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STEP MOM'S SECRET

ENTICED

Raven Black


CHAPTER ONE

- MAGGIE -


Maggie hated herself in that moment. So much so that in her thoughts when she cursed herself, she called herself by her given name of ‘Margret’ instead of what she insisted everyone else call her, Maggie. She laid there with tears swelling in her eyes but refused to allow one tear drop to fall down her cheek.

You’re so stupid, Margret. You’re not going to cry. Not in front of your stepson. You’re a grown woman and your sobbing like the stupid child you are!

Maggie took slow and steady breaths through her mouth because she knew if she sniffed through her nose the wet stuffy sound it would make would alert her stepson she was crying again. And he was laying right behind her in the bed.

Taking a deep breath, Maggie cleared her thoughts. She had managed to calm herself down ever since going inside her stepson’s hotel room, but now as she laid in the darkness trying to find sleep, all of her thoughts swelled back to the fight she just left in the next hotel room over.

I might be a dumb, but I need to stop. You’re working yourself up over this. Just put it out of your mind like every other time. Think about... think about the beach tomorrow. How warm the sand would be.

A chill cut through Maggie while she tried to think about the warm. Nick kept his AC on full blast in his hotel room throughout the whole night and she didn’t know how he did it. He only slept in his boxers. Granted she wasn’t much better. Maggie wore an oversized white t-shirt and her light blue pajama pants. The shiver went through her body so deeply that she trembled the bed.

“Are you cold? Do you want me to turn the AC off?” Nick asked leaning up on one arm behind Maggie. He was half out of the bed already.

“Oh, no-no, sorry, stay,” Maggie said teaching behind her. She meant to grab his arm but instead felt the soft skin of her stepson’s inner thigh, the fabric of his boxers, and maybe something else. “It’s uh, just a shiver. It’ll pass.” Maggie quickly slid her hand away.

“Are you sure? It’s no problem,” Nick pressed.

“Yeah, no, you can leave it on, um, maybe if you can just rub my arms a sec to help warm me up. Then I’ll be fine,” Maggie’s small hands, that were ice themselves, did little to nothing rubbing her own shoulders.

“Oh... yeah, sure,” Nick said climbing back into bed. Maggie almost had to grab the side of the bed while he readjusted on his side to keep her from being rolled about. Same as when Nick’s father got in and out of the bed.

Nick might’ve been only 19 years old and a sophomore in college, but he was already quite the specimen. At six feett tall he was becoming more and more involved in the power lifting community. A gift from his father who used to compete in Mr. Universe competitions as a body builder. Nick had always been into lifting but through his college years power lifting had become a passion of his.

Maggie could feel Nick’s body depress the bed behind her and his body heat irradiate on her before he even touched her. His bear claw of a hand wrapped around her delicate shoulder and gently rubbed up and down to her elbow. Maggie let out a long breath as she felt the clenched feeling in her chest since leaving her husband’s hotel room, finally release. Closing her eyes, she hummed a sigh of relaxation and felt her body slide backwards into the concave of the bed and back into Nick.

His body was soft and hard at same time. Though, not cut like his father was with defined and lean pectoral muscles and such, Nick’s solid body was filled with hulking muscles with a thin layer of fat over his muscles. Leaning back against him felt perfect in that moment. Another shiver went through her body as the cold left her body. His body’s warmth permeated from her back edging closer to her front. As she wiggled tighter into the position of the small spoon was when she felt the growing bulge from her stepson’s crotch.

At first, Maggie froze. She didn’t want to embarrass Nick and so she thought it was best to pretend it wasn’t there. To just lie still and act like she didn’t feel his erection poking her butt crack. But as the seconds passed things only got worse not better. Her poor stepson’s erection had only grown larger and harder, to the point that she even had to adjust her butt cheeks, so it poked between her thighs and not right into her cheek.

Maggie didn’t know what to do. She couldn’t ask him to leave it was his hotel room that he allowed her to stay in for the night. Maggie couldn’t leave the bed; Nick was nice enough to give her the bed after Maggie and her husband had their fight. Nick was going to sleep on the couch until Maggie forbid it.

“This bed is huge, why don’t you just sleep on that side.” She had said. “It’ll be fine, we won’t be near each other.” How little did she know how much room a 6ft tall power builder takes up in a king size bed.

And to top it all off she was the one who asked him to rub her shoulders for her. As with everything, it was all her fault. Maggie made this bed and now she must lay in it-quite literally. She felt it in the way his hand rubbed her shoulder as well. It was more hesitant and careful. But something else was happening, too.

