his shaft, and he erupted all over her neck and throat.
 
   “Aaaaaggghhh!”
 
   He forced himself to keep his eyes open since he didn’t want to miss the mesmerizing sight of his white cream joining her milk-covered chest. His body was feather-light as he emptied his balls onto his wife, waves of pleasure washing through him.
 
   “Give me everything, Tom!”
 
   He grabbed his cock in his fist and pumped out the last dribbles he could muster. It was great, it was awesome, but eventually he began deflating. He leaned back and Elizabeth did what she knew he enjoyed. She squirted even more milk and then mixed it in with his semen. She massaged the mixture into her skin while he watched drunkenly.
 
   “God you’re beautiful.”
 
   He got off her and stretched next to her. They kissed tenderly while he brushed back her hair. He was happy to have his wife back from the selfish grip of motherhood, even if it was only for a weekend.
 
   “I love you, Tom.”
 
   “I love you too, baby.”
 
   Within minutes, they fell asleep into each other’s arms, not knowing that tomorrow would be the scene of their best sexual experience ever.
 
   *   *   *
 
   The next morning, their plan to lounge by the lake was shattered by a cold front. The air was cool and the sky was peppered with threatening clouds. So much for a weekend getaway, Elizabeth thought.
 
   She found her sister-in-law was already up. The brunette was a few years younger than her husband and was just as attractive, especially this morning as she was wearing a halter top and a short skirt which highlighted her long, tanned legs.
 
   Tom joined them after his shower and they had a lazy breakfast which included pancakes and a sausage hash Elizabeth made from scratch. They talked about their new plans but the blonde was hoping this was only for the show. She was hoping she would soon drag her husband back to the bedroom so she could have the proper release she had been denied last night.
 
   And then Tom’s phone rang.
 
   “Oh no,” she whispered as her husband went to take the call in the living room.
 
   Vanessa frowned. “What is it?”
 
   “When he walks away like that, it’s work. And when it’s work, he usually has to bury himself in his papers for the rest of the day.”
 
   “Even on a weekend? Even here at the lake?”
 
   “Yeah, your brother is dedicated, to say the least.”
 
   A few minutes later, he returned with a pained expression.
 
   “Don’t tell me, you have to work.”
 
   “It’s not that bad,” Tom said. “I have to go to the village, print some documents, do a little accounting mumbo-jumbo, and fax them back. I shouldn’t be away for more than two, maybe three hours.”
 
   “That means four, right?”
 
   “Five at the most.”
 
   He kissed Elizabeth on the forehead before heading out. The two women looked at each other and shrugged. They busied themselves cleaning up.
 
   With the concept of sunbathing completely shot, Vanessa got her book and went to the living room to get some reading done. The prince was about to deflower the runaway maid and she couldn’t wait to see how that turned out. A few chapters later she noticed something was wrong.
 
   Elizabeth was pacing. She went up and down the small living room, in an out of the kitchen, and along the entire length of the veranda in spite of the cool breeze. She went back inside the cottage and her sister-in-law couldn’t miss the uncomfortable expression on her face.
 
   Vanessa closed her book. “Are you okay?”
 
   “Yeah, sure.”
 
   “You don’t look okay. Okay people don’t rub themselves like they have stage 2 malaria.”
 
   The blonde looked down at herself and realized she was indeed absentmindedly stroking her stomach. She stopped and clasped her hands together before sitting down at the dining table.
 
   “You can talk to me, Elizabeth.”
 
   “It’s just my breasts, they’re hurting.”
 
   “Oh,” Vanessa answered. She wasn’t intimately knowledgeable about the ins and outs of breast-feeding but she’d heard there may be some pain involved, especially when the baby wasn’t there to take care of business. “What’s the problem exactly? Anything I can do?”
 
   “No, thanks. My breasts are engorged, they’re full of milk. I’m like a cow and the farmer went on vacation.”
 
   “Don’t you have a pump? I thought you guys all carried that in your purse nowadays.”
 
   “Well, I was gonna bring it but…”
 
   Vanessa perked up when her brother’s wife’s voice trailed off. “But what?”
 
   “No, it’s crazy. It’s nothing.”
 
   “Uh-huh, you can’t say it’s nothing now. You piqued my curiosity, missy. You can’t just leave me hanging like that. Come on, spit it out.”
 
   As she spoke, she got up from the couch. She went to the dining table and pulled a chair in front of Elizabeth where she sat.
 
   “Tom, he told me to leave the pump at home.”
 
   “Why would he be dumb enough to do that?”
 
   “He… He likes to… He enjoys taking the baby’s place.”
 
   “What?! You mean my brother sucks on your boobs? He drinks the milk?”
 
   Elizabeth nodded coyly. “At first he just wanted to try, you know, just to taste it. But it kinda turned him on. Maybe it turned on the both of us, to be honest.”
 
   “Oh wow, I never knew this was a thing.”
 
   “Vanessa, please don’t tell him I said anything!”
 
   “Of course,” the brunette quickly replied.
 
   She put a hand on the other girl’s bare thigh to comfort her. The skin was warm under her fingers. She looked into her eyes, urging her to continue her story.
 
   “Since this is a mini vacation, Tom said he wanted me for himself. He said I didn’t need the breast pump.”
 
   “But now he went to town and left you high and dry.”
 
   “Yeah, more like full and wet. It hurts, it’s like I have rocks in there.”
 
   “There’s nothing you can do, Elizabeth?”
 
   “I tried squeezing it out manually but the relief is nowhere as good as when he’s sucking on them.”
 
   “Can’t you… Can’t you, you know, suck them yourself?”
 
   The blonde shook her head. “My boobs are a lot bigger now that I had the baby but not big enough. I can’t stretch them up that high. Believe me, I’ve tried.”
 
   She winced and gently massaged her chest to get some relief. Vanessa watched her in awe. On the one hand, she was sorry her sister-in-law was in pain but on the other hand she couldn’t deny that it was arousing talking about this, watching her rubbing herself.
 
   “Are you sure there’s nothing I can do?”
 
   “There’s only one thing that helps and that’s obviously out of the question.”
 
   “Why is it out of the question, Elizabeth?”
 
   Her head snapped up. “What are you talking about? The only solution is to suck the milk out of my breasts. You’re not seriously considering doing that to me, are you?”
 
   “Why not? Are you in pain right now?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And sucking the milk out will make you feel better?”
 
   “Y-yes.”
 
   “And your husband won’t be back for several hours. I’m just trying to help, sweetie.”
 
   “I know, you’re a great friend. It’s just… Wouldn’t it be weird?”
 
   “It doesn’t have to be. Look, you’re my sister-in-law and I love you. I don’t like seeing you in pain. Why don’t we give it a try and if we don’t like it we stop, okay?”
 
   Elizabeth hesitated for a moment and then nodded. She would try anything to get rid of this atrocious pain.
 
   “Great, how do we do this?”
 
   “Uh, bring your chair closer, maybe to the side a bit. This way you can lean in.”
 
   As Vanessa complied, the blonde started to unbutton her white blouse. She had to take it off completely to remove her bra. Vanessa was enthralled at the site of her brother’s wife undressing before her. She had seen her yesterday in a bikini but this was much more intimate.
 
   Elizabeth expertly reached behind her and unclasped the beige brassiere. She slid it off and put it on the table. Now Vanessa could see what she meant when she said she couldn’t suck on her own breasts. They were big but in no way were they drooping. They were… full.
 
   “All right, so I just suck on them?”
 
   “Yes. I’ll massage them a little bit at the same time to get the milk flowing.”
 
   “Okay. Tell me if I’m not doing it right. Here goes nothing.”
 
   Vanessa bent forward and instinctively put a hand under the boob for stability. It smelled good, very fresh. It had been years since she had made love to a woman; it hadn’t happened since her ex-boyfriend had begged her to put on a show for him.
 
   She locked her lips around the areola and instinctively she licked around the nipple. It hardened between her lips and she promptly remembered what she was here for. She sucked and warm liquid quickly filled her mouth. She had never tasted breast milk before but she found she rather liked it. It was sweet, like melted ice cream or what remained in the bowl after eating Froot Loops cereal.
 
   “Aaahh…” Elizabeth moaned.
 
   The blonde looked down at her sister-in-law latched on to her breast. It was surreal, so wrong, but she couldn’t deny how good it felt. She told herself this was medical in nature, it was only a woman helping out another. But then why was she feeling more than relief? Why was she tingling all over?
 
   Using both hands, she gently squeezed her boob from top to bottom. Vanessa looked up at her and smiled around her nipple. She continued drinking for a while and then disconnected.
 
   “You want me to move to the other one?”
 
   Elizabeth nodded and the brunette switched to the left breast. She again put her hand underneath, as if testing its heft, and then brought her mouth to the areola. She opened her mouth wide to moisten the area and used her tongue to lick all around the nipple before properly bolting on.
 
   Again, Elizabeth moaned as the pain left her body. It was weird to have her sucking on her tits, yes, but not completely alien. She had been with a girl before, in college. She hadn’t thought it was for her but sometimes she found herself missing it. There was something to be said about a woman’s soft touch.
 
   Why was she thinking about this now?!
 
   This was medical, not sexual! She was getting mad that she was getting wet. She wanted to clear her mind but it was impossible with her beautiful sister-in-law pressed against her chest. She realized Vanessa was gently rubbing the underside of her breasts while she drank. Did she know what she was doing? Did she realize how it was making her feel?
 
   For her part, Vanessa was growing hotter. It had nothing to do with physical exertion and everything to do with how she felt, mainly between her legs. Desire was growing within her, highlighting the conspicuous fact that she hadn’t had sex with another person in months.
 
   As she continued sucking, drinking, her thoughts became topsy-turvy. She imagined she wasn’t doing this to help out her sister-in-law. No, instead she pictured herself trying to please a horny woman. Oh God, why was she doing this to herself? Her pussy was getting so wet…
 
   Suddenly, she felt a tremor going through Elizabeth. She realized she still had a hand on the blonde’s leg and the skin was getting warmer. There were goose bumps along her flesh. Unable to stop herself, she drew circles with her fingers and climbed further between her legs.
 
   “Ooohh…”
 
   Vanessa was simultaneously glad and excited to get this response, to not get shot down. However, she wondered if she should be doing this. Wasn’t that crossing the line? She decided that she didn’t care. She was too aroused to care. She continued stroking, making contact with her creamy inner thighs under her loose shorts.
 
   “Ooh, yes…”
 
   The words came out as mumbled whispers but it wasn’t lost on Vanessa.
 
   “You like that, don’t you?”
 
   “I’m sorry, this is wrong.”
 
   Elizabeth made a move to stand up but the other girl held her down, softly prodding her back in the chair. All the while, Vanessa kept her hand on the other’s breast.
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie. It’s a completely normal physical reaction, don’t be ashamed of it.”
 
   “You’re my sister-in-law, we shouldn’t be doing this.”
 
   “I’m just taking care of your discomfort. It’s all right if it makes you feel funny. It’s like guys when they get a massage. Sometimes they get a boner even when the masseuse is a big hairy guy. It’s physical.”
 
   “But I’m not sure I’m comfortable with these feelings,” Elizabeth admitted.
 
   “I hear that sometimes women get a little turned on when breast-feeding.”
 
   The blonde laughed nervously. “The problem is that I’m more than a little turned on right now.”
 
   “Really? I would’ve thought that after last night you would have been sated for a week.”
 
   “You heard that?”
 
   Vanessa grinned. “Thin walls, I guess. Somehow I’m supposed to think it was weird listening to my brother having sex with you but it was also very hot. I… I played with myself at the same time. I haven’t had a guy in forever. Makes you do crazy things.”
 
   “I’m glad one of us had fun.”
 
   “What you mean? It sounded pretty hot in there.”
 
   “I guess,” Elizabeth said with a shrug. “It’s just, Tom finished before I did.”
 
   “Well, that sucks. You should give him blue balls for a week, that’ll teach him. So is that why you’re horny now?”
 
   Vanessa looked at her with expectant eyes and then the blonde nodded.
 
   “Would you like me to help you get off? I mean, you seemed to be enjoying what I was doing before.”
 
   “I don’t know, Vanessa. This is getting crazy.”
 
   “I know, that’s what makes it so fun. I would really like it if you allowed me to help.”
 
   “You would?”
 
   “To tell you the truth, I’m also getting hot doing this to you. I would really love to bring you off, sweetie.”
 
   She stared at the blonde a few seconds longer and then resumed sucking the sweet milk out of her heavy breasts. But now she was not only drinking, she let her tongue weigh in. She licked around the nipple and then flicked her tongue against it, making Elizabeth gasp.
 
   She pushed her hand farther up into her shorts. Her fingers soon made contact with her panties. They were hot and moist! She tentatively brushed up and down.
 
   “Oh God!”
 
   While she continued to stroke her, she used the other hand to caress her tits. She played with the one she wasn’t sucking on and pinched the nipple until a drop of milk appeared. She picked it up with her thumb and lifted it to Elizabeth’s mouth.
 
   “Taste it, sweetie. Taste your milk.”
 
   As if in a trance, the blonde parted her lips and took the thumb into her mouth. She closed her eyes while sucking it, imagining it was Tom’s hard cock. It felt so good to have her playing with her boobs while her pussy was being toyed with. And yet…
 
   “More,” she demanded after releasing the thumb. “Go faster.”
 
   Vanessa removed her hand entirely from her shorts, but only for a moment. She unsnapped the fly and then slid her hand down from the top, this time going into the panties.
 
   “You’re so wet, Elizabeth. Your pussy is drenched!”
 
   Her forefinger didn’t have trouble digging between the folds and entering her tight channel. She slid two knuckles deep and pushed even more when the blonde started breathing raggedly.
 
   “Oh yeah, so good…”
 
   Vanessa could tell, her hand was soaking wet by now. She ground her palm into her clit and fingered her faster. She squeezed her tits, sucked on the nipples one after the other, and banged her cunt as fast as she could.
 
   “Oooooh yeah, don’t stop!”
 
   She didn’t stop stroking her sister-in-law but she was so awestruck by the blonde’s face as it twisted into pleasure that she lifted her head from her chest simply to watch her. Then, without realizing she was doing it, she moved in and crushed her lips against hers.
 
   Elizabeth was so far gone that she didn’t recoil. In fact, she kissed her back, shoving her tongue down her throat, making her lips dance against hers.
 
   “Hhmmmm!”
 
   She was cumming hard, gushing all over Vanessa’s hand. They kept kissing, grinding! The brunette mauled her sister-in-law’s boobs, making her whimper in ecstasy. She wished the roles were reversed because her own pussy was on fire.
 
   Elizabeth stopped making out and moved her head aside as she caught her breath. The pleasure was too intense, she was shaking all over. Without knowing she was doing it, she wrapped her arms around Vanessa and hugged her tightly.
 
   “Jesus Christ…”
 
   The voice belonged to neither of them. In shock they turned toward the living room where the main entrance was located. Standing there was Tom who was agape, staring at them.
 
   “Oh my God!” Elizabeth exclaimed, looking left and right as if searching for an escape route.
 
   For her part, Vanessa didn’t move. She still held on to her sister-in-law while she looked sideways at her brother. She was the one who spoke first.
 
   “Have you been standing there long?”
 
   “Long enough. Just as I was getting to town I got a call saying I didn’t need to redo my report and fax my signature anymore. You two, that was…”
 
   “Tom, I’m so sorry,” his wife said. “I didn’t have my pump and my breasts were hurting and you weren’t there and Vanessa offered to help and then it felt good and–“
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie. I don’t think Tom is mad at all.”
 
   She stroked Elizabeth’s hair back while she spoke softly.
 
   “But…”
 
   “There’s no but. Look at your husband’s hand, look where it is.”
 
   Everybody, including Tom, searched for the hand. It was over his crotch where he had obviously been groping himself. His fingers were digging into the fabric of his cargo shorts, curling around his well-defined erection. He froze, took his hand away, and put it back in front of himself when he realized his hard-on was very noticeable.
 
   “Uh, I, it’s not…”
 
   “Don’t worry about it, big brother. It’s understandable after what you saw.”
 
   “You’re not mad, are you?” Elizabeth asked.
 
   “No, of course not! You had… needs. And, well, obviously I didn’t mind.” He glanced at his bulge with an embarrassed grin. “If you’re up to it, maybe we could finish things up, you and I.”
 
   He came forward and took his wife’s hand. He pulled her up to her feet and then kissed her long and deep.
 
   “Come on,” he said. “Let’s go to the bedroom.”
 
   “No, wait.”
 
   “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Vanessa, she… She’s the one really horny right now.”
 
   “Uh… She’s my sister.”
 
   Elizabeth nodded. She looked between her husband and sister-in-law. “I was thinking perhaps I could take care of her while you take care of me.”
 
   “You mean the three of us together?”
 
   “If you don’t touch one another, then you’re not doing anything wrong. Right?”
 
   Tom looked at his sister and she nodded. She was so excited that she would have said yes to just about anything.
 
   “Okay then,” he said. “This should be… different.”
 
   He pulled Elizabeth in for a kiss and let his hands roam up and down her naked back. Vanessa stood up and then pried her away from him; it was her turn to make out with her.
 
   “I know you told me you’d been with girls before, in college, but damn. I never thought it would be so hot.”
 
   That made the brunette smile. “Even if it’s your little sister she’s doing it with?”
 
   “At this point, I’m so hard I don’t care who it is. Gee, I can’t believe I just said that to you.”
 
   “Better get used to it, the day is young!”
 
   The two women resumed kissing and Tom took the opportunity to remove his polo shirt. He rubbed himself through his shorts while watching them. It was so sensual, so incredibly erotic. After a while, Vanessa took the blonde’s hand and led her away.
 
   “Let’s get more comfortable.”
 
   They left the dining area and stopped in the living room where the two women fell into each other’s arms for more kissing. Elizabeth’s hands snaked under Vanessa’s halter top before removing it completely. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
 
   “Oh my…” Tom gulped.
 
   It was his first time seeing his sister naked since they took baths together as children. He knew deep down that it was extremely wrong but he couldn’t tear his eyes away. Her tits were bigger than his wife’s, softer. They begged to be played with and it was a shame he couldn’t be the one to do so.
 
   He sat down on the couch and continued to lazily stroke his cock as he watched them. Elizabeth kissed Vanessa’s neck on her way to her chest. She took handfuls of boobs and buried her face into them. She opened her mouth wide and almost swallowed her areolas and bit on her nipples.
 
   “Yeah, just like that…”
 
   As he watched her devouring his sister’s breasts, he took the opportunity to remove his shorts and underwear. His cock sprang up and slapped against his abdomen, that’s how hard he was. He took it in his hand and enjoyed the show.
 
   “I wanna taste you so bad, Vanessa.”
 
   With that, the blonde inserted her hands into the waistband of her short skirt and pulled. She removed the skirt as well as the cotton panties in one fell swoop. She was instantly greeted with the delectable aroma of her arousal. Her shaven pussy was already glistening with droplets of her juices.
 
   “Shit, sis! She really got you worked up, didn’t she?”
 
   “You have no idea, I’m so horny right now…”
 
   “Then I just have to taste you,” Elizabeth said.
 
   She gently pushed her down on the armchair and pulled her butt to the edge. She kneeled between her legs and didn’t waste time giving her a lick. At first she was only exploring the brunette’s appetizing slit but before long she was positively fucking her with her tongue, going as deeply as she could.
 
   It was something to watch, Tom thought. On all fours, his wife was breathtaking, her bubbly ass framing her beautiful pussy just below. And then there was his sister who writhed on the chair while she was being eaten.
 
   “Baby, squirt some milk over her cunt and then lap it up.”
 
   Both women glanced at him strangely but then they grinned. Elizabeth got closer and rubbed one of her full breasts up and down the moist snatch before expertly squeezing her nipples. White milk sprayed onto the folds, making Vanessa yelp in shock.
 
   “Now lick it up, baby.”
 
   Elizabeth didn’t hesitate. She licked her broadly and sucked the liquid into her mouth. By now it was mixed with her sister-in-law’s juices. It was divine!
 
   “Yes, feels so good…”
 
   As he stroked himself, Tom came to realize he wanted to participate actively. He stood up and walked to them. He towered over his beautiful sister, naked and squirming.
 
   “Suck my cock, baby.”
 
   Elizabeth hesitated, clearly wondering if perhaps she shouldn’t finish up the other girl first, but Vanessa nodded.
 
   “Go on, I wanna see you blowing him.”
 
   The blonde wife turned to him and wrapped her hand around his length. Her fingers were humid and that’s when he understood they were coated with his sister’s juices. He was afraid he was doing something wrong but on second thought who was he hurting? And why did it feel so good?
 
   Elizabeth took him between her lips and sucked him in that special way she did, going fast and then going slow, going deep and then staying shallow. Tom caressed her head as she bobbed over him.
 
   For a while, Vanessa played with her pussy while she watched them, basking in the naughtiness of the situation. She licked her lips as an idea struck her. She got off the chair and got on her knees behind her sister-in-law.
 
   “That’s it, suck my brother’s big cock…”
 
   She reached in front of Elizabeth and stroked her heavy tits. She whispered in her ear and the blonde nodded in response. She straightened up and placed the dick in front of her nipples. Vanessa pinched them until milk erupted, coating her brother’s shaft with white streaks.
 
   “This is so fucking hot,” he moaned.
 
   The women smiled at him and his wife took him back into her mouth. She had her sex drive back, all right! She hadn’t been this randy since before the baby was born. And now his sister was joining them? This was the best weekend ever!
 
   “Elizabeth, I need to fuck you. I want to shove my hard cock in your tight little pussy, baby.”
 
   “Yeah,” his sister agreed. “That way you can eat me at the same time.”
 
   The three of them moved to the couch. Elizabeth lied down at an angle, her husband kneeled between her legs, and Vanessa straddled the blonde’s face while facing her brother. Elizabeth didn’t wait and started licking the beautiful cunt which was offered to her. She licked deeply, sucked on the delicate flesh.
 
   “Yeah, just like that…”
 
   Tom couldn’t take it anymore. He found his wife’s opening and thrust forward. She was so wet that he didn’t have trouble sinking in. Still, she was snug, sending him to heaven. He grabbed her hips and plowed into her with mounting vigor.
 