Maggie felt Nick’s hard on flex between her legs and her eye lids fluttered as her eyes rolled back in the bliss of the feeling. The tip of his shaft had flexed up and into the lips of her sex in such a way to just part them. He didn’t intend to press just there, and she didn’t plan on becoming so aroused but they both happened.

A moment passed and she felt him flex again, this time even harder and longer. What made it worse was when Nick tried to scoot back to relieve the pressure made by his swelling erection, but due to the depressed bed he immediately rocked back forward, the head of his shaft jabbing the crotch of her pajama pants up into her sex.

This time the feeling was too much. Nick grabbed her shoulder, probably intent on pulling away from her but, the force of his grip only sent her over the edge. Her delicate hand closed on top of his, holding it to her shoulder. The moan escaped her lips before she could stop it. Maggie pulled his large strong hand towards her face. She wanted to feel his warmth on her cheek, but somehow, she had pulled his hand and it ended up in her left breast.

Bra less and wearing only an old Atlanta Zoo t-shirt that was much too big for her since she had bought it back when she was 7 months pregnant with her daughter from her first marriage, Maggie’s heavy, thick breasts hung to the side she laid. Without any assistance Nick’s warm palm gripped right on top of her nipple. Pressing into her chest, Maggie hummed another moan. High pitched and thoughtless as she grinded her butt cheeks against her stepson’s crotch.

Maggie didn’t want to think about how Nick was her stepson for over 4 years now. She didn’t want to know that she was over twice his age, and she didn’t want to remember that somewhere out there she had a daughter that was in college and two years older than Nick was right now. Thinking would mean to think about the fight she just had with Nick’s father and she could not bear that, and more importantly, that would mean this amazing feeling she felt would have to stop.

Maggie’s hand reached behind her and wrapped around the thick muscle of Nick’s bare thigh. Holding him against her back side she felt his bulging member push and grind into her ever moistening pussy, she began to realize just how depraved and desperate for satisfaction she was in that moment and in life. Nick’s hand began to slide up and down her breast, making circles and squeezing on the meat of her breast.

“Ohhhmmm...” Maggie let the words escape her lips. Her ever erecting nipples ached with the rub of his hand. The tip found every groove between his fingers until, finally his thumb and forefinger pinched around her, making her press her ass out and into his lap. “Ahhh... oh, hmm...”

After what felt like a lifetime for Maggie stopped teasing her nipples and breasts, keeping her in a state of reckless bliss, Nick’s hand then slid down the front of her t-shirt slowly. She winced when his hand brushed her stomach, Maggie winced but held her breath so Nick would not notice. As she felt his fingers near her sex, Maggie opened her thick thighs for her stepson. It was instinct she ran on now; her mind was a clouded maze of pleasure and she was lost in the middle of it and not looking for the way out.

When his fingers slipped beneath the elastic band of her pajama pants, Nick seemed to hesitate as his hand brushed along the short strands of her trimmed bush she had. Like a spoiled teenage girl, Maggie whined as she couldn’t stand the pause and pressed his hand farther down her pants. “Mmmmmmm...”

Immediately, she felt his thick finger press against the length of her pussy lips. Maggie’s mouth hung open and her breath caught in her throat as she felt her stepson enter her. His thick finger slid with ease inside and back out of her pussy. Nick began to pant along the back of her neck as Maggie turned her head so her blond hair wouldn’t stick in his face. Nick’s finger pumped her pussy lips in excruciating slow and deep thrusts.

“Ohh!” Maggie moaned and went silent again as she held her breath. Her lips were so wet she could hear the sloshing of her juices as his pace slowly increased. Her pajama pants had slid of the bubble of her butt in all the commotion and Maggie could feel her stepson’s shaft through his stretched boxers grinding between her butt cheeks. Like most 42-year-old mother’s and married women, she had never had anal sex, but the harder his shaft pressed on her the more excitement she felt building at the base of her throat.

“Oh my god, ohmygod,” Maggie pressed the back of her hand into her lips as they rambled from the build of excitement. She was so close she wanted it to cum. She needed the orgasm. The release. She wanted it to be over, but at the same time she wanted it to never end.

Nick’s palm smacked into her pussy now. His finger was fucking her, making her whole-body shake. Her breasts bounced up and down under her white Atlanta Zoo shirt.

“Ohhhh,” Maggie moaned rather loudly. Then even louder, “ohh god! Oh nooo! Oh! Oh! Ahhh!”