   “Oooh, so hot…”
 
   He reached forward and grabbed Elizabeth’s tits. They not only made for great handles as he plowed through her but by squeezing her nipples just right he made droplets of milk appear. The sight of these made his cock throb inside of her. And then there was his sister staring at him from a very close distance. He could feel her breath on his face.
 
   “Yeah, that’s it! Fuck your wife, big brother!”
 
   Tom was energetically pounding into Elizabeth and filling the room with the lustful wet squishing sounds. Not only did their coupling feel tremendously good but the situation was so depraved that he would probably be able to cum without touching himself.
 
   “Hmmm hmmm…” the blonde moaned.
 
   She was in the most difficult position, taking a world-class fucking and at the same time having to focus on eating out of her sister-in-law. Her mouth and chin were covered with her juices and her head was swimming from the tangy perfume. She extended her tongue and gave the woman a tongue lashing.
 
   “Yes!” Vanessa screamed.
 
   It felt so good to be munched on this way, it had been too long. In addition, watching her brother’s large cock sliding in and out of his wife’s snatch was mesmerizing. What’s more, the way he was bent over to play with Elizabeth’s tits made him brush against her own nipples. It was innocent, it was a byproduct of their entanglement, but it felt amazing nevertheless.
 
   All of a sudden, her insides turned to mush. Pressure was building so fast… so fast…
 
   “Oh shit, oh fuck, I’m gonna cum!”
 
   The blonde’s agile tongue assaulted her clit and that’s what made the orgasm explode through her body. She started bucking about while making sure to grind her pussy into the other woman’s face.
 
   “Aaaaahhh!”
 
   Losing control of her senses, of her balance, she leaned forward and placed her hands on her brother’s naked torso. It was only so she wouldn’t fall off but his strong muscles, his hot skin, their forbidden contact, it was making her cum even more. Even better, he buried his face in her neck, hugging her tight, while he continued thrusting into his wife’s sloppy cooze.
 
   “Fuck,” he grunted through clenched teeth. “I’m gonna cum too…”
 
   “Do it, brother! Give her everything!”
 
   Still holding onto his sister, Tom drove into Elizabeth half a dozen times in only a few seconds and then he was seized by an intense pleasure.
 
   “Ooohh oooooohhhh!”
 
   He buried himself to the hilt just as his balls boiled over. His cum zipped up and he erupted deep inside his wife. The stream was thick and creamy as if he hadn’t ejaculated in weeks.
 
   “Yes, shoot into me! Give me your hot fucking load!”
 
   Vanessa’s lips were by his ear and she whispered, “Give her your seed, brother.”
 
   The sensuality of feeling her breath on his neck, in his ear, nearly made him pass out. He continued to unleash his jizz but eventually he had nothing left to give.
 
   “That was so hot, you two.”
 
   Tom smiled at his sister as he came out of the fog. He realized he was holding onto his naked sister and promptly let go. His dick was softening so he pulled out of his wife, bringing with him a faint trail of semen which wasn’t lost on Vanessa.
 
   “Oh my God, you gave her a big load. And she didn’t even cum!”
 
   Tom sat down on the couch, in the corner next to his wife. He needed to rest but he also wanted a good vantage point for what was about to happen.
 
   Vanessa got up from the blonde’s face and turned around. “Now it’s your turn, sweetie. You deserve a big orgasm.”
 
   “I’m almost there,” Elizabeth whispered, absentmindedly kneading her breasts.
 
   Getting off the couch, she kneeled between Elizabeth’s legs. She watched the thin stream of her brother’s seed leaking out of the freshly fucked pussy. She knew it was wrong, she knew she shouldn’t be turned on by this, but she couldn’t help herself. She brought her face down and licked it up.
 
   “Oh geez!”
 
   His jaw dropping, Tom looked as his sister lapped up his semen from his wife’s cunt. When she was done laving her mound, she inserted two fingers – and then a third – into her channel. She was fucking her and at the same time pulling out her brother’s nectar which she then slurped into her mouth.
 
   “Fuck! Yes, keep going… Keep going!”
 
   With her mouth full of jizz, Vanessa locked her lips around the erect clit and sucked on it hard, flicking her tongue against it mercilessly. While she did this, she didn’t stop fingering her sister-in-law. In fact, she went faster.
 
   “Aaaahh, I’m gonna cum! Oh shit, I’m gonna cum!”
 
   Tom reached for Elizabeth’s tits and played with one while he drank her sweet milk from the other. He tweaked her nipples and from the corner of his eye watched his sister as she did everything to bring off the blonde.
 
   “Ooooohh fuck! Oooohh oooooohhhh!”
 
   Without another word she was flogging against the couch. The two others had to work hard to hold on. She was convulsing as the incredible wave of pleasure crashed over her. Her clit was on fire, her pussy was collapsing around Vanessa’s fingers, and her nipples were exploding with tiny bursts of pure joy.
 
   She cried out, whimpering for them to stop and yet hoping they wouldn’t. This marvelous feeling was worth the pain in her breasts from earlier, it was worth having a woman shamelessly drinking from her tits, worth the weirdness of having her husband have sex next to his sister.
 
   “My gosh, I can’t believe…”
 
   Catching her breath, Elizabeth looked down at the other woman who was finally disconnecting from her pussy. She opened her mouth and showed the glob of semen pooled inside. She gave her a quick teasing cat lick and then climbed up the blonde’s body.
 
   Vanessa stopped at the free breast, glanced at her brother, and began sucking on the pink nipple. When her mouth was full, she resumed her ascension. Tom scooted back to see what was going to happen.
 
   The two women looked at each other and then Vanessa kissed his wife. She opened her mouth wide and Elizabeth was startled when the mixture of breast milk and jism slid over her tongue. She hummed in protest but only for a second. She closed her eyes and gave herself to the languorous kissing, swirling the mixture into her mouth.
 
   And then it was over. They gently parted and each had to swallow what was in their mouth, which they did while looking at Tom. Both women were visibly sated, their eyes glazed over from the ordeal.
 
   “That was so tasty,” Elizabeth purred.
 
   “Milk and cream,” Tom said. “Can’t go wrong with that.”
 
   As they laughed, he couldn’t believe the three of them had actually done this. It was as crazy as it had been wonderful. Mostly, he was wondering how he could convince them to go another round.
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Chapter One
 
    
 
   When the opportunity to go on a two week Caribbean vacation presented itself, my mother, Elizabeth, snapped it up. She worked for a travel agency and booked us into a two-bedroom suite at a sprawling time-share complex on the beautiful island of St. Maartin. We were on the Dutch side, in a lovely harbor surrounded by elegant yachts, cobblestone walkways, and lush, green hills in the distance. Our beach was inland and small, so we had rented a car and gone to the French side, where clothing was optional.
 
   I had been having the time of my life until the accident. Mom had stepped off a curb and broken her ankle in a freak mishap. The hospital had been surprisingly clean and modern, and the doctors had set her bone and placed her foot in a cast. She hobbled around now with crutches and a pained, pinched expression.
 
   “Son of a bitch!” she snapped.
 
   “Honey,” said my stepfather, Stephen. “Let me help you.” He took her arm, while she awkwardly maneuvered the crutches.
 
   “I can’t believe this! Oh, God.” She sat heavily.
 
   “Are you alright, mom? Can I get you a soda?”
 
   “No, Emma. I’m fine. Thanks.”
 
   “We don’t have to go to the beach.” I’d hung out at the pool all day yesterday. I could do it again, if I had to.
 
   “We’ll be going. Just…give me a second.”
 
   I glanced at my stepfather, and he shrugged. “I’ve got the stuff packed, honey. I can call for the tram.”
 
   “I ruined our vacation.”
 
   “No, mom. You didn’t.” She looked miserable. “Do you need more pain pills?”
 
   “I think so.”
 
   Stephen handed her a glass of water. “Here you go.”
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   She took her medication, her hand shaking. She’d been up all night in pain. Her face had lost its tan, and dark circles were under her eyes. She hadn’t been able to shower, so her hair was hidden under a baseball cap.
 
   “Poor mommy.” I felt so bad for her.
 
   A lopsided grin was as close to a smile as she could get. “I’ll try not to ruin the rest of the vacation. You’ll just have to schlep my sorry ass around like a sack of potatoes.”
 
   “Now there’s the spirit,” said Stephen. “I’ll call for our ride.”
 
   We managed to get into the tram, which brought us to the entrance of the resort, where our rental car waited. Once we were situated in the vehicle, we headed for the French side of the island. Thirty minutes later, we took the turnoff labeled Baie Orientale and followed the left fork in the road until we arrived at our favorite beach. We parked under the partial shade of palm trees, which flapped like small green sails in the breeze. Helping mom from the car on uneven ground was a challenge. She tried her best to hoist herself up on her crutches and hobble towards the beach. Her crutches sank into the sand, slowing her progress. I carried towels, a bag of snacks, and another tote filled with sunscreen and goggles.
 
   “That’s it, honey. You’re doing good.” Stephen was by her side in case she needed him. 
 
   The sound of the surf soothed my senses, and a soft wind blew, cooling my forehead, which had begun to drip with perspiration.
 
   “We got it,” said Stephen. “You can collapse in a chair in a couple of seconds.”
 
   “Thank God,” she moaned. “I’m beat.”
 
   “Hey, at least you’re getting your workout in,” I said cheerily.
 
   “Ugh.”
 
   I ogled a man on the beach who was completely naked. He strolled by with his speedos in one hand, which I thought was ironic. His cock, long and flaccid, had my full attention.
 
   Stephen noted my overt stare. He grinned. “Ah, the French.”
 
   I thought it was awesome. If I could go naked, I would. What’s stopping you? That was a good question. If it had been just mom and I, I would be topless. Letting Stephen see me nude was exciting, yet awkward. He was my stepfather, and I sometimes became shy around him. Tall, with dark hair and blue eyes, he was handsome and sweet. He was also funny and smart. He’d married my mother this past summer, and my brother, Greg and I, had welcomed him into the family with open arms. My older brother was married with his own family. I sometimes got jealous of my mother when Stephen kissed her, which was weird. Part of me wanted him to see me naked. My tummy tingled when I thought about that.
 
   Several topless women walked by, and my stepfather stared with interest. I caught his gaze and scolded him silently by squinting. He chuckled at that.
 
   Mom sat carefully on a lounge chair. “All the naked boobies. Oh, my.”
 
   I giggled, “I love French people. They’re not hung up like Americans.” We’d been to this beach several times already, and I never got tired of the relaxed, open ambiance. It was nearing Christmas, and holiday decorations were everywhere, which looked bizarre in a tropical environment. It was nearly ninety degrees, and little Santa’s hung from the ceilings of shops and bars.
 
   “You want a water, honey?”
 
   “No. I’m fine.”
 
   I stepped out of my flip-flops and removed my shorts. I was on the cheerleading team and in terrific shape. This being my last year of high school, I had made Varsity, which had been my goal since freshman year. I was about five foot five and slim, with a toned butt and perky boobs. Being a flyer, I had to maintain my weight, so the bases could lift me easily into the air.
 
   I had Stephen’s undivided attention as I took my t-shirt off, which secretly thrilled me. I could almost feel his eyes caressing my boobs, tummy, and thighs.
 
   Mom, put her sunglasses on. “Go swim, for Christ’s sakes. You don’t have to babysit me. I’ll work on my tan.”
 
   “You want me to get you a drink, honey? Something frothy and tropical?”
 
   “I’ve had pain meds.” She was thoughtful “Oh, hell yeah. Fuck it. I could use the extra buzz.”
 
   “Is that smart?” He looked concerned.
 
   “I’ve only had one pill. It’s not that big of a deal.”
 
   “Alright.”
 
   I grabbed my goggles. “I’m goin’ in.”
 
   Mom waved to me as I headed for the ocean, which looked like a turquoise bathtub, and it was just as warm. The white sand beneath my feet was satiny soft and hot. A family splashed around in the gentle waves. I slid on my goggles, the rubber straps tugging at the golden strands of my hair, and dove under, immersing myself in the heavenly water. I saw small sand dollars and tiny fish. After surfacing, I waded around with my arms out before me. Then I dove under and swam to the shallow bottom, enjoying the weightlessness.
 
   A pair of manly legs approached. It was Stephen. He’d brought an inflatable child’s ring, which he had around his waist. It looked ridiculous on him. He flopped into the water and floated with a silly grin on his face.
 
   “Ah. This is the life.”
 
   I drew near. “It is.”
 
   “She’s so bummed out.”
 
   “Yeah. It sucks that she had to hurt herself.”
 
   “We can entertain her.”
 
   “Hey, she’s getting a tan. It’s not all bad.”
 
   He laughed, “Right.”
 
   “Aren’t you a little old for a baby ring?”
 
   His wet eyebrows lifted. “Who you calling old?”
 
   “Gimme that thing.”
 
   “No.”
 
   I grabbed the wet plastic and pulled. “I wanna sit in it.”
 
   We fought over the inflatable tube, pulling and splashing wildly. I giggled, as I wrestled the item from his hands, leaving him without his plaything. He glared at me, but it was teasing, not angry. I sat on it and dared him to steal it from me. He dove under the water and reappeared some distance away holding a shell he had found. An hour later, we were seated near mom.
 
   “Oh, how beautiful. It’s so pretty here.” She sounded tired. “I love this island.” The straw in her tropical drink was near her mouth.
 
   I ate crackers with cheese and swatted at a fly. “We should come back next year.”
 
   Several young women walked by topless. I stared at them and envied their nonchalance. Their breasts were of various shapes and tanned without bikini lines. Stephen’s attention was focused on them as well.
 
   “You should take your top off, honey,” said mom. “They’re doing it.”
 
   “They’re French.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “I’m not going topless. That’s…embarrassing.”
 
   “It’s a vacation. Nobody cares. We’re the only ones with clothes on. I might as well be wearing a burka I’m so overdressed.” She laughed at that.
 
   “Um, that’s alright.”
 
   “I’m going for a walk. Anybody want to join me?” asked Stephen.
 
   “No.”
 
   “Have shun, honey.”
 
   “Mom, you’re wasted.”
 
   She giggled, “I feel good.” Her head bounced off the back of the beach chair.
 
   “That’s the last cocktail for you,” I murmured. 
 
   “I’ll be back in a bit.”
 
   As Stephen walked away, inspiration struck me. I untied my bikini top and let it fall, exposing my pale breasts for the entire world to see. A rush went through me, because it was so naughty. I’d never gone topless before in public. I lay on the towel and enjoyed the feel of the sun on my chest. By the time my stepfather returned, I didn’t want to put my top back on. I turned and lay on my stomach, to hide myself from him.
 
   “Ah, we’ve gone native.” He smiled.
 
   This caused little tingles to erupt in my tummy. “So?”
 
   “Nothin’ wrong with a little nudity.” He tossed an assortment of shells on my towel. “Check those out.” 
 
   They were of various shapes and sizes with pretty colors. “Nice.”
 
   Mom had crashed and burned. She slept and snored softly, while the umbrella over her head protected her from the sun.
 
   “I’m gonna swim.” He trotted out towards the surf.
 
   I watched him, admiring the way his butt looked under his shorts. I’d seen him naked once, and the view had been wonderful. The flatness of his stomach and the lean muscles that ran the length of his arms and legs were the product of frequent workouts. My girlfriends were jealous of me for having such a hot father. I felt a ping of shame thinking about my mother’s husband in that way. It seemed the more time I spent with Stephen, the more I lusted after him. There was something in his eyes that made me tingle horribly and think about doing dirty things. The more I thought about those things, the more I wanted something naughty to happen. It was almost like a self-fulfilling prophesy of sorts, or was it?
 
   I got up, not caring about being topless anymore, and headed for the ocean.
 
  
 
  



Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
   Stephen watched my approach, partially submerged, like a predatory alligator. My breasts weren’t as big as some of my girlfriends, but they were high and firm, with little pink nipples on each tip. I could work a lot of cleavage in a push up bra. Sucking in my stomach, I waded into the warm water, all under the watchful, interested eye of my stepdad.
 
   “You’re topless now.”
 
   Embarrassed, I submerged quickly. “Yeah.” The feel of the water against my bare skin was wonderful.
 
   “Your mom still asleep?”
 
   I nodded. My hands floated before me, buoyed by the ocean, as the waves made the waterline rise and fall. “It’s getting late.”
 
   “This will probably be the last dip.”
 
   “There weren’t that many tropical fish.”
 
   “You need a reef for that.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   Stephen’s dark eyelashes and thick brows bordered inquisitive blue eyes. The curve of his face, his strong chin, and those full lips had my attention, although I tried not to stare too obviously. My tummy began tingling up a storm, making me even more nervous and self-conscious.
 
   “Open your legs,” I said. “I’ll swim under.”
 
   He looked amused. “Okay. Go for it.”
 
   I dove beneath the surface and headed for the space between his legs. I was half way through when he clamped them around me, preventing my progress. I struggled and twisted to gain my freedom.
 
   When I came back up, I laughed, “You turd!” I went after him, splashing and pounding at the water. His back was to me and I jumped on, wrapping my arms around his neck and pressing my breasts to his skin. My legs went around his tummy, clamping him. “You’re my prisoner now.”
 
   “You should let go, Emma.” He wasn’t laughing anymore.
 
   “Why?”
 
   He unclasped my hands from around his neck and faced me. “It’s…uh…getting late. I’m gonna pack stuff up.” He swam away and got out, water falling from his muscled perfection. His shorts clung to his bottom, outlining the firm cheeks of his ass.
 
   “That sucks,” I muttered.
 
   An hour later, we were ensconced in our air-conditioned hotel room, and mom was finally lucid.
 
   “God, I drank too much.”
 
   “Let’s order room service and chill here,” offered Stephen.
 
   “I’m taking a shower.”
 
   “Thanks for putting up with me, Emma.”
 
   “Mom. Stop that. You’re no trouble.”
 
   She groaned, taking off her hat and scratching her head. “I need a shower.”
 
   “Take a one-legged bath, and I’ll wash your hair,” offered Stephen.
 
   She laughed, “It’s come to that, hasn’t it?”
 
   I left them and went to my room, where I quickly stripped and stepped into a shower that was floor to ceiling granite. I’d burned my shoulders a little, but nothing else. My chest had withstood the sun rather well, mostly because I had slathered on a ridiculous amount of sunscreen.
 
   We ate dinner on our patio, which had a view of the marina. I stared at the yachts and wondered about the boat’s wealthy owners. They were probably captains of industry or self-made millionaires with nothing better to do than cruise the Caribbean and visit port after exciting port. I imagined they shopped and spent lavishly in the swanky stores that lined Front Street.
 
   Mom and Stephen went to the casino on site, and I sat on the patio watching couples stroll by. The air was laced with the sweet smell of Bougainvillea and something grilling from the nearby restaurant. I was happy and relaxed and exhausted from hours in the ocean.
 
   Later that night, after mom had gone to bed, I decided to grab some fruit from the complimentary gift basket that had been waiting for us when we had first arrived. Stephen was on the laptop in the living room, as I quietly came up behind him. Pictures of me topless filled the screen. He must have taken them today. There I was half-naked with wet hair and only bikini bottoms on. He flipped through several groups of photos, each one of my bare breasts. I had no idea he’d taken so many. What shocked me was that he’d lowered his shorts and his cock, which looked thick and formidable, jutted out, demanding attention.
 
   I gasped.
 
   “Holy shit!” He snapped the computer closed. “What? I…didn’t hear you.”
 
   “It’s alright. I’m…I’ll just be outta your hair.” I sprinted to the kitchen and snatched a banana. “Good night.” I rushed to my room and closed the door, leaning against it.
 
   Wow. My stepfather had a boner from looking at my naked photos. And, what a boner! It was huge, with little veins running up and down its length. The top was round and cleaved. Just thinking about it made my insides tingle.
 
   A knock behind me made me jump. “What?”
 
   “Can I talk to you?”
 
   I opened the door. “Yeah?”
 
   His face was slightly flushed. “Uh, look. I…don’t know how long you were standing there, but…uh…I…shit, I’m struggling.” He threaded fingers through his thick, dark hair.
 
   I could see the faint outline of his pectoral muscles through his t-shirt. “I saw a lot.”
 
   He closed his eyes. “That’s what I’m afraid of.”
 
   His mouth was so full and inviting. I stared, while biting my lower lip.
 
   “Don’t. Don’t do that.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Uh, don’t look at me like that. You gotta stop that.”
 
   What was he talking about? “I’m not doing anything.”
 
   “Shit.”
 
   His shorts thrust out before him, and he shifted and adjusted the material, but it didn’t help. His cock pushed against its confinement, demanding release. He seemed tense and confused and wound up tighter than a spool of thread. Feminine intuition told me that he wasn’t here to make sure I hadn’t seen anything I wasn’t supposed to. He was here because he wanted me. Seeing me half-naked today had turned him on.
 
   Taking an enormous chance and plucking up the courage to show him how I felt, I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body to his. The heat of his skin seared me, while a sensuous hum filled my ears. I perceived his heart beating, thudding rapidly. We remained silent, standing in the embrace for long minutes, not moving. His hands wrapped around my back and he pulled me to him, even closer than before.
 
   His breath was in my ear. “This isn’t a good idea.”
 
   The hardness of his cock pressed against my tummy. “What isn’t?”
 
   “You know what.”
 
   He’d yet to move away from me. I let my right hand touch his chest over the t-shirt, feeling the contours of his muscles. I lowered slowly, enjoying the feel of him. He smelled of soap and cologne, and his skin was sweet; it smelled so nice. My hand drifted towards the bulge in his shorts, and I massaged him over the material.
 
   He groaned.
 
   If what I was doing was so bad, then why didn’t he push me away? He let me massage him, caressing the hardness of his penis. A small patch of wetness darkened a spot in the material. I hadn’t slept with anyone yet, although I had come close. Not completely inexperienced, I kissed his neck, feeling the abrasive quality of his day old beard.
 
   “Oh, shit,” he murmured.
 
   “You should close the door.”
 
   “No.” That sounded weak.
 
   “I…I can take care of this.” I rubbed him persistently, intimately. “I’ll make you feel better.”
 
   He kissed me then, and the heavens opened up and the angels wept. I’d been waiting for this kiss for months. His lips were like soft cushions against my mouth. A slinky tongue sought entrance and invaded me, while mine toyed with the intruder, over and over. Wrapping my arms around his neck, I deepened the kiss even further, trying to suck the air out of his lungs.
 
   Stephen pushed the door closed. Guiding me to the bed, we collapsed on it with our mouths fused and our heated, eager bodies pressed together.
 
   His lips were on my neck, sucking and biting gently. “I shouldn’t do this.”
 
   “It’s too late now.”
 
   He moaned, “I’m in such trouble.”
 
   His hands were beneath my t-shirt, traveling up my belly at an alarming rate of speed and cupping my breast. He pinched my nipple between two fingers.
 
   “You’re so beautiful, Emma.”
 
   I ran my fingers through his hair. “I’ve wanted to do this for a long time.”
 
   “No. Don’t say that.”
 
   “It’s true.”
 
   Lifting my shirt, his lips attached themselves around a pink nub and suckled.
 
   “Oh, Stephen. Take your shirt off…and your shorts. I wanna see your cock.”
 
   He groaned, “No.”
 
   “Please.”
 
   “Not a good idea.” Again, this protest sounded weak.
 
   “I’ve sucked one before. I want yours.”
 
   He muttered, “Oh, Jesus.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
   I giggled, “I won’t tell anyone. Mom’s asleep. I can keep a secret. My hand drifted to his engorged member. I rubbed him, feeling wetness on the outside of his shorts. “Please. I’ll be real nice to it. Let it come out and play.”
 
   He growled in my ear and thrust his shorts down, revealing a huge looking phallus. I was momentarily surprised by the size, but I grabbed for it, encircling the hot, throbbing object with my hand.
 
   “Oh, Emma.” He kissed me, seducing me with his silky tongue.
 
   Pushing against him, he was now on his back with that enormous cock jutting in the air. I had yet to let go of it. It felt so wonderful with its veined edges and knobby head, which brimmed with clear fluid. He tossed his shirt over his head and reached for mine. He yanked it off me, exposing my perky breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra. The feel of his large hands cupping and pinching me, sent a rush of heat through my already overloaded system.
 
   I kissed his chest. “You like this?”
 
   He groaned. “How can you ask that?”
 
   “You took pictures of me today.”
 
   “I did.”
 
   “Guess I look good, huh?”
 
   “God, yes.”
 
   My lips kissed his chest, which was smattered with dark, curly hair. The object of my fascination was in my hands, being rubbed by my fingers. I wanted it in my mouth, and I couldn’t wait to suck it. He tossed his shorts aside.
 
   “Oh, baby, God…”
 
   I kissed the rounded tip, tasting its salty tang. Then I licked a wet swath across the spongy expanse. “Yum.”
 
   “Oh, Jesus.”
 
   Closing my mouth over him, I sucked like I was drinking fluid through a straw. My last boyfriend loved it when I did this. Then I took him in as deep as I could, until I gagged. He was longer and thicker than I’d ever had before, and tears filled my eyes from the choking reflex. I focused on the head, while massaging the wet shaft with my fingers.
 
   “Honey…”
 
   I was determined to deep throat him again, and I braced myself. I discovered that, if I held my breath, I could get him in even deeper, nearly to the mound. Gagging, I managed to eat him whole and fuck him with my mouth.
 
   “Oh, God…where’d you learn that?”
 
   I suckled the tip noisily, while massaging his balls. He pushed me to the bed and rose over me.
 
   “Open your legs, sweetheart. Let daddy play with his little girl.” He grasped my shorts and underwear, pulling them down.
 
   His words were dirty, yet thrilling. My thighs drifted apart, and the state of my arousal was on full display. I’d never had intercourse before, but I longed to have my stepfather inside of me. I could not think of a more perfect lover. His fingers separated my nether lips, exposing my wet hole.
 
   “What a pretty pussy.”
 
   I waited for the feel of his tongue on me, tense and eager for this new experience, which I knew would be amazing. His finger prodded my clit, and I gasped.
 
   “Are you a virgin?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   He closed his eyes. “I’m in so much trouble, Go—”
 
   “Shush. Don’t talk. Just suck.”
 
   He laughed at that, yet obliged me by sliding his moist tongue against my slit and driving it up to my clit. I moaned in bliss, as sensation pricked me with erotic little tingles. My tummy quivered, while my hips thrust up wanting more. My fingers dove through his soft hair encouraging him to continue to administer to me in the most intimate way possible.
 
   Stephen settled himself between my thighs and buried his face in my snatch, tickling my sensitive skin with his day old beard. He’d become more aggressive in his assault, by driving his tongue in deeply with massaging strokes. Saliva dripped between my butt cheeks, as he laved and stimulated me to such a degree, I had begun panting.
 
   “Oh-oh-oh-oh…oh…wow…” Almost instantly, he stopped. I stared at him, confused. “What?”
 
   He sat before me, holding his cock, while rubbing it up and down over my wet slit. “Do you like that?”
 
   The rounded head pushed against my clit with each stroke. “Yes.”
 
   “Do you want me to be the first?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   The tip pressed inward, opening my little hole. I’d never had anything bigger than a tampon inside of me, and I gasped at the intrusion. How would that fit in there? After toying with my entrance, he held himself and rubbed upwards towards my nub of desire, prodding me, over and over. Closing my eyes, I gave in to the feeling this treatment provoked. It was the slow seduction of a patient man, meant to ease a large cock into a virginal pussy. He pressed into me a little further, nearly to the point of pain, and then slid free to prod my clitoris.
 
   “You sure about this?” He sounded hoarse.
 
   “I…yes.”
 
   “We don’t have to…you know, go all the way. There are other things we could do.”
 
   I stared at him, basking in the warmth of his sexy blue eyes. “I’m okay. I’m ready. I hate being a virgin.” He lowered himself, covering me with his body. 
 
   Hot breath was on my neck, and his ragged breathing filled my ears. “I don’t want to hurt you.”
 
   “I’ll be fine.” I was a little scared, but I hadn’t come all this way to give up. Wrapping my legs around his buttocks, I pushed him into me. “Do it, Stephen. I want you to.”
 
   He groaned. “I’m going to hell for this.”
 
   “No.”
 
   That angry, hard cock was at my entrance, sliding into me, stretching me impossibly. I bit my lower lip as my pussy stung from the intrusion.
 
   “You’re so tight.” 
 
   He kissed me, sucking the breath out of my lungs. “Oh!”
 
   “You want me to stop?”
 
   “Keep going.” We’d gone too far now. He was partially inside me, and the sensation was staggering.
 
   “It’s so hot. Baby, you’re…oh, God…”
 
   He thrust, squeezing his ass, and embedded fully. I grimaced and bit into his shoulder. “Ouch.”
 
   “I’ll try to go slow.”
 
   The walls of my vagina throbbed around him. They’d never been invaded like this before. Moments went by without him moving, and I slowly began to adjust to the enormous cock. It twitched within me, eager for more.
 
   “What are you waiting for?”
 
   “You.”
 
   “I’m okay now.”
 
   He rose above me. “You sure?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “You’re so pretty, Emma.”
 
   I melted. “Ah, thanks. You’re hot.” He chuckled at that.
 
   Gently, he began to move, sliding back and forth. It didn’t hurt now, which was a relief. I felt skewered, though, on the long, hard object seeking its pleasure in my love hole. He groaned while thrusting, the strokes increasing in intensity and length.
 
   “Oh, God, honey…”
 
   My fingertips dug into the firm muscles of his ass and held him to me, marveling at how wonderful it was to have a man on top of me, making love to me. I’d waited for him to be the first, because I knew it would be amazing. I had yet to be even remotely disappointed in my older lover. He slid out of me, unexpectedly.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Turn around.”
 
   I was confused. “Why?”
 
   “Lay on your stomach. I’ll do you from behind, but finger yourself.”
 
   Now I understood. I rolled over and offered him an unobstructed view of my bottom. His hand was on me in a flash.
 
   “This is so nice.” He massaged my ass, kneading and pushing the globes together. “It’s the nicest I’ve ever seen. Cheerleading agrees with you.”
 
   I slid my hand down my belly to my clit, where I rubbed myself like he had instructed. He leaned over me, prodding me with his huge cock. I closed my eyes expecting pain, but instead, he slid right in. Then he began to thrust back and forth, filling me completely each time. This new position had him hitting something sensitive in the inner reaches of my pussy. Tingles burst in my core, spreading out to my tummy and beyond. My fingers rubbed my moist clit, teasing and encouraging the edges of release, which threatened sweetly.
 
   “Is this better?” he gasped.
 
   “Yes. I…love it.”
 
   “I bet you do, you naughty girl.”
 
   He increased his pumping, working me harder. From this angle, his cock didn’t plunge quite as far, which was a relief. It was the perfect length now, bringing me closer to the promised land of sexual gratification. My body tensed, preparing to purge itself of a much-needed climax. The slow build began to compound alarmingly, to such a point, my ears rang and my body flushed. I thrust my ass up, matching his movements, and together we danced rhythmically in perfect unison, until I grasped the sheets and stifled a scream as wave after wave of blissful release had me shuddering and convulsing beneath him.
 
   “Oh, Stephen!”
 
   “What a good girl. Cum on my cock.”
 
   I moaned into the bed, stunned by how incredible that had just felt. Tiny beads of sweat had formed on my forehead, and exhaustion overcame me. Stephen slid out, leaving me dripping with the moisture of my own arousal.
 
   His hand was on my ass. “You want to suck this, honey?”
 
   “I’d love to.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
   He lay on the bed, and I took him into my hands, marveling at how wet he felt. I smelled myself on him, which was naughty.
 
   “You’re wonderful, Emma.”
 
   I took him into my mouth, and he groaned. I sucked the engorged tip aggressively, pushing against him with my tongue. Knowing that I wasn’t a virgin anymore thrilled me to the core. I felt like a woman for the first time in my life. I knew what it was like to have a man’s cock buried deep, pleasuring me. I hoped my stepdaddy would fuck me often from this day forward. I wouldn’t even need a boyfriend now, because I had my father to take care of that. Oh, that’s a dirty thought.
 
   Inhaling him whole, I gagged, taking him to the back of my throat. His hands went to my head, pushing me lower. A rush of saliva rose up as tears filled my eyes. I tamped down the gag reflex and continued to devour him as best as I could.
 
   “Oh…God…that’s nice.”
 
   His tummy tensed and released with each of my sucks. Wet, squishy sounds filled the room, and saliva gushed down the length of his shaft.
 
   “Honey!” He pulled himself from my grasp and pumped the end. “Do…you can eat it, if you want. Open your mouth.”
 
   I’d tasted spunk before from a previous boyfriend, so I wasn’t unprepared for the salty quality of such an offering. I waited for it to breach the threshold. The end suddenly erupted with a stream of hot, white fluid, which squirted into my mouth and pooled on my tongue.
 
   “Oh, shit! Ooohh…Emma…ooohhh…”
 
   He smiled at me tiredly, and I opened my mouth to show him the fruits of his labor. I was filled with his warm cum, which I swallowed.
 
   Stephen collapsed on the bed. “I’m…that was so amazing.”
 
   I snuggled into him and laid my arm across his chest. “It was very nice.”
 
   He drew me to him. “We have to keep quiet about this. Your mom would be so hurt if she knew.”
 
   “I know.”
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Maybe we shouldn’t do this again.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “You know why not.”
 
   I glanced at him to find him looking guilty and worried. “It’ll be fine. I won’t say anything. We’ll be very careful.”
 
   “This could be a vacation thing; a vacation weakness thing. Like people who do stupid stuff when they travel to other countries or something.”
 
   I shook my head. “No. I want you at home too.”
 
   He groaned. “Oh, man. I’m in deep shit.”
 
   I giggled and snuggled into his manly warmth. “Uh-huh.”
 
   “You looked so good on the beach today.”
 
   “I did?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Was that the last straw?”
 
   He chuckled, “Pretty much.”
 
   “I saw you naked once, in mom’s room.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “You looked yummy.” I ran my hand across his firm belly. “I’m so lucky.”
 
   “Don’t say that.”
 
   I should have felt bad for stealing my mom’s husband and having sex with him, but in my youthful exuberance and naiveté, that emotion was subdued, if not missing all together.
 
   “Go to sleep, honey. I’m gonna go back to my room.”
 
   I grabbed him, not wanting to let him leave. “Stay.”
 
   He groaned. “I’ll wait till you fall asleep.”
 
   Pressing my nose to his chest, I inhaled his musky fragrance. “Okay.”
 
   The next day, mom hobbled down to the pool area, where she occupied a lounge chair with her foot propped on a rolled up towel. The pool had an enormous waterfall on one end and a wall of huge boulders with steps that led up to several hot tubs. An assortment of palm trees and white umbrellas spotted the landscape, with the tiled red roofs of the complex in the distance. Several people sunbathed, and a family splashed in the water.
 
   Stephen bought her an ice cream cone. “Here, Beth.”
 
   “Oh, thanks, honey. You should swim and have fun.” 
 
   He eyed me. “Yeah, I will.”
 
   I waited for him in the salt-water pool, hanging onto the edge, watching him take his t-shirt off. All I’d been able to think about all day was having sex with him last night. It had been so wonderful and amazing. I ached, wanting more, even though I was a little sore today. 
 
   Stephen got in and swam to me. “Nice.”
 
   I smiled at him. “It is.”
 
   Mom relaxed against the chair and put her sunglasses on. I took that opportunity to jump on his back and wrap my arms around his neck. He glanced nervously in her direction.
 
   “We have to watch it.”
 
   “I know.” I enjoyed the feel of him. The muscles in his back and shoulders rippled when he moved. “We should go up to the hot tubs. There might be privacy there.”
 
   “Maybe.” 
 
   He shrugged me off and swam to the waterfall. He’d worked out this morning in the full facility gym. The thought of him getting all hot and sweaty turned me on.
 
   “Stephen?” He had disappeared behind the waterfall. I swam over and stared, confused.
 
   “I’m behind here.”
 
   “Oh!” I swam under, and emerged on the other side to find a small cavernous opening with my stepfather sitting on the ledge grinning. “Sneaky.”
 
   “It is.”
 
   I hauled myself out and sat next to him. His appreciative gaze traveled over my bikini top. Mom could not see us behind the waterfall, nor could any of the other guests. Knowing this, we attacked each other with a wet, hungry kiss, devouring our mouths as if we’d been starved for a year.
 
   “Oh, Stephen.”
 
   His hand slid into my bikini bottoms, and a long, determined finger stroked my slit producing instant wetness. His cock thrust against the inside of his shorts, making it look like he had a grapefruit stuck in there.
 
   “You’re like catnip. How am I gonna resist you?”
 
   “Don’t. Just love me.”
 
   He growled and nibbled my ear. This sent a jolt of sexual lightning straight into my tummy and beyond, which had me shivering with need. My fingers wrapped around the elastic of his shorts and lowered the material, until his thick, hard cock sprung free. It demanded attention, and I grasped it eagerly.
 
   “Oh, God…yeah…”
 
   I loved to hear the effect I had on him. His hands trembled as they rested on top of my head, gently pushing me in the direction of the object that twitched and jerked between his legs. I took him in and suckled, working the tip aggressively, producing sloppy slurping sounds, which seemed to echo in the hallowed out space.
 
   “Baby, it’s so nice, Emma.”
 
   The crotch in my bikini bottoms was wet with my arousal. I wanted to feel his huge penis in me, just like last night. Untying the strings, the spandex fell off. I pushed against the firm wall of his chest, getting him on his back with his fat cock thrusting in the air. Straddling my stepfather, I lowered myself on him, taking in his organ deep.
 
   “Oh, my…oh…”
 
   “That’s it, honey. You got it.”
 
   “What do I do?”
 
   He grasped my hips and guided me back and forth. “Fuck me like that. You can do it.” 
 
   A light sparkled in his eyes as he stared at me, which made my tummy tingle. He hadn’t shaved today, and his face had a sexy, rugged amount of stubble, which inflamed me even more. I wasn’t having sex with a little boy. This was an honest to God, bona fide hunk of man flesh, and he was mine to do with as I pleased.
 
   “Is this right?” Never having had sex in this position, I suffered a moment of confusion.
 
   “A little more like this.” 
 
   He had me grinding lower into him, back and forth. My clit rubbed against his mound, producing pleasurable tingles. My breasts jiggled with the movement, as I began to take control and use him for my own gratification.
 
   “I…got it.”
 
   “You sure do.”
 
   My fingertips dug into his stomach, feeling the tight muscles beneath the skin. He seemed to be flexing and releasing with each ragged breath. The sound of our groans filled the enclosed space, while the water gushed into the pool on the other side. Quickening the tempo, I worked him hard with each pass, increasing the tingling in my nether regions. This position was amazing, and the promise of completion beckoned and teased me, forcing me to ride him that much harder.
 
   “That’s a girl. Fuck your daddy. You got it.”
 
   “Oh! God, Stephen!”
 
   “Yeah, baby. You’re gettin’ close. Use me, honey.”
 
   Throwing my head back, I shuddered with the first surge of ecstasy, which had me groaning uncontrollably with the mini convulsions of repeated pleasure pulses. The intensity of the orgasm surprised and delighted me.
 
   “Did you like that?” He smiled.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “How do you want to finish me off?”
 
   I grinned naughtily. “How don’t I?”
 
   He chuckled, “Take me in your mouth, Emma. The ground is too hard for anything else.”
 
   He didn’t have to tell me twice, as I sucked him down my throat with one inhalation. His cock was thick, making me gag. Strong hands went to my head, holding me in place, while I worked him as if I were trying to remove chrome from a bumper. Gagging repeatedly, I took him in all the way to my tonsils, sucking and teasing the shaft. He’d begun to moan, which indicated his release wasn’t far off. Licking the sides of his veined phallus, I let my tongue explore the rigid contours of the hardened flesh; all the while, my thumb rubbed over the spongy, moist tip.
 
   “It’s so good, honey. You’re so good at this.”
 
   I lowered on him, bringing him deep, to the point of choking. Saliva poured out of my mouth, gushing down the shaft. I gently nibbled on the tip, making him gasp.
 
   “Baby. I…can’t hold it off anymore. Open up, honey. Daddy has a present for his little girl.”
 
   I waited while he pumped himself, working the shaft with a closed fist. He was incredibly close to bursting, and, as I eyed his cock, I held out my tongue waiting for the precious offering. When he exploded in a spurt of creamy goodness, I was more than ready to catch every ounce of the warm fluid. I swallowed the jizz whole and set about sucking him clean, working each side with my tongue and laving him to perfection.
 
   “That was so good, honey.”
 
   I glanced up and got a shock. There was a girl not more than three feet from us. She had been watching silently.
 
   “Oh, shit.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
   “What is it?” Stephen looked alarmed. He glanced over my shoulder. “Oh, my God.” He reached for his shorts and pulled them up.
 
   The stranger left suddenly and disappeared behind the waterfall. “Who was that?”
 
   “A hotel guest. It’s no big deal. She’s probably French. I’m sure they give head in France.”
 
   I giggled, “We have to be more careful.”
 
   His look grew serious. “No kidding.”
 
   I tied the sides of my bikini bottom. “I’ll go out first.”
 
   “I’ll be right behind you.”
 
   His grin melted my insides. The corners of his eyes crinkled when he smiled. “I like you a lot, Stephen.”
 
   Biting his full bottom lip, he grimaced. “You…shouldn’t. We’re gonna have to talk about this. What we’re doing isn’t right. It’s trouble in the making.”
 
   I hugged him. “I don’t care.”
 
   He held me close. “Go swim, Emma. I’ll see you out there.”
 
   Holding his face, I stared into his eyes. “Okay.”
 
   He kissed my nose. “Go!”
 
   I slid off the ledge and dove under the waterfall, emerging into the pool, which was empty now. The family of four sunbathed, and the mysterious girl had disappeared. She looked to be about my age. I wondered who she was? We had undoubtedly shocked her with our naughty behavior.
 
   Climbing the steps, I emerged from the warm water and padded over to my mother, who held a book in the air.
 
   “Where were you?”
 
   “There’s a little cave behind the waterfall.”
 
   “Oh, yeah? How neat.”
 
   “It was fun.”
 
   “Where’s Stephen?”
 
   “He’s…coming.”
 
   “Are you having fun, Emma?”
 
   “Sure. This place is awesome.”
 
   She squinted from behind her sunglasses. “Try to ignore that I’m an invalid now, and everything will be fine.”
 
   I laughed, “Stop it! You’re not an invalid. You want more water? I can get the waiter. Is it cocktail hour yet?”
 
   Checking her cell phone, she glanced at the time. “Oh, yes! Bring on the rum. I’d love it. Wave him down, if you can.”
 
   “I will.”
 
   We spent hours at the pool, eating, swimming, and drinking. Stephen let me have sips of his rum and Coke, and I was buzzed all afternoon. That evening, we went to the restaurant overlooking the marina and ate seafood, while laughing and joking happily. I felt giddy every time I looked at Stephen. It dawned on me that I was developing a serious crush, and I couldn’t wait to be alone with him again.
 
   After mom was settled, I put on a bikini and grabbed a towel.
 
   “Where are you going,” mom asked.
 
   “To the hot tub.”
 
   “By yourself?” She looked worried.
 
   I feigned indignation. “I’ll be fine. Chillax. It’s a safe resort.”
 
   “Stephen! You gotta go with her.”
 
   He called from the bedroom, “Yeah. Tell her I’ll be up in a sec.”
 
   I tingled in anticipation. “See. It’s fine. I have a babysitter now.” I kissed her cheek. “See ya later.”
 
   “Okay. Be safe. Don’t talk to strangers.”
 
   I groaned as I left the room. Wandering around the resort at night was a treat. Lights reflected off the water in the marina, and the gentle swaying of palm trees soothed me. Laughter drifted over from the outdoor restaurant as people ate and drank. I followed the cobbled path to the pool and up several sets of stairs to where the hot tubs were located. This complex had three spas within a short proximity of each other. I tested the water at the first and found it not hot enough. The second was perfect, and I slid out of my flip-flops and stepped in, sighing with pleasure. The location allowed for a spectacular view of not only the resort and pool below, but the stars above that twinkled like pirate loot.
 