She cried out as her thighs clamped together and the powerful jolt of the orgasm struck her. Nick’s palm locked between her thick, warm, wet thighs cupped her pussy lips as he held her in place, pressed back against his lap. Slowly, Nick’s strong hand slid free from between her tender thighs. Maggie hummed a high pitch cooing sound as she tried to catch her breath



CHAPTER TWO

- NICK -


I can’t believe this just happened. Fuck. What have I done? I just finger banged my own stepmom. My dad’s going to kill me! He’s just in the room next door. What if he heard her? What if she tells him??

Nick slid the palm of his hand out from between her thighs and felt the cool air brush his wet palm and fingers. The silence of the room hung out both of them as the only sound made was of the AC blowing from beside the hotel room door beneath the window.

Just outside that door was the heavy humidity of Panama City beach. Nick was visiting home from college for a few weeks that summer. A promise he made to his father before finals, otherwise he would have never left MSU campus. The townhouse he and his friends had just moved into was awesome and he loved hanging out with his new roommates, but his dad did arrange for this vacation to sweeten the deal. Nick hated the heat of the South, which is why he left his Atlantan home to go to Michigan for college. He made an exception to the heat as long as there was a pool or beach he could dive into the water when it became too much. That was the appeal of this family vacation to Florida. The entire 5-hour drive to Panama City Nick had to listen to his father brag about Terrence, his dad’s up and comer.

“You got to put in the effort if you want to compete with Terrence, Nick,” His dad had said. “I’m tellin ya, the amount of definition he has... I mean it’s not like me in my prime but it’s pretty damn close.”

His dad was a chuckler. He loved to make himself chuckle, then slap the backside of whoever was nearby and say some over repeated saying about not working hard enough or “lighten up.” Nick’s stepmother encouraged him of course. She seemed to love to listen to his father talk and that worked out because his father definitely enjoyed talking.

Perhaps growing up with his father was what made Nick such a quiet soul. He chose to listen over being the loudest in the room. It was Nick’s listening that got him in this position with his hand still slick with his stepmother’s juices. After a long day of driving, Nick had gone to sleep in his hotel room while his father and Maggie retired to theirs.

It had only been an hour or two when Nick was slowly dozing off underneath the stiff sheets of his bed listening to low hum of the AC unit when he heard the muffled whimpers of a wounded animal. Nick had furrowed his brow. We’re on the third story on the beach, what animal could I hear from here?

By the time Nick tossed the low-grade sandpaper of sheets off of himself and stood, he knew it was no animal. Outside Nick’s door on the coarse concrete breezeway overlooking the beach was his stepmother, Maggie. Her hands cupped over her face as she tried to keep the crying from escaping her lips.

“Maggie?” Nick asked. She pulled her hands down and her breath caught. Like she had just been caught guilty as charged of some crime. “Are you alright?”

“Oh, umm... yeah, sorry,” Maggie went to apologizing as quickly as she finished cleaning her face of tears and straightening herself out. Nick flipped the peeker-latch lock in the doorway so the door wouldn’t lock behind him as he stepped outside. “I-I- it’s nothing it was just a stupid fight.”

On instinct Nick went over to her side and rubbed large hand over her back. Maggie immediately began to cry again while turning into Nick’s chest to hide her tears. It wasn’t until he felt his stepmother’s wet cheeks pressed against his chest did he realize he was out there outside only wearing his boxers. Nick gently rubbed her back as she curled against his thickly muscles chest and abdomen.

He felt strange comforting his stepmom while she cried. He had never done this before and never seen her cry before, now that he thought about it. I wonder what they could’ve been fighting about? I’ve heard my father yell briefly when I was in high school, but nothing that would cause this.

Nick stared out at the black ocean and heard the waves rumble as the white caps appeared before the crashed. After a moment Maggie straightened and must’ve seen the curious bewilderment in Nick’s eyes. “Is it okay if we don’t talk about it?” Maggie asked.

“Sure,” Nick said feeling the humidity cling to his body until sweat beads formed on the back of his neck. “Do you want to come inside my room?”

Maggie sniffled as she nodded. They went inside and she used the bathroom for a brief moment before coming back out and curling up on the couch and rubbing her arms. It was then under the hotel light that Matt realized his stepmother wasn’t wearing a bra under her shirt and quickly averted his eyes. “Can I use one of your blankets?” She asked.

“Oh,” Nick said walking to his hotel bed then pausing. He didn’t realize she wanted to stay there overnight. He had thought she was going back to his dad’s room in a few minutes or something. “Sure, um, here. Why don’t you take the bed? I’ll take the couch.” Nick grabbed a pillow and moved that way.

“Oh, no no, I can’t kick you out of your bed,” Maggie protested.

“It’s no big deal. I insist.” He smiled reassuringly.