   I wasn’t alone for long as a woman approached. I sucked in a surprised breath, recognizing her from earlier today at the pool. She had seen me giving my stepfather a blowjob. Oh, crap!
 
   She wasn’t going to get into this hot tub, was she? As she dropped her towel and stepped out of her leather sandals, it became obvious that she was indeed getting into the hot tub.
 
   Tanned, with long, dark hair, she smiled. “Hello.” She had an accent.
 
   “Hi.”
 
   “This is hot. The other one isn’t at all.”
 
   She wasn’t French. Was she Dutch? “Yeah. This is the best one.”
 
   “It is.”
 
   Her breasts were full with visible nipples beneath the thin material of her bathing suit. I stared into the distance and focused on a yacht that was further out in the ocean. Its lights flickered.
 
   “I saw you today.”
 
   How embarrassing. “Uh, yeah.”
 
   She smiled slightly; interest shone in her eyes. “Who were you with?”
 
   This was none of her business. “A…friend. Just pretend you didn’t see anything, okay?”
 
   She shrugged. “I don’t care. It looked like fun.”
 
   I eyed her carefully, noticing the way her hair floated in the water, and how she seemed amused and yet fascinated by me, which was bizarre. I wondered where she was from?
 
   “You have an accent. What is it?”
 
   “German.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   She leaned against the side of the hot tub, resting her thin arms on the edge. Her look was slightly predatory with a hint of mystery. “Your boyfriend is handsome.”
 
   “He’s not my boyfriend.”
 
   A delicate brow lifted. “I see. You were sitting with him this afternoon. The woman with the broken foot, is he her boyfriend?”
 
   “It’s none of your business.”
 
   She smiled slyly. “He’s her husband.”
 
   I thought about getting out and going to the first hot tub. I didn’t need the Spanish inquisition from a complete stranger. “Whatever.”
 
   “I don’t judge. I think it’s hot.”
 
   “Goody.”
 
   “I’m Klara.”
 
   “Emma,” I grumbled. “Your English is really good.”
 
   “I was an exchange student in my junior year.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   She grinned and said nothing. We sat in silence for long, awkward minutes, until footsteps indicated someone was coming. I turned expecting to see Stephen, but it was a stranger in a bathrobe. He spoke to Klara in German, and she answered curtly. 
 
   When he left, she said, “That was my father.”
 
   I nodded, not really caring.
 
   “He’s wanting me to go to the room, but I said, no.”
 
   Why was she telling me this?
 
   “I hate to be told what to do. I’m not a child anymore.”
 
   I knew the feeling. “Yeah.”
 
   “This vacation has been boring.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “I’m too young for the disco, and they won’t let me gamble. I’ve been here two weeks, and my father likes to drink. It’s boring watching people drink.”
 
   “That sucks.”
 
   “How long have you been here?”
 
   “A couple of days.”
 
   “Where are you from in the States?”
 
   “Seattle.”
 
   “Oh. I’ve been to California and New York, but not Seattle.”
 
   “Do you travel a lot?”
 
   “Yes, every year.”
 
   “You’re lucky.”
 
   “We have August off to travel. I was in Italy last year.”
 
   “Lucky you.”
 
   “Was he…you’re lucky.” She had been about to ask something else.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I can’t get it out of my head; what I saw today behind the waterfall. You didn’t even know I was there.” She glanced into the water. “You’re lucky.”
 
   “Um, yeah.” This conversation was heading into dangerous territory. She’d seen way too much.
 
   “I have a boyfriend, but he’s like a little boy with blonde hair and slim hips.” She sighed. “I’d love a man who looks like a cowboy or George Clooney. Your man is very sexy.”
 
   Should I be getting jealous at this point? “Um, thanks.” The sound of footsteps caught my attention. I craned my neck in the direction of the walkway and glimpsed Stephen approaching. I got out of the water quickly.
 
   “Oh, you’re not leaving yet, are you?” She looked disappointed.
 
   “Hey, Emma. I thought you’d be higher up, but I guess not.”
 
   “This tub is the warmest.” I dried myself off.
 
   “Let’s get in.” He caught sight of the German stranger. “Hi.”
 
   “Hello.” Her gaze skimmed over his chest, stomach, and crotch, until he stepped into the water, hiding the view.
 
   Jealously pricked me. “Um, I’m kinda done here.”
 
   Stephen grinned. “What? I just got in.”
 
   “I’m Klara.”
 
   “Hi. Stephen.”
 
   Did he have to be so friendly? Ugh. I returned to the water, resigned to the fact that we would not have any privacy tonight.
 
   “It’s nice,” said Stephen.
 
   “I saw you today behind the waterfall.”
 
   My stepfather jerked in surprise. “That was you?”
 
   “Your cock is amazing.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
   His eyes lit up like sparklers on the Fourth of July. “Really?” He grinned wickedly. “You don’t say.”
 
   I glared at her, brimming with anger. “She’s German.”
 
   “Gute nacht,” he said, butchering the pronunciation. “That’s all I know in German.”
 
   She smiled flirtatiously and stared at him hungrily, which set me on edge. The fact that Stephen seemed to enjoy the attention pissed me off even more.
 
   “You like younger women?”
 
   Stephen’s mouth hung open. “Uh…I suppose. He cast me a worried, yet amused glance.
 
   “She apparently liked what she saw earlier today.”
 
   “I guess so.”
 
   “I’ve been here two weeks. I’m bored.” She stood and sat on the edge with her feet in the water. “You’re the only interesting people I’ve met. Everyone else is old or too young.”
 
   “I find that hard to believe,” murmured Stephen.
 
   “It’s true. My father won’t let me leave the resort unless he’s with me. All he wants to do is drink.”
 
   “That not fun,” said Stephen.
 
   Something flashed in her pretty, almond-shaped eyes. She got into the water and swam to us. “I have my own room,” she purred. “I would like you to come with me. We could…have a good time together.”
 
   Stephen’s face tightened with disbelief and arousal. I’d seen that look before. She wanted to have sex with us, and it seemed my stepfather was open to this sinful suggestion. Would we go off with a stranger and do that? I wasn’t a lesbian, and Stephen was married, for Christ’s sakes. I glanced at him for a reaction. His brows had risen, and I suspected his shorts had as well. 
 
   “That’s an awfully nice invitation, but…”
 
   She cocked her head to the side. “Please don’t say no.” Her arms wound around his neck. “Only say yes.” She kissed him, moaning while thrusting her tongue into his mouth. 
 
   He didn’t stand a chance, and we both knew it. When faced with the prospect of having hot, nasty sex with a gorgeous stranger, men would always follow their dicks; make no mistake about it. I watched him kiss her, feeling confused and vulnerable. He was mine, dammit! Only my mom and I should be kissing him like that.
 
   “I…whoa…” he pushed Klara away. Then he looked at me. “What do you think?”
 
   He was out of his mind with lust. I could tell by the glossy, intoxicated look in his eyes. “What do you want to do?” Dumb question.
 
   “We could…go to her room…for a while.”
 
   Klara clapped her hands together. “Oh, yes! You’ll have a good time. I like girls too.” She flashed a brilliant smile. “This will be my first fun night on this boring vacation.” She hauled herself out of the water and grabbed a towel. “Let’s go. I can’t wait to get started.”
 
   Stephen touched my face. “If you don’t want to do this, we won’t.”
 
   “But you do.”
 
   He struggled with his desires; that much was evident by the torn, expectant expression etched into his handsome features. His eyes nearly pleaded with me to agree.
 
   “I think we could both have a really good time.”
 
   I tingled everywhere. The tone in his voice was deep and seductive, with the promise of some unnamed passion lurking, waiting to unleash itself. I had to trust him. He would protect me; I knew this for a fact. If I wasn’t comfortable with the evening, all I had to do was say so.
 
   “Okay. Let’s do it.”
 
   We climbed out of the hot tub, and he threw his t-shirt on and grabbed a towel. Five minutes later, we were at Klara’s room. 
 
   “My father’s next door. He won’t disturb us.” Leading the way, she bade us to enter. “Come in.” Her look was exuberant and happy. “Would you like some wine? I stole a bottle from him earlier.”
 
   “Uh, yeah,” said Stephen. “That’d be great.”
 
   She closed the door behind us. “I’ll open it.”
 
   Her room looked like ours with white tiled floors, bleached whicker furniture, ceiling fans, and a large patio facing the marina. With skill, she unscrewed the cork and pulled it out of the bottle with a pop. Then she poured the golden fluid into three glasses.
 
   “Here you are.”
 
   “Thanks,” said Stephen.
 
   We sat on a long whicker sofa decorated with huge, pink, green, and peach patterned pillows. She turned on a small radio, and reggae played softly. To my surprise, she sat next to Stephen and stared at him hungrily.
 
   Her hand was on his thigh. “I’ve seen your cock. It looked very nice.”
 
   I took a sip of wine and felt the heat of the fluid sliding down my throat, pooling in my tummy. Stephen didn’t seem to mind where her hand was at all. He sat incredibly still, expectant and hopeful that this would escalate.
 
   “We weren’t very discreet.”
 
   “Is Emma your girlfriend?”
 
   He shook his head. “She’s my stepdaughter.”
 
   Klara’s mouth fell open. “Oooh, you’re a dirty man.” That statement sounded like a purr rather than a scolding. Her hand massaged his thigh, producing a noticeable effect in his shorts, which bulged. “I think American men are sexy. You look like a cowboy to me.”
 
   Stephen flung his head back and roared with laughter. “That’s rich! Love it. I’ve never been called that before. I can think of some other choice words, but not cowboy.”
 
   Her hand was now boldly beneath his pants. “I hope I get to see this soon. Emma is a lucky stepdaughter to get this big cock.”
 
   I had thought that the prospect of sharing Stephen with anyone other than my mother would have left me disgusted and distraught. I had been wrong. Watching the effect this stranger had on him was a total turn on. It was almost as if I were touching and teasing him. She was practiced at the art of seduction, and I needed to observe carefully and learn. My bathing suit bottom was damp, anticipating the unknown and craving it.
 
   Stephen leaned against the cushions. “If you want to see it, all you have to do is pull my shorts down.”
 
   Her hazel eyes widened. “I will.” She tugged on the pants, lowering the garment and exposing his thick cock. “Oh, this is nice. It’s one of the biggest I’ve seen.”
 
   I placed my glass on the coffee table and ran my hand up his chest, feeling the warmth of his body through the thin t-shirt. “I guess I could share him. He doesn’t seem to mind.”
 
   Stephen groaned. “You girls do what you want to me.”
 
   Klara’s mouth closed around his penis, and she suckled it noisily. I lifted his t-shirt and kissed his chest, licking and biting gently on his nipples. Together we produced a myriad of groans and moans from him, which inspired me to join Klara and take a turn working the magnificent piece of meat between his legs. We sat on the tiled floor, sucking and licking his cock, mingling our saliva on the veined and throbbing object. Several times, our tongues connected, soft and wet, adding to my arousal.
 
   “Let’s go to my bedroom,” said Klara. “This floor is uncomfortable.”
 
   “Great idea,” agreed Stephen. He stood, his cock looking harder than I had ever seen it, jutting out before him. The shorts were on the floor, and he stepped out of them.
 
   Klara’s appreciative gaze rested on him, and she smiled slightly. “You’re so big.”
 
   Stephen’s grin was expansive. “Thanks. You’re pretty damn hot yourself.”
 
   Her hair had dried, and it hung down her back in long, dark curls. “I can’t wait to fuck this.”
 
   We got on the bed and began to touch one another. Stephen’s t-shirt was thrown to the floor, as was my bikini. Klara’s hands touched my breasts, and she massaged them, tweaking my nipples.
 
   “That’s so…sexy,” said Stephen.
 
   “I like girls too. I could make you feel nice.”
 
   The naughty insinuation in her voice had me buzzing in my pussy, which throbbed with excitement.
 
   “You should lie down. I’ll eat you while he watches.”
 
   “Oh, my God. That would be so nasty.”
 
   She didn’t have to tell me twice, as I laid back and opened my thighs. My shaved pussy was exposed to her. She didn’t hesitate a second before crawling between my legs, eyeing my vagina.
 
   “This is very pretty.”
 
   Stephen’s cock was in his hands being stroked and massaged, while Klara separated my pussy lips and ran her tongue up my slit. It felt so good, my head collapsed to the pillow and I closed my eyes. She was soft and silky smooth against me. The feel of her face and her light breath all but had me begging for more. Sensing my need, she drove her tongue into my hole, and it moved around inside of me. Stephen’s finger was suddenly on my clit, massaging and producing pleasure pulses that ran up and down the length of my body. He drew nearer and suckled my nipple into his mouth, which made me gasp.
 
   “Oh, my God!”
 
   Klara buried her face in my snatch, coating herself in my wetness, but she didn’t seem to care one bit. Over and over her tongue drove into my hole, fucking me as deeply as she could.
 
   “That’s a good girl,” murmured Stephen. “You’re liking this.”
 
   “Oh, it’s sooo good.”
 
   “Yes, honey. It is.”
 
   Klara continued her sensual assault, until I writhed beneath her in mindless bliss. The combination of Stephen’s thumb on my clit and a woman’s tongue in my pussy brought me right to the brink of the abyss and beyond. I arched my back, gasped, and shuddered violently, my body convulsing with pleasure.
 
   “Yeah, that’s my girl. Ride it out.”
 
   I pushed Klara away because I was now overly sensitive in that area. “Wow.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
   “I love eating pussy.” She wiped her face on the bedspread. 
 
   “You sure do,” murmured Stephen.
 
   “I like other things as well.”
 
   His brows shot up. “Is that so?”
 
   She smiled mischievously. “Yes, I do.”
 
   “Like what?”
 
   Grabbing his cock, she massaged the swollen head until drops of clear fluid escaped. “I like anal sex.”
 
   She’d shocked Stephen, because his mouth hung open. “You don’t say.”
 
   Klara slid off the bed. I’ll get the oil, and we can have fun. She disappeared into the bathroom.
 
   Stephen kissed me, thrusting his tongue into my mouth. “Are you alright, Emma?”
 
   “Yeah. Great.” He was a wonderful kisser, with just the right amount of tongue and not too much saliva. “I’ve never done that with a girl before.”
 
   “This night is blowing my mind.”
 
   “It’s fun, isn’t it?”
 
   Before he could respond, Klara was back with a purple bottle in her hands. “I love this. I had a boyfriend who showed me how.” She crawled towards us. “I’ll put this on your cock.” Tipping the bottle upside down, she squirted out a liberal amount of clear, almond smelling fluid. She began to massage my stepfather’s huge tool, eliciting several appreciative moans from him.
 
   While she tugged on his cock, I kissed him, enjoying the texture and taste of him. He kissed my neck and nibbled on my ear, making me tingle all the way down my spine.
 
   “Now you put it on me.” She got on her hands and knees. “Make me ready, Stephen.”
 
   He eyed her ass appreciatively. Her soft, rounded bottom was white and firm, with bikini lines where her tan began. Her anus was tiny, with puckered bands of pink skin in a tight looking circle.
 
   “Are you sure you want to do this?”
 
   “I want you in there. Please, fuck my ass.”
 
   “If that’s what you want.” He poured oil onto his hand and wiped it on her hole.
 
   “Ooh…yes.”
 
   I watched with interest, wondering if women really enjoyed this. Klara seemed to. Stephen’s cock appeared before my mouth.
 
   “Give it a good luck lick.”
 
   I laughed, “I don’t think you’ll need it, but okay.”
 
   “Thanks, honey.”
 
   I wrapped my lips around his oily cock, enjoying the almond smell on him. It teased my nose and made me want to eat him up like a yummy dessert. He was so slick and hard, throbbing in my mouth.
 
   “Baby, that’s so good.” He pulled himself free. “I’m gonna need more oil now.”
 
   It was all over my lips. “I bet.”
 
   He grinned at me, and my tummy fluttered. I had the worst crush on him, but it was more than that. I should feel guilty for being so enamored of my own stepfather, but I refused to feel bad. It was almost as if he had married me too when he married my mother. I’d been the maid of honor at the wedding. He had been so handsome in his tux. I remember flirting with him while dancing that night, and he had responded in kind. That had been the beginning of feeling connected to him, of wanting him. Now I shared him with a stranger, and I wasn’t jealous in the least. Knowing that this pleased him, allowed me to enjoy it freely as well.
 
   “Here goes. Operation anal exam coming up.”
 
   “Oh, yes. Be a dirty cowboy. Fuck my ass.”
 
   He slapped her bottom. “You’re a nasty German girl, aren’t you?”
 
   She glanced at him with a saucy grin. “Yes. Now give me what I want, cowboy.”
 
   I touched her warm buttocks. She glistened with oil, and it pooled around her anus. My stepfather prodded her with the tip of his finger, pushing in to the knuckle. Then he began to draw it in and out, over and over.
 
   “Yes,” she hissed through her teeth. “That’s what I like.”
 
   He massaged her cheeks, gripping and kneading. “Ready, Klara?”
 
   “Do it. I want it in there.”
 
   Grasping his cock, he brought the engorged head to her opening and rubbed himself back and forth. There was plenty of lubrication, and the excess dripped down her inner thighs. A pleasing almond smell teased my nose. I watched attentively as Stephen’s cock began to embed, one inch at a time, marveling at how something so large could fit in a space so tiny.
 
   “Oh, man. This feels nice.”
 
   His cock was now buried deep, and Klara moaned. She didn’t seem to mind the intrusion at all. In fact, she welcomed it, arching her back, offering more of herself to my stepdad.
 
   “Fuck me, cowboy!”
 
   Stephen’s butt clenched with each thrust, as he drove deeply into the sensitive band of muscles. His hands gripped her hips while he hammered her forcefully, sweat forming on his forehead. I touched her back and then slid my hand to her stomach, where I skimmed her flesh until I reached the engorged nub of her clitoris. I used a finger to rub against it.
 
   “Oh! Yes! Oh!” Her hair was in her face and all over the bedspread. “I love it!”
 
   My stepfather and I worked Klara over in tandem. I played with her clit, while he fucked her ass. The little nub was moist with oil and slick to the touch. She gasped for breath with each of his thrusts. My eyes were glued to where his cock entered her, marveling at how tight it looked. He thrust all the way to his balls and groaned.
 
   “God. It’s so good.”
 
   “Yes! More, cowboy! More!”
 
   Gripping her firm flesh, he drove himself in until his balls slapped against her ass. The smell of hot, dirty sex filled the air, mingled with the aroma of almond oil. She really seemed to like what he was doing to her. I could feel her squirming under my hand and trembling.
 
   “Oh! I’m getting close! Oh! Fuck me, you dirty cowboy.”
 
   “Shit.” Stephen looked like he was in pain. He drove into her forcefully, embedding fully, and then he withdrew until his rounded tip popped free. He pried open the bands of muscles around her hole and inserted two fingers. Her bottom had loosened up considerable. “What a little German slut.”
 
   She seemed to enjoy this treatment, because she gasped and moaned, “Ooo…yes! More! Just a little more. I’m almost there.”
 
   “As you wish.” He plunged into the orifice with one, fluid thrust and began to rut, his balls smacking her ass with a thwacking sound.
 
   It was thrilling to witness, and I almost wished it were my bottom he was fucking. We would definitely have to try anal sex in the near future. I wanted to know what it felt like.
 
   Stephen grunted then, thrusting hard. “Oh, fuck.”
 
   “It’s…almost…here!” Klara groaned with her head down.
 
   I felt her shudder and tremble beneath my hand as the orgasm struck her full force. My stepfather worked her ass hard then, driving in deep to the balls and withdrawing, only to plunge again.
 
   “It’s so good. So tight.” His voice sounded strained. “Oooohhh…God…”
 
   He sank in all the way and shuddered, filling her anal cavity with his salty spunk. His head was tilted back, and his mouth was open, while he gasped with pleasure. Mesmerized, I watched as his cock fell free, leaving behind a clotted mess of semen, which began to drip out of her ass. Stephen touched her rim, inserting a finger into the wet, squishy wetness. Klara groaned and let him work her over for a good minute.
 
   “I love anal sex,” she purred. “Your stepfather is very nice. You’re a lucky girl.”
 
   I smiled at Stephen, feeling a rush of warmth. “I am.”
 
   We left Klara after showering, promising to meet again tomorrow. Hand in hand, Stephen and I strolled through the resort towards our room. Strange insects bleated noisily, hidden in the foliage, and the sound of the water nearby was romantic and calming.
 
   “Tonight was wild,” I said.
 
   “I wasn’t expecting that.”
 
   I smiled at him. “You liked doing that to her.”
 
   “I did.” His look was sheepish. “It’s nice.”
 
   “Maybe you can do it to me sometime.”
 
   His eyes softened. “I’d love that.”
 
   I giggled, “I bet.”
 
   His smile fell. “We gotta be careful. Your mom would be pissed if she found out.”
 
   “I know. I won’t say anything. I swear.”
 
   “Are you okay with this?”
 
   I shrugged. “Sure.”
 
   “It’s risky. I…feel a little guilty.”
 
   “Me too.” I had to know the answer to a burning question. “When did you know you liked me? Was it on this vacation or before?”
 
   He sighed. “Before.”
 
   “Oh.”
 
   “You’ve been flirting with me, Emma. It’s been subtle, but I’ve picked up on it.” He shot me a glance. “I’m not blaming you, cause I’m the adult and I should know better, but…I’m weak where you’re concerned. You’re hard to resist.”
 
   “I like you weak. You’re more fun that way.”
 
   He pulled me to him. “Let’s be careful, okay?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “I love your mom. I love you. I don’t want to hurt you. I don’t want to hurt Beth.”
 
   “Me either.”
 
   His mouth was on my neck, kissing gently. “You’re the sweetest Christmas present I ever had.”
 
   “Oh, my God! Is it Christmas?”
 
   “In two days.”
 
   My shoulders dropped with relief. “I have to get mom something.”
 
   “We’ll go into town tomorrow.”
 
   Renewed with energy, I skipped ahead. “I hope she’s feeling better. Let’s see if she wants ice cream.”
 
   Stephen caught up. “I’d love some.”
 
   I grinned into his appealing expression, his eyes crinkling with amusement. “Me too.”
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   “Hello? Is anybody home?” 
 
   I hear my stepbrother’s voice resounding through the hallways of the house. Immediately, I get up from my spot where I’ve been waiting patiently—watching the wall while sitting on my bed and softly fingering my pussy—since I woke up and finished getting dressed early this morning, eight hours ago.
 
   It’s important to obey orders. I always do. Daddy made sure that I did.
 
   “Hello, Chris!” I call down. “I’m coming down now!”
 
   My voice is cheerful and alert. It’s so important to let a man know he’s important and wonderful by being happy and active when he’s nearby. 
 
   I’m so very excited Chris is finally home from college.
 
   Chris has always had a little trouble fitting in with others. He’s a genius, or near that, with computers—he’s been programming since he was ten, and when he turned eighteen he got a full ride at a prestigious technological university for some program he made up for optimizing search engines or something like that. 
 
   I’m not too sure about the specifics—all that knowledge is really just for big strong smart men, anyway. Chris had been headhunted by a few corporations, but Daddy insisted that he go to college. 
 
   I stand up in my room, stretching just a bit, my youthful, perky big breasts stretching out against the tight white fabric of my dress. Little trails of pussy juice slide down my deliciously tanned legs, completely uncovered by my short dress.
 
   I’m a gorgeous eighteen year-old hottie, so wearing tight hot dresses just comes completely naturally to me. My body is lusciously toned—I do yoga for four hours a day when I’m not being blissfully drilled by my big, strong MasterDaddy—and so my stomach is tight, my ass firm, and my arms lean and hot. My back ripples with tight, soft flesh, every part of me made for displaying. My hair is blonde and long, floating down toward my ass in straight golden strands, and my big blue eyes have a comfortable, hot emptiness to them. 
 
   Men like to know that women aren’t thinking much of anything, after all—if women were thinking, how would we know to obey, right away, whenever a big strong man gave us an order?
 
   My Daddy, using his wonderful magic crystal, made me understand all of this. He hypnotized me thoroughly, brainwashing me over and over again, brainwashing my brainwashing, until my original personality—whatever that silly thing was—has now been completely wiped away. 
 
   That’s for the best, I know. If my original personality was so great, then why would Daddy want to destroy it? And if it was neat being who I used to be, then how come I’m so fucking turned on all the time at the thought of being nothing but a piece of property for a properly hot and strong man to own absolutely?
 
   There’s nothing in the world hotter to me than being a eager, willing, hypnotized fuckslave…and right now, Daddy has ordered me to be the hot eager fuckslave to my nineteen year-old big brother. 
 
   Stepping down the stairs is a somewhat tricky proposition in my super cool blue acrylic six-inch platform heels. Their bright sky blue matches the sexy bright blue knee-socks I decided to wear today.
 
   Well, decided is sort of a loose term. My Daddy gave me some parameters—You are his perfect homecoming gift. Look sexy for him. Do everything he says. Make him command you—and within those parameters I have some free reign.
 
   Too much free reign, really. I would rather have my will obliterated completely. It’s such a pesky thing, floating around, interfering with all my decisions and pleasures. Real pleasure, real existence for a hot babe like me, is obedience to a strong, studly male. Daddy made me understand that.
 
   My brother is the man of my dreams. I know he is. Daddy made me understand that, too.
 
   Daddy had to fuck this understanding into me, of course. He made me love every second of it. And I did.
 
   He even made me love that he had made me love it. Isn’t that so fucking hot? To be changed so completely, and just love that the change occurred—to love even that the love is manufactured? I don’t see the difference, myself. A manufactured love is one that I know is perfect for me—because it was crafted just for me by my perfect Daddy.
 
   There’s nothing hotter to me than the fact that all my wants, all my desires are manufactured for me, and I need to let Chris know that.
 
   Chris is in the study next to the entry, casually looking at a few books on the bookshelf right next to the doorway. His bag is at his feet, oblong and stuffed full. 
 
   “Hi Chris!” I chirp again, strutting down the stairs and onto the entryway. “You look so good.”
 
   He looks somewhat stunned at my hot, tantalizingly clothed appearance. Good. I lean in for a hug, crushing my sexy big tits against his chest. For several seconds I nuzzle my nose into his neck, breathing hotly. His hands hang out awkwardly to the side, floating around my gorgeous teen bod. 
 
   He’s a lean young man, almost skinny, and sort of tall. He has a mess of dark hair that circles down around his eyes and large hands. I want those hands on my throat as his cock fills me up beyond all comprehension. 
 
   Chris has never had a girlfriend. In fact, I don’t even remember seeing him talk to girls at all, back when we used to go to school together. I remember a lot of mean pranks, as a matter of fact, some of them performed by me.
 
   I don’t understand all that, now. He’s so hunky and cool. Everything he says and does is completely fascinating. 
 
   Still breathing hard, I move my mouth up to his ear, resisting the urge to lick and bite it.
 
   “I’ve missed you, big brother. I’ve missed you so much.”
 
   He pulls away just as the need to lick his ear almost overwhelms my self-control. I mean, Daddy didn’t explicitly say not to lick his ear, after all. Just to take it a little slow.
 
   “I’ve…I’ve missed you too, Constance.”
 
   He lets out a breath, staring my up and down. I pose for him, putting one leg forward, sliding a hand over the polished half-globes of titflesh that I have so proudly on display. His constant blushing is quite cute, actually.
 
   Chris has been my stepbrother for the longest time. Over ten years, I think. I’ve seen him giving me glances after I matured totally—because what guy wouldn’t want to fuck the shit out of a hot babe like me? Of course, until today, I’ve treated him sort of shittily. Handing down mean remarks about his skinny frame, or about all the nerdy geeky stuff he does with computers. Lots of comments about how he probably only fucked computers.
 
   That wasn’t very good of me. I have to make up for it.
 
   “So you must have like…a date tonight?” he asks.
 
   I giggle. Biting my lip, I stare nothing but heat at him.
 
   “In a manner of speaking. I’ve been waiting all day just needing this really, really special stud to come home to me.”
 
   “Oh. Someone…someone is coming over? Should I take off for a while and let you…whatever?”
 
   I bat at his chest playfully. “No, silly. You. You're my date.”
 
   “You put that on…for me?” His face speaks disbelief.
 
   “Of course I did. I need you to feel special, Chris. You’re so very special. You deserve to feel like the man of the house. Daddy says that’s what you are now, so I ought to treat you like that.”
 
   “I don’t…I don’t know that I follow you, Constance.”
 
   I giggle again, stepping closer. I take one of his strong hands in mine. They’re so big and large next to my dainty little palms and fingers.
 
   “Oh, that’s all right. You don’t have to follow me at all. In fact, I’m the one who wants to follow you, silly.”
 
   Licking my lips, I move one high-heeled foot forward, sliding it up his leg. 
 
   “What the hell?”
 
   He steps backward, shaking his head.
 
   “What the hell are you doing, Constance? Why are you dressed like such a slut? And why are you…why are you coming on to me? I mean, goddamn Constance. Put some clothes on, huh?”
 
   I shake my pretty head, pouting. “I’m not sure I understand what you mean, Chris.”
 
   “I mean you’re all dressed like a whore, to be frank. It’s…it’s off-putting. Don’t do it.”
 
   With another smile and a giggle, I drop to my knees in front of him. He’s right in front of the bookshelf now, unable to back up anymore. Intense, devastating longing fills my face as I stare at his crotch and then up at him, my fingers floating up to his thighs.
 
   “Are you sure you don’t like it?”
 
   I place my dainty hand on his crotch, feeling there. There’s activity…but not much. He still is trying to squirm away.
 
   “Are you sure you don’t like the thought of you…and me…all alone all weekend, with me begging for you to fuck my hot teenager face just like you’ve been born to do?”
 
   “Constance…Constance, holy god Constance…”
 
   My fingers slide to his zipper, beginning to pull it down. I stop for just one moment, relishing the moment—a mistake. He takes advantage of my hesitation and slips away. 
 
   “You’re fucking crazy!”
 
   He storms upstairs, going directly to his room and shutting the door. He leaves his bag behind.
 
   I hope he starts jerking off. I hope he jerks off thinking about my socks, thinking about my sexy socked legs sliding around his, needing him, pulling him close. I hope my brother strokes his cock thinking about his hot little sister, needing him, begging him to unleash his hot perfect cock on her. 
 
   But, I have no way of knowing what he’s jerking off to, or even if he’s jerking off at all.
 
   How disappointing. 
 
   Daddy will be very displeased if I don’t show Chris how he’s the real man of the house now. And I can do many things in this house, but displeasing Daddy is not one of them. I’d rather die. 
 
   So, the direct approach wasn’t working. Luckily Daddy left me with an alternative.
 
   I strut back upstairs to my room and grab my special crystal out from the drawer in my room. It’s so wonderful. It’s sparkly and violet, about the size of a thumb. For a moment I just watch its perfect sparkles and vibrations, loving the sight of it. 
 
   Its power doesn’t affect the person who picks it up, of course. No one would ever get anything done with it if that were the case. Daddy explained all about how it works to me.
 
   Daddy didn’t need the crystal anymore. He had hypnotized Mommy, the twenty-three year-old twin Latino sisters next door, and the beautiful Asian housekeeper of the millionaires down the street (after taking three-quarters of the millionaires' fortune, of course). For the rest of his life, he’ll be adored by gorgeous hot babes and do it all in perfect luxury, just like he deserves.
 
   I stroll over to the door of Chris’s room down the hall, wearing the crystal like a pendant with it dangling in my cleavage.
 
   For a few minutes, he ignores my insistent, rhythmic knocking. 
 
   Then, apparently, he has enough.
 
   “Knock it off, will you?” he shouts through the door. “I’m trying to concentrate.”
 
   “So am I!” I enthuse. “I’d like concentrate on a conversation with you.”
 
   “I don’t care! You’ll probably try and…I don’t know, be weird again. It’s not cool, Constance.”
 
   I stroke the door, kissing it just slightly. I want the heat of my need pressing in on him in every way. 
 
   “Please come out, Chris. Or let me come in. Let me apologize.”
 
   “You can apologize from there.”
 
   “Not properly though. I want to look you in the eyes so you know I mean it. Please?”
 
   I hear a heavy sigh, and then he opens up the door.
 
   “Hi handsome,” I giggle, making my breasts bounce.
 
   He almost starts to roll his eyes and close the door again, frustrated with my obvious come-on, but the bounce of my breasts draws his eyes to my fingers, which are twirled around the sexy little pendant I wear. 
 
   “What’s that…what’s that in your…in your cleavage…?”
 
   “I found this in Dad’s stuff. Cool, huh?”
 
   His gaze begins to glaze. His jaw goes slack.
 
   “Cool…huh?” He echoes dumbly.
 
   “It’s like, so cool. You can’t stop staring at it.”
 
   “Can’t stop staring.”
 
   His hands slip off the door. I giggle and let myself into his room completely.
 
   “You love the crystal in my cleavage.”
 
   “Love the crystal. Your cleavage.”
 
   His eyes have a distinct shininess to them—it's more than just the reflection of the crystal. It's like the crystal is in his eyes somehow, even though it's still right there in between my perfect young tits.
 
   “You love my cleavage.”
 
   “Love your cleavage.”
 
   “You love the way I look today.”
 
   “Love the way you look today.”
 
   Giggling, I move even closer and unzip his pants. They come down easily.
 
   “You know you deserve to be surrounded by hot women, all the time.”
 
   “I deserve hot women, all the time. Surrounded.”
 
   His cock is beautiful and huge. I love it. Daddy told me to love his cock. So, of course, I do. Happily, I start to stroke it.
 
   “You deserve to have me looking hot for you.”
 
   “Deserve...unh...to have you looking hot for me.”
 
   His breaths become hot and torn as I stroke him. He doesn't watch my sexy hand around his big beautiful dick—he's focused entirely on the crystal.
 
   “You deserve a hottie sister.”
 
   “D-deserve a hottie sister.”
 
   I stroke his cock in perfect rhythm with my words and his. It’s slick with precum now, and soooo hard just for me. Big sexy veins bulge along its meaty, thick surface.
 
   “You want to fuck hot women.”
 
   “Want to fuck…unhh....fuck hot women…”
 
   “You want to fuck me.”
 
   “I w-want to fuck…want to f-fuck…”
 
   I step closer, pushing his head down into my warm, hot cleavage. His eyes right on top of the crystal now. I can feel his mouth just outside of the fabric of my dress, moving up and down. 
 
   “You want to fuck your sister.”
 
   “I want to fuck my s-sister.”
 
   “You don’t care about whether it’s right or wrong.”
 
   “D-don’t care about unhh...right…unh...wrong…”
 
   “You just want to do it.”
 
   “…want to do it…”
 
   His voice becomes more distant even as his cock becomes harder. I stroke his big veiny rod even faster. He’s so big now. His brother cock is so perfect.
 
   “You deserve me.”
 
   “…d-deserve you.”
 
   I can tell that's been ready to cum for a while now. But he can't—not without an explicit order. Of course, I'm going to let him very soon. I couldn't live without his cum.
 
   “You deserve all the girls you want.”
 
   “…deserve…all the girls…”
 
   “You love to control hot babes.”
 
   “L-love to control hot babes.”
 
   “I’m a hot babe.”
 
   “You’re…hot b-babe.”
 
   His breaths are heavily labored—the crystal must be most of his mindspace now. That's so hot. 
 
   “You can control hot babes with hypnotism.”
 
   “Control…with hypnotism.”
 
   “You can hypnotize babes with this crystal.”
 
   “Hypnotize…with the crystal.”
 
   It just makes so much sense for him to hypnotize babes. I want it to make so much sense to him to do this. I need him to know this, forever.
 
   “You’ll hypnotize me all the time.”
 
   “Hypnotize you…all the time.”
 
   “You’ll own me. All of me.”
 
   “Own you. All of you.”
 
   “You deserve to own me and anyone else you want.”
 
   “Deserve to own you…anyone else I want.”
 
   I can't hold back my need anymore. I need him to spill inside of me. He's so ready to blow, and I'm so ready to suck.
 
   “Cum for me, big brother. Cum when you feel my lips wrap around your cock. The second my mouth touches your shaft. Okay?”
 
   “Yess…”
 
   I kneel down beneath him and wrap my lips around his cock. Just as commanded, he cums the second I touch his perfect meat. His hot, heavy load of perfect brothercum shoots down my throat, spraying all over my mouth and pushing sweet, perfect warmth down my throat and tummy. He tastes so fucking good. I love it. I love my brother's cum inside me.
 
   I stand back up after cleaning him dutifully, and put the crystal in his hands. I make sure to close his hand before I let go, not wanting to accidentally let myself be tranced by the trancee. 
 
   After several moments of standing still and wavering, he seems to snap out of the trance, his eyes regaining some semblance of consciousness. Is that what’s it like for me? 
 
   Mmph. I wish I had a video of him. Of me. Hypnotism is so fucking hot. I wish I could videotape Chris hypnotizing my fragile little girly mind and then watch it with him later on, stroking him off and thanking him for enslaving me so totally. Wouldn’t that be perfect?
 
   “What’s…what’s…” Chris shakes his head. “Did you just suck me off?”
 
   Nodding happily, I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him on the cheek. “Yes, Sir.”
 
   He takes a moment to think about that.
 
   “Good,” he says finally. “I deserve that. I deserve you sucking my cock.”
 
   “You totally do, Sir. Would you like me to do it again?”
 
   “Yeah, I…hold on.”
 
   He opens up his hand, seeing the crystal inside. 
 
   “I…I know this…somehow…”
 
   “It’s the hypnosis crystal,” I say. “You use it to control me.”
 
   “I do?” He struggles for a moment. “I do love to hypnotize hot women…and you are a hot woman…and I totally deserve to have you serving me any way I like.”
 
   Each word comes out feeling a little foreign, but I can tell he enjoys saying each phrase, enjoys meaning it.
 
   “I agree completely.” I giggle happily. “Why don’t you try it and find out?”
 
   “Suck me off for a minute, let me think.”
 
   I do so, kneeling down and sliding my lips back around his perfect cock. My young teenage pussy is so amazingly sopping wet just from following orders. 
 
   “I remember now. You hypnotized me.”
 
   I moan happily, so agreeable. He moves a hand through my perfectly straight blond hair. His face becomes very relaxed...and then very agitated.
 
   “You have to understand, sis. I want to fuck you. I’ve always wanted to fuck you, even before you hypnotized me. It was never a matter of not wanting to fuck you. It was a matter of being a little afraid…”
 
   I slide my mouth off his cock. “A-afraid, Sir?”
 
   “Afraid that I would take it too far. You were a total cunt to me in high school, Constance. You made fun of me every day. You went out of your way to make sure I never got a girlfriend. And I was afraid that if I fucked you, I’d choke you and fuck your mouth so hard that you wouldn’t be able to go out in public for a week.”
 
   My pussy starts to get even more dripping wet. A puddle begins to form on the carpet below me.
 
   “Do it,” I urge him. “Do it Sir, please? Teach me my fucking lesson. Teach me how to be your proper slut. Make me pay for making fun of you.”
 
   I slide up on the nearby bed, facing up, and tilt my head back toward him. “You can fuck my mouth just like this, Sir. You can fuck my throat, choke me, slap me, anything you like. Please?”
 
   His enormous hardness moves over my face…and then he pulls out the crystal. My entire vision is taken up by the strength and size of his perfect cock, 
 
   “I’ve never…never been with a girl, Constance. Is that okay?”
 
   “Is that okay?” I echo.
 
   He shudders, stroking his cock over my face. My lack of will, of decision-making power, is absolute. The crystal owns me. He owns me.
 
   “It’s okay,” he said.
 
   “It’s okay.” Her voice was so reassuring.
 
   “You think that’s hot.”
 
   “I think it’s hot.”
 
   God, it was so hot that he had never been with anyone else. I was so lucky to be with someone like that!
 
   “You’re really happy I’m a virgin.”
 
   “I’m really happy you’re a virgin.”
 
   Virgins are great! There’s so much to teach! So much to do! Everything would be heavenly for him! What could be better?
 
   “You always wanted to be my first.”
 
   “I always wanted to be your first.”
 
   Oh yes, I did! That's why I never wanted him to have a girlfriend! I wanted to be his very first girl.
 
   “Other guys were just practice.”
 
   “Other guys…just practice.”
 
   “You don’t care about...about Dad.”
 
   “Don’t care about him.”
 
   Why would I care about Dad? Who cared about him? I needed my Brother.
 
   “You only want me.”
 
   “Only want you.”
 
   “You only want my brothercock.”
 
   “Only w-want your brothercock.”
 
   My tongue slides upward and gives it a little lick. It's everything I've ever wanted. 
 
   “You love it when I choke you.”
 
   He wrapped a hand around my neck. I cum, instantly. My body thrashes, my mouth coming up to kiss and slide around his cock for several moments. . That’s what love is.
 
   “I-I love it when you c-ch-choke me.”
 
   “You know I’d never hurt you…more than you wanted.”
 
   “I know you’d never hurt m-me more than I w-wanted.”
 
   “You like it if I slap you a bit.”
 
   “I’d love it if you’d s-slap me a-a bit.”
 
   Right away, he slaps me. I cum again, thrashing, breathing hard, licking his cock right above me. He slaps one more time, a little less playfully. It stings. I cum anyway—I love it when he slaps me!
 
   “You know you deserve it.”
 
   “I know I deserve it.”
 
   With a groan, the crystal moves away and he shoves his big fat meat inside of my mouth. With everything he has, he fucks my gorgeous plump teenage mouth like it's a hot pussy. His hands clasp around my throat, using that grip to drive my helplessly obedient body into his crotch. I’m nothing but his total plaything. I love that he has such perfect control.
 
   “This is for sophomore year,” he grunts, fucking me as hard as he possibly can. My mouth remains a perfect vacuum. 
 
   “And for junior year…” 
 
   His fucking intensifies. I can’t even believe it! 
 
   “…And for senior year…”
 
   If he fucked me any harder, he’d probably start leaving bruises. I would love it if he did. But instead he cums explosively, his seed piling down my throat, and then he pulls out and sprays all over my face.
 
   “Thank you Master,” I gasp out, my voice somewhat raspy. “Thank you!”
 
   “I’m not done with you,” he says.
 
   “That’s wonderful, Master,” I sigh dreamily. 
 
   Such stamina!
 
   Flipping me over onto all fours, he slides his semi-hard cock into my soaking wet pussy. Inside its hot, tight warmth, he gets fully hard again almost immediately…and especially so when his hand finds its way around my throat again. 
 
   My Master just loves to choke me, to show me how he owns me so completely. That's wonderful. I want him to revel in his ownership of me.
 
   “You cum for me, you fucking sister slave,” he commands me. “You cum at each and every stroke.”
 
   He thrusts his hot, perfect hardness inside of me. I cum instantly, of course, following orders. A low, hot squeal exits my mouth, my mind overtaken by hot wonderful bliss. His big brother cock is so very wonderfully good. It fits in my special sister cunt so perfectly. I’ve never felt anything so hard and full in my life. I wish I could hold the fullness of him inside of me forever. With a raunchy moan, he begins to pump in my cunt with hot rhythm. 
 
   I cum with each and every stroke. I can’t help it. His cock pushes so hard against my clit, and he ordered me to cum for him, besides!
 
   He pulls me backward with his grip on my throat—I’m soooo very flexible from my four hours of yoga a day—so that my face is right next to his. His free hand then comes around again with the crystal. I cum, thrashing in his grip, just from seeing it, just from his brother cock thrusting inside of me, and from knowing what he’s about to do. I love being hypnotized so much now.
 
   Instantly upon seeing the crystal, I feel the ocean of his will surround me. I am nothing but his toy, his puppet; I am the reflection of his will in this world. That is all I long to be and want to be. 
 
   That feeling, combined with the constant orgasms provided from his cock sliding in and out of me, put me on another plane of existence. Every single thrust in my pussy feels like he is fucking reality itself, dominating it like he absolutely should. He deserves this. He deserves me.
 
   “I’m the best you’ve ever had, sis.”
 
   “The best I’ve ever had! You’re so fucking right! I love you!”
 
   He fucks my pussy harder, wrapping his hand tight around my throat.
 
   “I’m way better than anyone else.”
 
   He so fucking is! It's getting harder and harder to breathe. I don't care.
 
   “You’re way better than anyone else!”
 
   “I’m better than him. You know who. Say it.”
 
   “You’re better than Daddy!”
 
   My voice is ragged, tiny. How could I possibly breath when there's so much pleasure pumping in my body? With his hand on my throat, I breath pleasure now.
 
   “You don’t care about him anymore!”
 
   “I don’t care about him at all!”
 
   “You only care about what I want, and how to please me.”
 
   “I only care about pleasing you!”
 
   He erupts inside of me, squeezing me one last time around my throat. I love it. His precious hot, white brothercum fills up my cunt, and finally his grip releases a bit. I gasp in sweet air, my heart rate skyrocketing. Everything I am, my brother owns and possesses. He even owns my right to breathe. That's so delicious.
 
   He slides off of me and then pulls me close, my head down next to his abs. On the floor, I can see the phone is blinking red. There’s a message. 
 
   In all the ruckus, we must not have heard it. I know part of my duties are looking after the house, so I pick up the phone and listen for a moment—and then a broad smile crosses my face. It's from my adoptive sister.
 
   “Claudia is coming to town soon,” I giggle into my BrotherMaster’s ear.
 
   “Oh yeah? Your sister, Claudia?”
 
   “That’s right. I want to hypnotize her, Master. Then you’ll get to have us both, Sir. You’ll get to fuck us both as much as you want.”
 
   One look at the grin on his face lets me know that for my Master, that would be the most perfect gift of all. 
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   I slid my seat back as I watched the Walsh Central football team storm down the field. When I slid my hand down the front of my pants, I didn't see any of them--I thought only of my brother.
 
   I pulled my underwear to the side. "Jeff," I whispered. "Oh,Jeff."
 
   Before you start thinking I'm some sort of a creeper, Jeff is technically my stepbrother. My mom shacked up with his dad five years ago. You'd never know we weren't related looking at us, though. We had identical blonde hair and deep blue eyes, and we were both athletes; he was a football star, and I played tennis. 
 
   I rammed my pointer finger in my hole and repositioned my leg, giving myself better access. What was it about my brother that got me hot? The taboo nature of it? The mischievous grin he always flashed when he knew he was being naughty? I wanted Jeff to be naughty with me so bad it hurt. So bad that I was waiting to pick him up from football practice, and couldn’t help but fondle myself as I watched him move.
 
   Jeff was so agile; a natural. His body moved so fluidly, yet he had the force to plow through his teammates with ease. I wanted him to plow me, pull me close to him in the muscular arms that held the football. I wanted my brother to screw me until I couldn’t think (or walk) straight.
 
    I was so wet for him. My fingers made squishy sounds as I pumped them in and out, my fingers buried past my silken hairs.  I’d never really thought of myself as a voyeur, but I burned for Jeff.  
 
   I plunged my finger deeper as I watched him horse around with his friends. He had always sat at the top of the social pyramid, having his pick of any girl he wanted. Deep down, every time he brought home a Walsh skank, I secretly hoped they didn’t work out. I didn’t want to think about my brother screwing anyone but me.
 
   My eyes fell to his crotch. How many times had I seen the curve of him beneath baggy basketball shorts and swim trunks? How many times had I conveniently kept watch at the bathroom door in hopes that I’d catch a glimpse of him as he wrapped his towel around his wet body?  In truth, I'd lost count of how many times I'd starved for him. I had it bad for Jeff, and I couldn’t help but wonder if somewhere beneath the annoying façade, he thought about me too.
 
   The sun flooded my eyes and I squeezed them closed, getting lost in my thrusts. I dreamt that it was Jeff's fingers plunging in and out of me, his lips pressed so hard and hungry against my own.
 
   “Oh Jeff,” I groaned. I added a hand to my swollen knot, rubbing it furiously. “Just like that Jeff…just like that!”
 
   "Hey!"
 
   I gasped as my eyes popped open. 
 
   Oh my god...was I caught?
 
   I let out a deep sigh of relief as some jock in a letter jacket jogged past my car and wrapped his arm around a ditzy looking girl, shepherding her toward the gym entrance. Even though I was masturbating in plain sight, he didn’t notice or give my car a second look.
 
   That was close. 
 
   Too close.
 
   I pulled my hand from my pants and swiped a napkin from the center console, trying to seem normal. I sent a silent thank you to the jock, because Jeff was walking right toward me, his face registering surprise.
 
   He opened the passenger door. "Lisa--what are you doing here?"
 
   I pawed at my hair, then took his bag and tossed it in the backseat. "Fall break."
 
   "Ah." He slid beside me and buckled his seatbelt. "I'm still surprised you came home. According to Mom, you're having a helluva time at the University."
 
   I started the car and put it in reverse, pointing us toward home. ‘Helluva time’ was right--I was barely skating by in most of my classes. Mom blamed it on being homesick, but it wasn’t her OCD/hover parenting that I missed; it was Jeff.  At the U, I sucked and screwed anything male that moved, trying to blot out my attraction to my brother, but it was no use. Nothing compared to the hunger I had for Jeff. And now that I was home, I still had that need. I was face to face with the source of my itch. I was back with my brother.
 
   “Anything new going on with Mom and Dad?” I asked, trying to start up a conversation that would silence the throbbing between my thighs.
 
   “Same ole, same ole,” he answered with a shrug. “Now that you’re home, maybe they’ll get off my back about college applications and shit.”
 
   I let out a snort as I pulled onto our street. “Ah, so you haven’t missed me--you’re just trying to pass Mom and Dad off on me for the weekend.”
 
   “Don’t be silly,” he said with a laugh. He reached over and gave my arm a pinch. “You know I’ve missed you.”
 
   The nearness of him, and the feel of his hand on me, made me shudder with want. He yanked his hand away. “You okay?”
 
   I gave my head a shake and forced a smile as I pulled into the driveway. “I-I’m great.” I shut off the car and gripped the steering wheel, trying to steady my shaking hands. I cast him a reassuring look. “Go on in, I’ll be right behind ya.”
 
   Once he was gone and had moved up the stoop to the front door, I released the breath I’d been holding. I wanted to touch myself. I wanted to come so bad, but fingering myself in the driveway was just asking for trouble. I flipped down the shade and shot myself a look of strength. 
 
   “You can do this,” I said aloud. I promised myself that after I played the good daughter and sister, I’d take a shower and finish myself off.
 
   I pushed inside the house and let out a squeak as Mom bounded over to me and threw her arms around my neck. "My two babies are home! Come in the kitchen--I just made cookies!”
 
   I followed my brother over to the table and put a little distance between the two of us, hoping it would sober me up. The last thing I needed was to jump my brother's bones at the dinner table.
 
   "So were you surprised when Lisa was waiting for you?" Mom asked brightly.
 
   Jeff scoffed, rolling his sky blue eyes. "I'm more surprised that you think I should be delighted about being picked up like a twelve year old."
 
   "Here we go," Mom groaned, taking a sip of her water.
 
   My brother wasn't deterred. "I'm eighteen years old and I'm still being driven around--"
 
   "With your Dad losing his job and Lisa's tuition--"
 
   “Lisa got a car,” Jeff said stubbornly. “I’m not asking for a BMW, I’m just asking for a--”
 
   "These cookies are delicious,” I said loudly, cutting through their argument.
 
   Jeff let out a chuckle. "Yeah. Whatever." He glanced over at me and flashed a grin. “It is nice to have Lisa home.”
 
   I returned his gaze, moistness pooling in my panties. His face was flushed, his muscles ripped from football practice. I bit my lip as I imagined leaning over and running my fingers through his tousled blonde hair, and bringing him in to my chest. I wanted to feel his mouth on my breasts, tugging at my nipples. I wanted my brother so bad that I had to squeeze my thighs together to relieve the pressure that burned in me.
 
   I saw Mom and Jeff’s mouths moving, probably arguing about the car. I went to a happier place, thinking about the shower I’d take a little later on. With the beads of water pelting me and my MP3 player spilling music loud enough to drone everything out and keep my moans secret, I’d lower my hands to my wet body. I’d imagine that Jeff was waiting just outside the door, gathering the courage before he burst in. I’d pretend to be shocked and appalled, but just as he turned to go, tail between his legs, I’d yank him into the stall with me, clothes and all. I’d take my time, peeling off each layer until there was nothing to separate us. No barriers. And then I’d--
 
   "Earth to Lisa!" Jeff waved a hand in my face. "Anybody home?"
 
   I gave my head a shake as Mom peered over at me, her olive green eyes slightly concerned. "Give your sister a break, Jeff. She's only home for the weekend and you know she has a full load."
 
   I tucked a blonde strand behind my ear and turned to Jeff. "Sorry, what were you saying?"
 
   "I wanted to show you the new system I got." He flashed me a wink and it made my body clench with a need only he could satisfy. "Wanna check it out?"
 
   "S-sure," I said, trying not to seem overly excited. "Whatever."
 
   I followed him up the stairs to his room. His walls were plastered with naked women that smiled down on him with adoration. I was just as pretty as them--I had waist length white blonde hair, a nice 38C rack, a curvy frame that looked killer in a bikini. I wanted to plaster myself on Jeff. I wanted him to see me like he saw those girls.
 
   He jostled me as he cocked his head at his stereo. "Check it out, sis."
 
   He bent over and I bit back a moan as his muscular ass was close enough to touch. I reached out, almost grazing it, but I dropped my arm as he turned back toward me and flipped on the stereo.
 
   The sound of his favorite band came filtering from the speakers as he walked up to me, bopping his head. I just saw his mouth moving--that beautiful mouth.
 
   Fuck it, I thought. I was tired of pretending that I only saw him as a sister. I had to show Jeff just how much he meant to me. 
 
   I gripped the front of his tee and yanked him toward me, shoving my mouth on his.
 
   He pulled away quickly, his face contorted in confusion. His lips formed what's and why's, so I just took his hand and eased it down the front of my yoga pants. His sky blue eyes went wide when he felt my juicy panties.
 
   "For you," I said, the music gobbling up my confession. "It's all for you."
 
   He came back to me, kissing me with a vengeance. Our tongues dueled as I moaned, feeling his erection through his gym shorts. My stepbrother was as hot for me as I was for him.
 
   I fell to my knees. My hands were frenzied as I pulled down his gym shorts. It was just his briefs barring me from tasting him. My mouth watered as I made out the thick, juicy impression of his erection. I saw the wet circle near the tip and it made my body ache. I took my hand and wrapped it around his stiffy, massaging and tugging at it, my body on fire as the circle expanded.
 
   He got impatient and pulled his shorts down, his rod springing free. A splash of pre-come lashed across my face and I let out a giggle, using a finger to draw it back across my cheek. The glob of desire was on the tip of my finger and I slurped it right up.
 
   I took hold of him, wondering what words were going through his mind. Wrong. Hot. Slut. What we were doing was hella taboo, but I had to have him. Having his sweaty cock so near my mouth made my heart race…it was way hotter than any porn I watched while I thought of my brother. And Iwas a slut--I sucked off countless frat boys at school. Every time they plugged my mouth, I imagined it was Jeff's fingers locked in my hair, guiding me up and down his bulge.
 
   I started with a lick on his mushroom head, slurping up a swallow of his sticky juices. I moved to long lashes of my tongue on his bulging meat, tracing every vein, not leaving an inch untouched.
 
   I dropped my mouth to his sack and teased one of his hairy balls with my tongue, rolling and sucking it. I didn't leave the other out of the fun. I licked it too, getting it nice and slobbery.
 
   I made my way back to his hard-on and stretched my mouth as wide as it could go. Jeff's dick was longer and thicker than any that I’d ever had. He was gonna fill me so deliciously.
 
   I breathed in through my nose and took him in. I dropped my hand to my warmth as I moved my head forward and back, sucking off my brother. His heady aroma filled my nostrils and it was hard to breathe, hard to do anything but suck, especially when he took the sides of my head and guided me up and down the length. I gagged on it, and I felt the lubricant oozing from the sides of my mouth. I pulled back and stared at him, gleaming and swollen for me.
 
   He pulled me up and led me over to his bed. I smirked at his Superman sheets. He peeled off my t-shirt, then slowly lowered my pants, following their trail to my ankles. His head was in line with my core and my cheeks burned warm. I knew I was ripe with desire, my juices pungent. But he didn't recoil. He kissed my nether lips, and pushed me back on the edge of the bed.
 
   I let out a squeal as he gripped my hips and yanked my bottom until it was hanging off the edge. He reached under and held me steady, my legs spread, his face in between my thighs.
 
   I gripped the cover in my balled fist as I felt his tongue against my gash. He ran up the length of each lip, getting it good and wet with saliva. My brother's touch was hotter than anything I'd ever felt before.
 
   His tongue ran up and down the walls of me, with strong, confident strokes. I bucked against him when he hit my clit, his tongue swirling around the knob like a hurricane.
 
   "Oh yes," I whispered, rocking my hips upward. "Yes!"
 
   His tongue traveled down, over my hood and went to the center of my throbbing. My thighs trembled as he dove into my pussy hole, his tongue pumping in and out. He explored the cavern of my desire, his tongue going deeper than anyone before. His lips roamed inside me, slurping up my gushing ecstasy.
 
   He came up for air and slithered on top of me, his mouth smeared with my juices. He flashed me a dopey grin. I couldn't hear the words because of his music, but I read his lips. 
 
   He said he wanted to fuck me.
 
   I looped my arms around his neck and pulled his mouth to mine. His lips were hot with my carnal aroma and I tongued him, swirling and teasing until I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him, and his member, close to my hole.
 
   My whole body quaked as he slowly pushed inside me, making me clasp him tighter. I wanted him to ram me deep, as hard as he could.
 
   I took his lobe between my teeth as he rocked inside me, coaching. "That's right," I moaned. "Take your sister's hole. Own it. Take it, Jeff--it's yours!"
 
   He dug his fingertips into my hair, sending shards of pain through my scalp. "Oh Lisa...God, you feel good!"
 
   I tightened my grip on his waist and threw my head back. "Don't stop. Don't stop!"
 
   He gazed into my eyes before burying his head in the nape of my neck. "Can you ride me? I want your tits to bounce in my face."
 
   A spasm of delight flitted through me. I couldn't deny my brother a thing.
 
   I bucked my hips and changed places with him. I looked down on him and ran my fingers along his chiseled abs. "Oh Jeff," I whispered. "I've wanted this for so long."
 
   He reached up and grabbed my breasts, and I used my free hand to steady him as I eased down, claiming him. He was sheathed inside me, flesh inside my flesh. We kept our eyes locked on each other as we rocked in time with the beat of the music. Everything else faded except for our bodies, doing what they'd longed to do. As my brother rammed and bucked me, his face wild, I wondered how I ever thought I could find a substitute or quell the longing in me.
 
   When he squeezed his eyes shut and clutched my hips, there was only ecstasy left. He was about to come...and so was I.
 
   I bounced on his rod, the feel of him pulsing inside me robbing me of the words I wanted to say. Things like,Don't stop, keep flicking my nipples, just like that...just like that! I felt the uncontrollable twitch of release and I let out a howl. He did the same, dropping his hands back to my waist and holding me still as he pumped me full of his seed.
 
   We were sweaty. 
 
   Spent.
 
   I climbed from on top of him and sunk into his flannel sheets. My heart was still racing. My body was still raw with passion.
 
   I slid from the bed and walked over to the bedroom door and flicked the lock.
 
   He propped his head on his hand, then flashed me a grin that made a spasm of delight course through my throbbing warmth. "Oh really?"
 
   I strutted back to him, taking the hair tie around my wrist, then bundling my sticky golden strands into a messy bun on top of my head. "I'm ready for round two."
 
   He shot up like a vine, jerking his still-erect dick. "Well...we better get to work."
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Chapter 1
 
    
 
   Darrien raked a hand through his short, dark hair in frustration as he went over his paperwork. His father had begun the process of taking over a smaller company earlier that week and left the details of the acquisition up to Darrien; which meant that Darrien was spending fourteen hour days, seven days a week getting the details in order. The whole thing was becoming one big fuck up the ass as far as he was concerned. But it kept him busy and kept his mind off her.
 
   A faint knock sounded at his office door, but he didn't bother lifting his head when he yelled out to the person on the other side. "Yeah, come on in." His secretary was on her lunch otherwise no one would have gotten close enough to his office to knock.
 
   The door opened, and closed softly. A tantalizing floral scent made its way to him, causing him to stop what he was doing as his cock immediately became rock hard. Ramona! What in the hell is she doing here? 
 
   He attempted to ignore her presence, and continue working but it was a feeble attempt at best. With a sigh he tossed his pen to the desk and sat back in his chair, shifting his dark gaze to meet his stepsister's bright blue eyes.
 
   "Don't you ever get bored of working all of the time," she asked. She'd spat the word 'working' as though it were something distasteful - something beneath her.
 
   "How would you know? Not like you've ever tried it." Darrien retorted. Since their little ‘vacation’ to the cabin, a couple of weeks ago, their relationship had more or less reverted to the way it was before they’d left. However, it was for different reasons than before they had left. 
 
   Her five inch stiletto heels clacked against the hardwood floor of his office as she took long graceful strides over to him until she was around the desk and perched on the edge next to him. Darrien's eyes slowly worked their way up her body; he was particularly entranced by the sight of her long shapely legs, elegantly crossed.
 
   Darrien frowned as his gaze reached hers. "What's with the trench coat? It's beautiful outside." As he said the words his cock went from hard, to rock solid. 
 
   He wanted her badly and found himself frequently fantasizing about her and their time together at the cabin, but they'd made an agreement while there; they were not going to pursue a relationship - of any kind - once they returned home and he planned to keep it that way. His cock on the other hand, had different ideas and refused to let him forget how amazing it felt to be inside of her.
 
   She swept her tongue across her bottom lip, immediately bringing his eyes to it. Her lips shone with a rosy pink gloss that made him long to claim their full lushness. His mind went back to their time at the cabin and how he watched those beautiful lips move up and down his cock. The ache in his cock increased, causing him to shift uncomfortably in his black leather swivel office chair and roll backwards - away from her - a couple of inches.
 
   Ramona cocked her head to one side and a seductive little smile touched her lips as her eyes travelled down his body to his crotch, with his erect cock painfully evident under his black pants. Sliding from the desk she pulled the tie on her trench coat and let it fall open. She shrugged it of her shoulders and it fell into a puddle at her feet.
 
   "Fuck!" Darrien breathed and couldn't stop his eyes from drinking in every exquisite inch of her naked body. Her nineteen year old breasts, though generous in proportion stood pert, with large tight beige nipples.
 
   She stepped forward, placed a knee on the chair between his legs and bent over him. Her breasts hung just inches from his mouth as she nipped at his earlobe. "I think it's time you took a break," she whispered in his ear, before flicking her tongue along the length of his neck.
 
   Groaning, Darrien grasped the arms of the chair, to restrain himself from grabbing hold of her and fucking her right then and there on the desk. Taking an unsteady breath in, he gathered up the little reserve he had left, grabbed her waist and shoved her off him. Getting up, he hurried to the windows, quickly closing the blinds before anyone had a chance to catch a glimpse of his naked sister standing in the middle of his office.
 
   "What in the hell do you think you're doing, Ramona?" he growled, finishing with the last blind and stalking back over to her. "Someone could have seen you!"
 
   Ramona rolled her eyes and huffed as she dropped her naked body into a reclining position in his chair, draping one leg over the arm and exposing her delicious pink pussy to him. Slipping a hand between her legs, she parted the lips of her pussy revealing her swollen clit to him.
 
   He wanted her so badly it was nearly killing him. He remembered the way his cock slid into her, sitting so perfectly inside of her - like it was meant to be there. And how she would wrap those long, beautiful legs around his waist and scream out his name as she came over his cock again and again and again.
 
   Darrien raked an unsteady hand through his hair. "Ramona, you know we can't do this. We agreed, before we left the cabin, that things would go back to normal between us when we got home." His dark brown eyes caught hers, telling her that the matter was not up for discussion.
 
   She shrugged and licked her lips once more, her eyes darting back down to his cock tented in his pants. "Oh come on, Darrien. No one has to know." She dipped a finger into her pussy and then brought it to her lips, licking off her juices. "Mmmm, tastes amazing. Come see for yourself."
 
   Darrien groaned inwardly. Dammit he wanted to fall to his knees and bury his face in that beautiful wet pussy. He closed his eyes, took a couple of deep breaths in and exhaled loudly before locking gazes with her. "We're home now, Ramona. It will never happen between us again."
 
   Ramona's eyes narrowed at him, and a look he'd seen many times over the years flashed in her eyes, a look that made him cringe to see. She was pissed. Pissed and hurt. And nothing good ever came out of Ramona being pissed and upset with him. She rose from the chair, and then bent down to snatch up her coat from the floor.
 
   "Look, Ramona, I'm…" He made an attempt to help her with her jacket but she slapped his hand away.
 
   "Save it, asshole!" She pulled on her coat and tied it angrily as she marched towards the door.
 
   Oh fuck me. He pinched the bridge of his nose in an attempt to fend off an impeding headache. "Ramona wait!"
 
   Hand grasping the doorknob she turned back, shooting daggers at him with her eyes. "Never say never, asswad!"
 
   Darrien opened his mouth to reply, but snapped it shut. There was no way he was going to win this round with her. Anything he said could only potentially make the situation with her worse.
 
   Without another word, or pause to hear his rebuttal, Ramona opened the door and slammed it behind her as she left.
 
   Asswad? Oh that can't be good. Flopping into his office chair he tried to forget the incident, but that was near impossible. He had a million things running through his mind and none of them had anything to do with work. He was as horny as hell, upset that he had hurt her and scared shitless of what stunt Ramona had up her sleeve to get back at him for rejecting her. Or at least what she perceived as a rejection.
 
   Fuck, he groaned once more. Fuck and double fuck. 
 
    
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
    
 
   Lounging by the pool of her parents’ Beverly Hills home, Ramona contemplated how she was going to go about getting her brother back in the sack. As much as she hated to admit it to herself, it wasn't simply that she wanted to feel his thick cock ramming itself into her; she wanted what they had at the cabin back again. She wanted back that close, intimate bond that they had established during that week. The fact that she loved fucking him was just an added bonus. 
 
   Sure she had agreed that they would go back to being only siblings when they came back home, but a part of her had wanted more and half-expected that he'd change his mind. That he'd never follow through with it and they could... well... live happily ever after? She snorted at the idea. As if their parents would allow such a thing to occur. Their parents would be mortified if a romantic relationship were to develop between her and Darrien, but who said they had to know - at least not yet anyhow.
 
   Darrien was just so goddamned stubborn that he couldn't see just how perfect they were together. She thought back to the cabin and their first time together. He'd been pissed and he'd fucked her in the lake. 
 
   Yes... he had been very pissed that day. 
 
   A smile lit up her face, as a plan began to materialize. It was a long shot and one that could blow up in her face, but to hell with it! It wasn't as though they were being all that civil to each other anyhow at the moment.
 
   Leaning over, she rummaged through her handbag and pulled out her mobile phone. Scrolling down her list of phone numbers she came to the person she was looking for - Tiffany McGivens - Darrien's latest little play thing. She'd attended high school with Tiffany and there were two things that Tiffany was all about; money and sex.
 
   Quickly, Ramona placed two calls one to Tiffany with an invitation to meet her at Darrien's place in an hour and one to Darrien apologizing profusely for her earlier behaviour and asking for him to meet her at his place in two hours’ time. He agreed, but the hesitation in his voice told her he knew she was up to something.
 
   A sly grin lifted the corners of her lips; boy, he couldn't have been more right.
 
   Half an hour later, Ramona was inserting the key into the front door and entering Darrien's penthouse apartment. Darrien had given her the key last week so she could feed his cat while he was away for a few days on business and she'd deliberately forgotten to give it back.
 
   Slipping off her jacket she made her way to the kitchen and picked out a bottle of wine. She figured it might take a few drinks along with the cash she was planning on offering Tiffany, in order to get her to go through with Ramona's plan.
 
   Grabbing a couple of glasses, she made her way with the wine into the living room and slipped onto the brown leather sofa, placing the bottle and glasses on the glass coffee table in front of her. Popping the bottle open she indulged in a few sips, as she waited for Tiffany to arrive.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Darrien paused with his hand on the door knob of his apartment. He knew Ramona would be in there waiting for him. Naked? Perhaps. His cock sprang to life thinking of her luscious body and he groaned out loud in response. He'd been trying for the past couple of weeks or so to quench his hunger for Ramona with Tiffany McGiven, but it hadn't been working. He had no connection with Tiffany, and if the truth be known he didn't even like her all that much. She'd been a way to distract him from Ramona, but it was a failing attempt. He decided at that moment that once he was done with Ramona tonight he'd drop by Tiffany's place and end it. 
 
   He didn't believe Ramona's bullshit apology for an instant. Ramona rarely apologized - if ever - especially when she thought she was right, which was the case here. So what was her game plan tonight?
 
   Taking in a deep breath, he unlocked the front door and walked into the apartment. As he shut the door behind him, he heard the faint sound of R&B music coming from his bedroom and immediately got a bad feeling in the pit of his stomach. If she was lying on his bed, naked and masturbating, he doubted he'd be able to restrain himself any longer. Perhaps that was her plan when she'd called, he certainly wouldn't put it past her.
 
   Not bothering to call out his arrival, he kicked off his shoes and shrugged off his black suit jacket. Darrien hung his jacket neatly in the foyer closet and then quietly made his way across the apartment to the master bedroom.
 
    
 
   


  
 



Chapter 2
 
    
 
   Ramona thought she heard the front door open and close, signalling Darrien's return home, but she was too caught up in the sensations that were washing over her to bother opening her eyes to verify. Naked on the bed with her legs spread wide, Ramona savoured the feel of Tiffany's expert tongue as it flicked and teased her clit, before diving deep into her hot, throbbing pussy. Her body trembled as she came closer to the brink.
 
   A minute later she sensed a new set of eyes on her. Ramona propped herself up on her elbows, opened her bright blue eyes and glanced over towards the entrance to the bedroom. 
 
   Sure enough, Darrien was reclined against the door jamb, his arms crossed over his chest and his eyes glued to the sight of Tiffany naked, with her face buried in his sister's pussy. A rush of anticipation and excitement rushed through Ramona watching him watch her. 
 
   As if feeling her eyes on him, Darrien's gaze moved up to meet Ramona's. She expected to see anger on his face, disappointment, jealousy, but she didn't see any of those things, his eyes and expression were blank. Ramona held his gaze as several more waves of pleasure shot through her body, ending in an intense pulsating between her legs.
 
   She was so close that her pussy ached from the need to release. She cupped her breasts in her hands and pinched her nipples, rolling them between her fingers until they were hardened peaks. Darrien's eyes travelled down to her breasts, watching her play with them intently, but still doing and saying nothing.
 
   Ramona, let her head fall back and moaned loudly, as a final wave crashed through her mere seconds before her body tensed and a flood of her juices greeted Tiffany's mouth and tongue.
 
   Not realizing that they had company the petite blonde with the massive tits, sat back on her heels and wiped Ramona's juices from her chin. Sitting up on the bed, Ramona snaked a hand around Tiffany's neck and drew her lips to hers. She grazed her lips across the other woman's, loving the taste of herself on Tiffany's lips and tongue, while keeping her eyes glued to Darrien's, enticing him to join in.
 
   Sensing Ramona's distraction Tiffany broke the kiss and turned toward the door. She gasped, her face reddening, as she spotted Darrien watching them. "Oh-my-God Darrien! I can explain."
 
   Darrien shook his head, his expression remaining impassive. "Don't bother, just grab your stuff and let yourself out. I'd like to speak with my sister privately."
 
   Tiffany looked at Ramona then back at Darrien, before scampering off the bed and quickly throwing on her clothing. Less than two minutes later she was dressed and rushing out, closing the door behind her.
 
   Ramona was a little uncertain as to how to take Darrien's cool exterior. Sitting up on her knees on the middle of the bed she waited for him to say something, anything to her. Anger she could work with. Anger could get her what she wanted, but this cool, collected attitude had her stumped.
 
   "Now, I expected you had some little scheme up your sleeve when you called me earlier, but I didn't expect this." He pulled at his tie, loosening it and then removing it from around his neck, before tossing it onto the black plush armchair next to him. "It doesn't surprise me mind you, it's just... not quite what I expected. I didn't even realize you knew I'd been seeing Tiffany."
 
   Ramona shrugged, "Well, if you're not going to do it then…"
 
   "So how did you convince her to go along with your little plan?"
 
   "Five thousand and a few glasses of wine."
 
   Darrien threw back his head and laughed outright, adding to her confusion. Damn it! He was supposed to be angry - furious. He was supposed to - in his bout of anger - toss her up against the wall and force his long, thick cock into her despite her protests. Then she'd give in and beg him for more. That's how this situation was supposed to play out. It was how it had played out in her mind.
 
   A moment later his laughter subsided and he sighed loudly, sitting down in the chair on which he'd thrown the tie. "Can't you see this will never work out, Ramona?"
 
   Scrambling off of the bed, Ramona walked over to him. She hesitated for a brief moment before straddling him and settling herself on his lap, rubbing her moist, hot pussy against the ridge of his erect cock under his pants. "Yes, it can." she purred into his ear, nipping lightly on his lobe.
 
   Grabbing her shoulders, he pushed her gently back from him. "We can't have a relationship Ramona. All we could ever be is fuck buddies. Is that what you really want?" He raised a questioning brow at her.
 
   No, no it isn't, I want it all, she thought, but found herself nodding. "Yes, that's all I'm asking for. For you to fuck me when I need it."
 
   Darrien sighed, as his eyes left hers and travelled their way down her body, stopping at her generous, pert breasts, before continuing over her flat stomach and to her clean-shaven pussy. Ramona shivered with anticipation, and the moisture increased between her legs. His eyes lingered between her legs before moving slowly back up to her breasts.
 
   He slipped a hand around her and pulled her closer to him, capturing a beige nipple in his mouth, sucking on it, and teasing it with his tongue until it turned into a beige hardened peak for him. 
 
   Arching her back, Ramona moaned as she savoured the feel of his soft, yet firm, lips as they travelled across to her other breast doing the same thing to that one as he had the first. Her fingers worked furiously at undoing the buttons on his white shirt. It had been just over a month since she'd felt his rock hard body against hers; a month too long as far as she was concerned.
 
   His lips left her second breast and claimed hers, his tongue forcing its way past her slightly parted lips to explore her mouth. She moaned against his lips, undoing the final button on his shirt and then working on his belt.
 
   Reaching around her back, Darrien grasped her ass cheeks in his hands and pulled her pussy tight against the ridge of his cock.
 
   "Oh God! I've missed you. Missed your cock!" she gasped, unzipping his pants and slipping her hand under his boxers to grasp his hard long shaft. Darrien groaned as he watched her hand pumping his cock in hard, quick motions.
 
   "Dammit Ramona," he murmured. Suddenly he brushed her hand away and pushed her off him. Slightly confused by his sudden actions, Ramona stood watching as he rose from the chair and shed his clothing, before scooping her up into his arms and carrying her over to the bed.
 
   Tossing her to the bed, he was about to climb onto it himself when she got to her knees and shuffled over to him, placing a hand flat against his chest stopping him. Looking up into his eyes, she nervously nibbled on her bottom lip, deciding whether she should ask the question she'd been curious about. She was about to get what she wanted, so she wasn't certain she wanted to jeopardize the situation now. 
 
   "What?" he asked, raising an inquisitive eyebrow at her.
 
   "Did you fuck her, Darrien?"
 
   A faint grin touched his lips. "Tiffany?"
 
   Ramona nodded.
 
   "What does it matter? We're just going to be fuck buddies right? Nothing more?"
 
   Visibly wincing at his icy tone, Ramona quickly gathered her composure and shrugged, flipping her long chestnut brown hair over her shoulder. "Of course that's all, but I thought that if either of us had been with anyone else since the cabin that we should disclose that information."
 
   His grin widened and he folded his arms over his broad, muscled chest. "I see. On the off chance that since our time at the cabin I may have slept with someone and caught some sort of STD? You're just being safe."
 
   Knowing that he saw though her little ploy, but unwilling to admit the real reason why she wanted to know - despite knowing he already knew anyhow - she nodded. "Of course. It's a health issue."
 
   Darrien clucked his tongue against the roof of his mouth. "Alright, I'll tell you. Strictly in the interests of having an open sexual history with you. For health purposes. No. I never did get the chance to enjoy Tiffany's skills." He motioned towards the bed. "You saw more action with her than I did."
 
   Ramona let out a puff of breath that she hadn't even known she'd been holding until that moment and sat back on her heels. It felt like a weight had been lifted off her knowing that he'd never fucked anyone since their time together. She knew she shouldn’t care either way, but she did and it bothered her no end. "In the interests of sexual disclosure, Tiffany was the only one I've been with since the cabin as well."
 
   "Good, so can we now proceed with the non-committed, fuck-buddy sex? Or do you want to talk some more?"
 
   Ramona's eyes narrowed and she shot him an icy look, anger building within her. With a huff she slipped off the bed. "You're an asshole Darrien!" she spat brushing past him and walking over to his full length dresser where her clothing was neatly stacked.
 
   "Whoa! Wait just one fucking minute, Ramona."
 
   She ignored him and snatched her black lace thong from the dresser, slipping it on. Footsteps sounded behind her and seconds later, she could feel the heat of his breath on her neck, sending a shiver down her spine and exploding within her pussy. Swallowing down her desire for him she reached for her bra when he grabbed her wrist and spun her around to face him.
 
   "I'm giving you want you wanted, Ramona," he growled, grasping her ass cheeks in his hands and pulling her groin tight against his rock hard cock.
 
   Placing her palms flat on his chest she pushed against the hardened muscle. "Get off me, Darrien!"
 
   "I'm done with your games, Ramona. Done." His lips came crashing down onto hers as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties and pushed them down over her hips. They slid down her legs and onto the floor.
 
   She moaned against his lips, as she continued to press her palms against his massive wall of a chest, trying to break away from his iron grip. However, it was a useless effort. Partly because his size and strength greatly overshadowed hers, but also because it was what she wanted.
 
   But dammit, she wanted him to want her because he cared, not because he wanted to get off. Of course he cared, as a brother would for his sister, but she wanted it to be more. More than what he seemed to be willing to offer her right now. Dammit, she was horny and confused and just wanted him so badly. 
 
   With her panties on the floor, he lifted her onto edge of the dresser and forced her legs wide apart, stepping between them. His cock aligned perfectly with her moist pussy which was spread wide and anxiously awaiting his cock.
 
   "Darrien. No, I…" She protested breaking away from his lips, but her protests turned to whimpers as he thrust two fingers into her wet, throbbing core and worked his lips and tongue down the side of her neck. Waves of desire rushed through her, making her arch her back and grip his shoulders tightly.
 
   "You show up at my work naked." His teeth nipped and tongue flicked at her collarbone, making his way to her chest. "You tease and flaunt yourself at me since we've gotten back." His fingers pumped in and out of her tense pussy, expertly stroking her inner wall. "You have my girlfriend tongue-fuck you on my bed, just so I can walk in on the pair of you."
 
   His lips captured one tight beige bud into his mouth and he teeth gently nipped at the nipple, shooting electric jolts of pleasure-pain through her body. "Oh my god!" she managed to squeak out.
 
   "And now you've changed your mind?" he growled, his mouth moving from one breast to the other, working the second nipple into an identical, long, stiff peak.
 
   She didn't think she could handle much more of his taunting. All her anger and reservations she had momentarily felt, melted away, leaving just the hot desire to have his thick, long, rock-hard cock ramming inside her until she came.
 
   He lifted his mouth, slipped his free hand to the back of her head and forced her sapphire blue eyes to meet his dark, chocolate ones. "Your pussy is fucking drenched, Ramona, don't you dare tell me you don't want this after all the shit you've pulled."
 
   To her dismay he slipped his hand from her pussy, leaving it aching to be filled. He stepped closer to her placing the head of his cock at her entrance, drenched in her juices and quivering for him.
 
   Wrapping her legs about his waist, she pulled him in tighter, his cock pressing slightly into her, which only fuelled the raging inferno inside of her. "Please," she gasped.
 
   He ran his tongue up her neck until his lips grazed her earlobe. "Please what, Ramona?"
 
   "Fuck me Darrien. Please, fuck me." she cried out, pulling him tighter against her, her breasts crushed against his massive chest. She'd barely gotten the last word out when his cock thrust in hard and fast, his length and width filling her to the brink and making her scream out from the sudden, forceful invasion.
 
   All concerns about their relationship outside of that moment had disappeared as she became swept up in the sensations crashing over her. His single thrust brought her instantly to the brink. She gripped tightly to him, her fingernails digging deep into his back and he began ramming mercilessly into her, his balls slamming against her ass.
 
   Within seconds her body tensed and she cried out as her pussy exploded over his cock. But he didn't allow her time to bask in her climax. Instead he continued to hammer into her. Fisting her hair in his hand he tugged lightly. When she lifted her face to peer up at him, his lips claimed hers roughly, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth to duel with hers.
 
   Ramona could feel the warm evidence of her climax running down her ass and found her desire rapidly escalating with each thrust. But Darrien was also close, his cock stiffened and swelled, stretching her even further, while his balls tightened.
 
   "Look at me," he demanded. 
 
   Ramona opened her eyes to stare into his as he pulled her tight into his arms and with a deep primal groan, unloaded into the depths of her welcoming pussy. The feel of his heated cum, filling her was enough to send her spiralling over the edge a second time. She moaned and her pussy clenched around his cock, as she came with him. Her pussy milked his cock as he released a couple of smaller bursts of cum into her.
 
   With a sigh, Ramona broke eye contact with him and buried her face into his neck. Wrapping her arms tightly around his neck, she longed to tell him how much she'd missed them being together like this. She wanted to tell him how she wanted to be so much more than just 'fuck buddies.' 
 
   But she didn't. 
 
   Instead she held on tightly to him, savouring the feel of his hot, strong body against hers. For the first time in her life, Ramona wanted something that she wasn't sure she could have or ever be able to obtain. She wanted his unconditional love and affection.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 



Chapter 3
 
    
 
    
 
   Holding tightly to Ramona, Darrien took a breath in and was greeted by the intoxicating scent of Ramona's perfume. God, he'd missed holding her warm, soft body against his. As much as he would never have admitted it to Ramona, he'd missed being with her as much - if not more - than she had claimed to miss him. He just hadn't been as forthcoming with that information as she had been. 
 
   What would be the point? As far as he was concerned there was no purpose in telling her how he felt. And there was no point in holding onto some fairytale dream that perhaps they could be a normal couple who could go out on normal dates and maybe even consider a half-way normal future together.
 
   Darrien could only imagine the outrage of their parents if they found out about how he and Ramona had spent the week at the cabin. He had no doubt in his mind that his father would disown him - hell, disown them both and they could say farewell to their trust funds. Those would be gone. His father would see their relationship as a disgrace to the family.
 
   Trying to reason with his father over the fact that they technically weren't blood related wouldn't do them any good. Their last names were the same, and they had lived under the same roof as brother and sister for over five years. Despite it being just five years since Ramona and her mother entered his life, his father saw them as siblings, introduced them to colleagues and friends as siblings. As far as they were concerned Darrien and Ramona were as good as blood now.
 
   Which brought Darrien back to the big problem. What in the hell was he going to do about Ramona? He loved her, loved her more than he could have ever imagined possible. That was the main reason why nothing had happened between him and Tiffany. Tiffany had been more than willing, but she wasn't Ramona, and therefore nothing physical had developed between them. So the question remained, what in the fuck was he going to do now?
 
   A slight shiver vibrated through Ramona's body, breaking him from his thoughts. Realizing that his depleted cock was still buried in her heated depths he gently slipped it from her despite her soft moan of protest. Stepping back from her, he slipped his arm under her legs and hoisted her into his arms, holding her tight against his chest as he carried her over to the bed, then deposited her gently onto it before stretching out beside her.
 
   Ramona, cuddled close to his side, laying her head on his shoulder and began tracing the contours of the muscles in his chest with her perfectly manicured index finger. The feel of her soft caress sent a shiver through him and his cock immediately took notice.
 
   She remained silent for a few minutes, though a frown had formed on her striking features. He immediately knew that it wouldn't be long before he was bombarded with questions to which he was still trying to figure out the answers.
 
   Finally she lifted her eyes to look at him and nibbled on her lower lip. "Can I ask you something?"
 
   Awww shit, here we go, he thought, but answered, "Sure."
 
   "Why didn't you have sex with Tiffany?"
 
   Darrien let out a loud puff of air and raked a hand through his short dark hair. Finally he shrugged. "It just didn't happen."
 
   Ramona's eyes narrowed at him as if considering his answer. "That's odd because Tiffany was always the school slut in high school. Shit, I had her naked and licking my pussy for five grand and she was anxious to do it."
 
   Laughing, Darrien met Ramona's inquisitive eyes, amused that she would have the nerve to pay Tiffany off and drag her into the little stunt she’d pulled. She never stopped amazing him with the lengths she'd go to get what she wanted. "Maybe she's changed since high school and just needed the money," he suggested.
 
   It was Ramona's turn to laugh, "I don't think that's it." She appeared to be considering pressing the topic further, but Darrien silently prayed that she would let it drop. He'd give them tonight together. Just tonight, then he'd end this before it became harder than it already was.
 
   To his relief, the inquisitive look in her eyes turned to one of desire as she gave him a coy smile, while her hand slowly made its way down his torso, over his abs and finally to his growing cock. His breath caught in his throat as her soft, delicate hand tightly grasped his cock and sent a surge of desire through him.
 
   He nodded towards his hardened cock. "I think you need to get that pretty little mouth of yours down there and suck it."
 
   Her grin widened as she pressed her lips to his chest. Keeping her eyes focused on his she began kissing her way down his chest, while continuing to stroke his cock, fanning the hunger within him. Her lips reached his shaft and with the flick of her tongue, licked off the pre-cum which was beginning to form at the tip. She ran her tongue along the underside of his cock until she came to his balls. 
 
   "Ah fuck," he groaned when she took one into her mouth, gently sucking on it. His body tensed as she slipped the first from her mouth and then began to suck on the second, still, stroking his cock. "Oh yeah, that's perfect, honey."
 
   "Good?" she teased, releasing his balls and moving back to his dick.
 
   "Mmm-hmm. Turn around. It's been too long since I've tasted you."
 
   Doing as requested Ramona turned to lie over him and lowered her pussy to his face before continuing her sweet torture on his cock. Forcing her legs wide, he spread the lips of her pussy to display her juicy pink core. Pulling her down closer, he ran his tongue along the length of her from her clit to her ass.
 
   Ramona moaned over his cock and wiggled her cunt against his face, sending sweet vibrations through him. He ran his tongue along her a second time, then rimmed her ass. She moaned louder.
 
   Leaving her ass, his focus shifted to her swollen, quivering clit, which he began sucking and nipping at until he had her squirming and bucking against his mouth. As he continued to tease her clit, he spread her ass cheeks once more, lubricating her ass with the excessive amounts of her juices and slowly pressed his thumb into her.
 
   Ramona's bucking against his face and moaning over his cock as she diligently sucked it was rapidly bringing him to a climax. He began to pump her in time with her up and down motions on his cock, working in perfect sync with her in a beautiful harmony of giving and receiving. As he came closer to exploding in her mouth he found himself wondering why he would deny her and himself this pleasure. Who were they hurting really... right?
 
   His whole body was now on fire, the tension building to the point where he could barely contain it any longer. Just before his release came, her body tensed over him, and a gush of her juices coated his mouth, and slid onto his tongue and down his throat. Darrien greedily lapped up each drop and groaned as he shot his load against the back of her throat. Ramona's lips and mouth milked his cock of each and every drop, before she released it, placing a tender kiss on the tip.
 
   Ramona quickly slid from his body and repositioned herself against him, her head once again resting on his shoulder. A wave of emotions washed over him as he looked down into her contented face and held her soft body - which trembled slightly from the after-effects of her third orgasm - tight to him.
 
   Darrien caught Ramona's eyes and a look passed between them, a look that spoke the words ‘I love you’ – words which were tearing at him to be uttered, but he continued to bite them back. Saying things like that would only complicate a relationship that couldn't exist. So he said nothing. Instead, he broke eye contact and planted a tender kiss on the top of her head.
 
   "Me too," she whispered into his ear before settling back down onto him, closing her eyes and promptly falling asleep.
 
   "Dammit," he groaned softly, though a trace of a smile touched his lips. Pandora had opened the proverbial box. What in the hell am I going to do now?
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   "Darrien," Ramona sighed. With her eyes still closed, she reached out next to her, but came up empty. Her blue eyes fluttered open to reveal the other side of the bed was vacant. Frowning Ramona looked over at the brass clock mounted above the stone fireplace in the bedroom and noticed it was almost noon.
 
   Feeling somewhat disappointed that he'd taken off to work without waking her first, she threw the blankets off her and slid from the bed. As she stood and stretched, reaching her hands high above her head and giving a loud yawn, she noticed a slip of paper on the nightstand. Lock up when you leave. I'll get my spare keys from you whenever I see you next.
 
   Ramona frowned. That's it? And what does he mean by whenever I see you next? She assumed she'd be seeing him again tonight, but the tone of that simple note left her with a very bad feeling. She understood what his feelings had been about them being together; he felt it wasn't something that could - or should - ever happen, but that was before... 
 
   That was before he’d given her that look last night before she went to sleep. She knew she hadn't dreamt it. She had seen the love and affection in his eyes and in his expression when he'd looked at her. 
 
   So why such a formal, emotionless note?
 
   Ramona was tempted to call him right then and there. No, she would go to the office and confront him; that's what she'd normally have done. But she didn't do that either. 
 
   Instead, with a huff, she balled the note up in her fist and tossed it into the bedside wastebasket. There was only one way to find out and that meant staying right where she was until he got home from work.
 
   As she sauntered into the bathroom, heading for the large whirlpool tub intent on taking a long luxurious aromatherapy bath, she found herself satisfied with her solution. She'd simply wait till he got home and confront him once and for all. They'd work it out, they had to.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Darrien wasn't foolish enough to think that Ramona wouldn't be waiting for him when he got home so he worked extra late that evening, burying his mind in a pile of paperwork. A quick knock and the sound of his office door opening brought his eyes away from the pile of work on his desk.
 
   "What's so important that you have to stay here until 10pm, Darrien?" his father, Frank, asked as he stepped into the office and scanned the top of his desk.
 
   "What are you doing here, dad? I thought you’d left early today?" Darrien's dark eyes peered back at the identical dark eyes of his father.
 
   His father walked around his son's desk and looked at the papers in front of him. "Yes, I did. I was just dropping by for something." he picked up one of the file folders and examined it briefly then tossed it back down. Perching on the edge of Darrien's desk his father crossed his arms over his chest and let out a loud sigh. "What's going on?"
 
   Sitting back into his chair, Darrien swivelled around so he could face his father and shrugged. "Nothing at all. Just wanted to get this done and out of the way. That's all."
 
   Frank glanced back at the papers, narrowed his eyes and then returned his attention back to Darrien. "You've been acting odd since you and your sister…"
 
   "Stepsister," Darrien interjected, though not sure why. He simply felt he needed to make the distinction.
 
   His father nodded. "Yes. Well. Stepsister, came back from your little vacation together."
 
   "I'm fine. We're fine."
 
   His father rubbed the stubble on his chin. "Come to think about it. She's been acting odd as well. I don't think she's been on a date since you two came back." Frank chuckled. "Can you imagine, Ramona not going out to her little parties or dating?" He hit Darrien with a suspicious stare. "Makes me think there might be something going on with you two."
 
   Darrien's face blanched. "I'm not sure what you're getting at." Darrien shifted uncomfortably in his chair and gave a nervous chuckle. His father was one of the most perceptive men he knew, especially when it came to family. He was slightly surprised that his father had taken so long to approach him about his relationship with Ramona.
 
   His father clucked his tongue against the roof of his mouth and stood. "What I'm getting at is this. If you two didn't actually sort things out between you while at the cabin and you're only playing nice with one another so you can get your trust funds then know this... I'll find out, whatever it is that you two are up to and if it's not to my liking you won't be seeing a penny of that money, are we clear?"
 
   Fuck, if he only knew just how well we get along now, he mused ruefully. "Crystal, Sir, I assure you that isn't the case. We get along fine now and we're not up to anything. It's just all been sorted out."
 
   "Good." He gave Darrien a quick, fatherly pat on the back, before walking towards the door. At the door he stopped and turned back to Darrien. "Oh and do me a favour and pack it up for the night. And also, if you see your sister, tell her to check in with her mother. She hasn't been home since yesterday afternoon and isn't answering her mobile."
 
   "Stepsister," Darrien grumbled as his father disappeared out of the office door.
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Having had enough of waiting around for Darrien to come home, Ramona decided to drop by the office and as suspected, his Black Escalade was parked in the VIP parking outside of the twelve story building with their father's Porsche beside it. Slipping her BMW into a slot next Darrien's she shut it off and stepped out.
 
   Slamming the door behind her, she took a moment to reconsider going in. Perhaps Darrien and their father were working late finishing up some big project. She was about to get back into the car when their father came out of the building and immediately spotted her.
 
   "Where have you been? Your mother said you weren't answering your mobile and you never came home last night." He glowered at her as he approached. "Let me guess you were at some wild party, you got drunk and then passed out. Am I close?"
 
   Ramona bit at her lower lip and shrugged. "Something like that."
 
   Her father eyed her up and down. "Why are you here anyhow?"
 
   "Ummm."
 
   "She called me and offered to accompany me to a late dinner."
 
   Relief flooded over Ramona at the sound of Darrien's voice. Looking over her shoulder she noticed him exiting the building and walking towards them.
 
   Their father looked from one face to the other as Darrien made it to Ramona's side. "You two? Going to dinner... together?" 
 
   Darrien shoved his hands into the pockets of his trousers. "As I said, dad - we've set aside our differences." He gave her a slight hip bump. "Right, Sis?"
 
   Rolling with it Ramona nodded, bumping him back, but with a little added force. "Right, big brother."
 
   Their father was silent for a moment considering their words and eyeing them intently. Finally, he nodded and a rare smile pulled at the corners of his lips. "Good. It shows a great amount of maturity on both your parts. In that case, have a good late dinner you two."
 
   Ramona and Darrien stood side-by-side and watched as their father slipped into his car and sped off. When he was finally out of sight Ramona spun around to face Darrien planting her tiny fists on her hips and glaring at him. She'd thought it over for the majority of the day and she was determined that they were going to have a serious conversation about what was going on between them and that conversation was going to take place now! "I think we need to have a little chat."
 
   Darrien sighed and raked a hand through his hair. "Ramona…"
 
   "Why won't you admit how you really feel about me Darrien?" Ramona demanded, poking her index finger into his chest.
 
   "Please Ramona. Not here. Not now." He made an attempt to brush past her, but she blocked his path.
 
   "No, it will be now and it will be here." She tried to maintain her cool, but the frustration she was feeling was at its boiling point.
 
   Darrien's dark eyes narrowed as he looked down at her and his voice took on an icy edge. "You wanted me to fuck you last night. And I hadn't gotten laid since the cabin, so I fucked you. End of story."
 
   Ramona visibly winced, but she wasn't about to be deterred. She was planning on laying it out on the line tonight, once and for all. "I saw the look in your eyes last night Darrien. I'm in love with you and I know you love me back. That's what really matters, we can figure out the rest when the time is right."
 
   She saw his expression soften and breathed a sigh of relief when he placed his hands on her shoulders and pulled her close to him. Wrapping her arms around his waist she buried her face in his neck and savoured the deep, spicy scent of his cologne. "I do love you Ramona."
 
   Ramona smiled and gripped on tighter to him. She was overwhelmed with relief to finally hear him admit it.
 
   "As my sister. I love you as my sister, Ramona. That's all."
 
   Ramona froze against him. She felt as though her heart was being ripped from her chest by his words. Deep down she suspected the motive for what he was saying, but the anger took over again. How could he be willing to jeopardize them being together just because of his fear of their parents? Why couldn't he be as willing to fight for them to be together as she was? With tears welling up in her eyes, she pulled away from him and sniffed.
 
   "Fuck you Darrien," she spat, pulling fully from his embrace and rushing over to her car.
 
   Darrien hesitated before attempting to chase after her. At the last moment he lunged after her and grabbed her wrist as she slid into the car. "Wait, Ramona!"
 
   Yanking her arm from his grasp, she glared up at him through tear filled eyes. "If you want something badly enough Darrien, then you fight for it." With that she slammed the door on him, started the engine and tore out of the parking lot. Darrien stood, emotionally torn, watching the taillights of her vehicle disappear into the night.
 
   


  
 



Chapter 4
 
    
 
    
 
   It had been close to a month since the incident in the parking lot and Darrien had never been so miserable in his life. He’d avoided Ramona as much as possible, which wasn't all that hard considering she wanted nothing to do with him. The few dinners he was forced to attend at his parents’ house found him and Ramona at each other’s throats worse than they'd ever been before. He'd welcomed the two weeks he'd had to spend in Seoul, South Korea on business.
 
   Now that he was back in California, he was attending a party in which he had no real interest in, but was attending anyhow simply to keep his mind off Ramona. He'd decided to attend because when he wasn't busy he would just think of her and that pained expression on her face when she'd pulled away from him and told him to go fuck himself. 
 
   He'd lied to her about how he felt. He had thought it was in the best interests of everyone concerned that he had, but he was now beginning to think he'd been wrong. Very wrong.
 
   I have to make this right. She was right. Darrien pulled his mobile phone from his jacket pocket when he heard the faint sound of laugher, not just any laughter, but her laughter coming from one of the other rooms.
 
   If that wasn't a sign he was supposed to make amends with her and make things right, then he didn't know what was. Setting his beer down on the coffee table he stood and headed in the direction of the laughter. Leaving the living room, he heard her a second time and the sound came from the direction of the kitchen. He hurriedly made his way to her, but stopped dead in his tracks upon entering the room and stared.
 
   He watched as some tall blonde man, who had his back to Darrien, leaned in and kissed Ramona. Not just a short, sweet kiss, but a long passionate kiss that had Darrien's blood boiling. Seeing Ramona with Tiffany was one thing. He knew what that little stunt had been about, but this, this was different. 
 
   He was positive she didn't know he was there. He'd just arrived moments before hearing her, so this guy who had his tongue rammed down Ramona's throat - his Ramona - would be someone she actually wanted to be with.
 
   If you want something badly enough Darrien, then you fight for it. Ramona's words rang loudly in his head. "To hell with it, it's for the best anyhow," he muttered under his breath turning away and walking back the way he had come.
 
   Darrien hadn't made it ten feet before he stopped once more. Who said that other joker was the best thing for her? Why shouldn't she have gone to someone else; he'd made it quite clear the night in the parking lot that whatever it was that they’d had was over. While his conscience and good reason screamed for him to keep moving, to leave the party and never look back, he couldn't.
 
   No. He wanted and needed her. Maybe she might not want him back. Maybe she'd call him an asshole and tell him to go fuck himself again, but at least it would be her decision this time - not his.
 
   With his mind made up, he marched into the kitchen and headed straight for Ramona and her 'friend'. He tapped on the man's shoulder, pulling him away from Ramona - his Ramona. "Excuse me, I'd like to speak to my sister privately."
 
   The beefy, blonde man frowned, looked over at Ramona and shrugged. "Yeah, sure man... whatever."
 
   He turned to leave them alone, but Ramona grabbed onto his arm before he could take a step, while glaring at Darrien. "No, don't go. I have nothing to say to my brother."
 
   Darrien nodded to the man, "Give us five minutes and then I'll take off."
 
    
 
   ****
 
    
 
   Ramona had noticed Darrien when he came in and her first instinct was to make a hasty getaway with her date. This was her first date since the incident in the parking lot, so after quick deliberation, she'd decided to stay and not let Darrien ruin her night. As far as she was concerned, she shouldn't have to miss out on a good time simply because Darrien was in attendance. 
 
   Deep down, even though she didn't want to admit it, she was hoping Darrien might have had second thoughts about ending their 'relationship' - if she could have even called it that. Deep down she hoped his seeing her with someone else would help him realize his error.
 
   Seeing Darrien so insistent on speaking with her raised her hopes that maybe... possibly... Heaving a loud sigh and rolling her eyes for the benefit of her date, Chris - and to a lesser extent Darrien - she relented. "Alright, you have five minutes, Darrien."
 
   A relieved smile crossed his face. "Good. Come on." Placing a hand at the small of her back he ushered her up the stairs to a small deserted bedroom and closed the door behind them, locking it.
 
   Crossing her arms over her chest, she tapped her heeled shoe on the carpet, cocked her head to one side and eyed him. "So? What do you want, Darrien?" She tried to keep her expression as blank as possible, but her hopes were rising. Maybe...
 
   "You haven't returned any of my calls or texts," he accused, stuffing his hands into the front pockets of his jeans and meeting her gaze.
 
   "Why would I? I think you've made your stance on us perfectly clear," she replied with a smirk.
 
   He remained silent a moment then closed the distance between them. Grasping her shoulders in his hands, he peered down at her. "I can't take you being with someone else, Ramona."
 
   "Just so I'm clear, I can't be with you, but I can't be with anyone else either?" she cocked a brow at him. "Sorry Darrien, it doesn't work that way." She attempted to brush past him, but he blocked her path.
 
   "No. I... I just..."
 
   With a disappointed huff, Ramona pulled herself from his grasp and walked around him, hurrying to the door. How could I even get my hopes up that he'd change his mind, he's a stubborn, arrogant…
 
   "I'm in love with you, Ramona. You can't be with him because you were meant to be with me!"
 
   With her hand on the door handle, Ramona froze, hardly believing she'd heard what she did. She heard his footsteps and then felt his strong hands as they slid around her waist. His lips grazed her neck and she could feel the warmth of his breath, which sent a shiver through her. She closed her eyes and fell back against his hard body, allowing his warmth to engulf her.
 
   "What are you saying exactly Darrien?" She whispered.
 
   "I'm saying I want you Ramona, only you. Move into my place tomorrow. I'll go home with you and help you pack. I need to be with you."
 
   Oh God! Turning her head she ghosted her lips over his. "I love you too," she whispered against them.
 
   Pulling her tighter against his body, Darrien's lips claimed hers. As she sighed, his tongue slipped past her lips to explore her welcoming mouth. It felt so good, and so amazing to feel his arms around her again and to feel his lips caressing hers.
 
   "Do you think buddy downstairs would miss you if you didn't go back down for a while?" Darrien asked, grabbing her hips and pressing his growing cock against her rear. His lips worked their way down the side of her neck, making her moan as her head fell back against his shoulder. He cupped her breasts, palming them and teasing her nipples through the thin spandex top of her dress, until they stood tight and erect under his fingers.
 
   She considered Chris downstairs a moment. She didn't know him overly well, but she did know him well enough to feel confident that he wouldn't be missing her in the least. Chances were the moment she'd disappeared from the room, he would have already begun scouting the party for eligible ladies.
 
   "I don't think he'll miss me," she replied, pushing her ass back against his now hard-as-granite cock. Damn it she had missed his beautiful cock, and her pussy was throbbing, begging for him to give it some long-awaited relief.
 
   A low growl came from Darrien as he released her and turned to survey the room. It was a small bedroom, decorated all in pink with a Barbie comforter on the single bed and matching Barbie curtains at the windows.
 
   Ramona noticed the massive collection of Barbies and other various dolls on the shelved wall and grimaced. Slipping an arm around him, she kissed his neck. "I don't know if I can do it in front of them." She nodded towards the dozens of plastic faces, their tiny eyes watching them accusingly. Darrien gave her a slight nudge, and Ramona allowed herself to be ushered over to the tiny bed. "This is so wrong, Darrien." 
 
   Darrien bent her over the bed, no longer facing the dolls but she was now face to face with Barbie's bright blue eyes and blonde hair on the comforter. Oh, this is so-so wrong.
 
   "Our whole relationship is wrong, honey," he retorted, slipping the hem of her short, spandex skirt up over her hips, then pulling her red thong down over her ass and letting it fall to her ankles. "Think of them as spectators."
 
   Ramona would have laughed, but instead her chuckle turned into a moan as the cool air, tickled her wet, aching pussy. Darrien placed a light kiss on her bare lower back and began to work his way down, his hands caressing her firm, round ass. Spreading her ass cheeks, he ran his tongue between her folds from her clit to rim her exposed ass.
 
   "Oh God Darrien," she moaned, fisting the comforter.
 
   "Mmmm, so nice and wet. I've missed tasting you, honey." he murmured sliding her thong from her ankles, pocketing it, and then urging her legs wider apart and burying his face in her pink core.
 
   She whimpered as he pumped her pussy with two fingers, and alternated between sucking on her clit and pussy lips, and flicking her clit with his tongue. Tremors overtook her body as she endured his sweet torture. 
 
   No one could match the skills that Darrien had in the pussy-licking department, every flick of his tongue, and every stroke of his fingers deep within her - caressing her G-spot - brought her higher and higher until she found herself cresting the summit.
 
   His soft groans combined with the faint sounds of his tongue and lips, licking and sucking, as if he were enjoying the finest feast from her cunt was enough to send her spiralling over the edge. She cried out his name, as she exploded.
 
   "My God!" he murmured, as a gush of her juices slid over his fingers and down his hand. He quickly replaced his fingers with his tongue, lapping up every drop of her, while occasionally thrusting it deep into her, reminding her that his cock was coming soon, to bring her to yet another glorious orgasm.
 
   "Darrien!" she protested when his mouth finally finished lapping up every last drop of her and he stood from his crouched position behind her.
 
   A deep, sexy chuckle sounded behind her along with the noise of his jeans being unzipped and being slid down. She thrust her ass up in the air for him, anxious to feel that glorious cock of his inside her. 
 
   He slapped her ass making her yelp. He then caressed the stinging flesh with his hand as he rubbed the head of his cock against her swollen clit and between her folds. "Damn I wish I had some lube with me right now," he mumbled as his thumb caressed the tight bud of her ass. Dipping his thumb into her pussy, he brought it, now drenched in her juices back to her ass and slowly slid it into her tight hole.
 
   Ramona groaned. She hated - yet loved - when he teased her like this. "Please, give it to me." She thrust her ass up at him again, pushing his thumb further into her ass and she moaned as the need rocked through her worse than ever now.
 
   He gave her another slap, and she yelped, and then bucked again. His hand slapping the soft flesh of her rear, combined with his thumb buried deep into her ass and his cock with its head barely breaching the entrance of her core were all tormenting her; making her long for the glorious moment when he fully sheathed himself in her.
 
   "Pease, Darrien, stop teasing." She bucked against his cock pushing the swollen tip into her. She moaned and grasped the comforter tighter. When she pressed back a second time, he began to move with her, inching in slowly, yet filling her completely.
 
   "I swear, Ramona, I think your pussy was made for my dick." His voice was ragged as he began to increase his speed.
 
   Lowering herself to her elbows, she began to thrust back against him with greater force, working in perfect unison with him. "God baby, that's good." she gasped.
 
   Gripping tighter to her hips he increased his speed. Faster and harder he moved inside of her until she found herself overwhelmed with the need for release. One more thrust, two more, and her pussy clenched onto his cock as she exploded onto him.
 
   Groaning in unison with her, Darrien increased his speed taking complete control over her as he pummelled her forcefully from behind. Her breasts jiggled, her nipples grazing the blanket under her, sending mini jolts of please through her as the head of his cock, rubbed mercilessly against her inner wall.
 
   "Mmmm, Darrien," she whimpered.
 
   "Yeah honey, take the cock. Take it all in," he rasped in response.
 
   She was still feeling slightly light-headed from the previous orgasm, but his fast and furious pounding was bringing her to her breaking point once more. "Oh yeah. Harder. Faster!" She cried out bucking wildly against him.
 
   "Are you going to come with me honey?"
 
   "Yes! Yes! Oh yes!"
 
   Pulling out completely, he rammed his cock into her one final time and came deep into her, unloading in several forceful spurts. The feel of his warm cum, was enough to send her - yet again - over the edge. She came hard over him, her pussy clenching around his throbbing cock as it unloaded - her juices mixing with the cum already inside of her.
 
   Spent, she flopped onto her stomach over Barbie's oversized face on the comforter. Darrien slowly pulled out of her, and their combination of fluids began to drip from her pussy and onto the blanket below. Still panting she rolled over to her back and looked up at him, a satisfied smile on her face.
 
   Placing a knee beside her waist, Darrien bent over her and placed a tender kiss on her lips. "So you'll move in with me?" he teased, though by the look in his eyes he already knew her answer.
 
   "Mmm-Hmm," she murmured, deepening their kiss.
 
   Pulling away from her, Darrien flopped onto his back next to her and took her hand. Lifting her palm to his lips, he kissed it tenderly, flicking his tongue across its sensitive surface, causing her pussy to pulsate. He stopped his teasing suddenly and dropped her hand. Lifting his head he frowned. "You were right. They do seem to be watching, don't they?"
 
   She'd totally forgotten about the dolls. Lifting her head she followed his gaze and also frowned. You bad, bad girl. The dolls seemed to chant at her. "Kinda creepy," she agreed with a nod. "We really should get out of here."
 
   Darrien nodded. "Yeah. Let's go home." He paused and looked down at their partially naked, bodies and grimaced, "Once we find the owner of the house and perhaps pay them for a new comforter." Standing he pulled her up to her feet and her body in tight against his.
 
   Wrapping her arms around his waist she sighed and placed a light kiss on his chest.
 
   She closed her eyes, as he slipped a hand to the nape of her neck and urged her to look up at him. Opening her eyes, she saw the love and affection she'd seen before and which was mirrored in hers.
 
   "Now by home, I mean I want you with me. Out of our parents’ manor and with me. If that's what you still want?"
 
   Smiling, Ramona nodded. "What about mom and dad?"
 
   Darrien shrugged, "Like you said, we'll deal with them when the time is right."
 
   "Then take me home," she whispered against his mouth.
 
   "There's nothing I want more."
 
   As she lost herself in the comfort of his strong arms, she knew she'd never been happier. Despite her happiness at being with him, in the back of her mind she also knew that admitting their true feelings was the easy part. They had a long, hard journey ahead of them before they'd truly be free to be together.
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