Maggie made a small sigh of shock and gratitude as she stood and went to the side of the bed. She touched the pillow and looked at how big the bed was before she spoke. “This bed is huge, why don’t you just sleep on that side.”

Nick went silent as he stared at the bed and doubted, he could sleep comfortably-or at all scrunched in the corner of the bed. Maggie senses his hesitation. “It’ll be fine, we won’t be near each other.”

Nick relented and brought his pillow over to his side of his bed because he didn’t want to be rude. Not appearing rude. It was such a simple start to the evening that ended in such an unexpected and backwards moment that Nick now laid behind his stepmother, spooning her and wondering what he should say. Should I apologize? For what? She pulled my hand to her! You could apologize for the massive erection you still have jamming into her butt...

Nick realized he had to scoot backwards or stand up from the bed, but as soon as he did, he’d have to say something. They hadn’t said a word to each other since his erection started pressing against her and he had no clue what words his stepmother of years would want to hear about that.

Maggie’s hand slid back behind her and found Nick’s thigh where it was before and nick froze waiting to hear if Maggie was going to speak. Maybe she was going to apologize? Maybe she’d say it was okay and she won’t tell anyone, and she’ll go back to her own hotel room??

Maggie didn’t say any of that, because Maggie didn’t say anything. Her tiny palm slid down the front of his thigh and her fingers wrapped around his shaft through his dark gray boxers. The front of his boxers was a mess of pre-ejaculate from dry humping his stepmother from before. Now as her hand explored the length of his shaft stroking him slowly, Nick gripped her shoulder firmly without thought. When her fingers stretched the elastic waistband down over his shaft and balls, she began to stroke his bare shaft foreword and back over and over again.

Pressing his lips together, Nick groaned as she stroked him slowly and in a gentle grip. Over and over again she did this until he started to pant on the back of his stepmother’s neck. In the dark room, he found his hand sliding back down his Mother’s chest. Groping her breast hick cock flexed in her grip and the viscous leak of pre-cum smeared on her ass cheek as he pushed against her.

“Ahh...” His stepmother mouthed the slightest moan as she aimed his jabbing cock between her ass cheeks. His thick shaft grinded up and down between her butt cheeks like a bratwurst between a thick bun. The added friction of her ass dragging against his shaft and her soft moans that escaped with every pinch of her nipple made Nick’s heart race.

“Ahhh oh, hmm hmm ahh...” Maggie whimpered softly as jacked her stepson off. Her grip and pace increased as Nick neared the edge. He felt her large full breasts bouncing in his grip as they shook in the bed. Imagining them bouncing before him sent him over the edge.

Nick released a groan as he slid his hips back and he felt the thick head of his cock slide between his stepmom’s ass cheeks and press a against her anus.

“Ugh, ahhmmm!” Maggie cupped the moaning scream that threatened to escape her lips. Her grip tightened on her shaft as he instinctually humped his hips against her backside, again. The bulb of his cock pressed against her anus but stopped shy of going inside.

“Oh gah,” Maggie moaned under her palm.

“Ugghhh,” Nick grunted as his shaft flexed between her ass cheeks. Spurts of milky cum shot over his stepmother’s anus and spread along her ass crack. Nick panted and slowly caught his breath. Suddenly, overcome with a heavy tiredness he slipped his boxers over his shaft and scooted back from his stepmother. They laid there in silence for a moment before Maggie stood and went to the bathroom without a word or look to her stepson.

Nick’s mind was field of questions that picked at his brain. With his head buried against his pillow, Nick stared at the cut of bathroom light the shined under the bathroom door. Should we talk about what just happened? Should I tell my dad? Is this going to be a regular thing? This can’t happen, again. But what happens tomorrow? Nick, Maggie, and his father were supposed to remain in Florida for another three days!?

Sometime while he was lost in the swell of questions and worries, the darkness overtook Nick’s eyes and sleep took him away.
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PREVIEW


STEP MOM'S SECRET

Exposed

Raven Black

“I can’t believe how warm the water is,” Maggie said.

“Well, that’s Florida, babe. When you got this much sun and heat all the time you get warm water,” her husband, Jack, said. Jack wore his sun glasses and carried a can of beer in his hand as he waded into the water. Maggie had bought a black one-piece bathing suit that morning before they all went down to the beach. She ventured into the deeper water that came up to her full breasts. Her nipples still raw and sensitive from the use of her stepson the night before.

Jack remained in the shallow waters. He hardly ever went in water deeper than his waist other than a quick dip to wet himself. He always wanted to defined triceps, lats, and pectorals to be seen when he waded through the water. It was vein, Maggie knew, but she accepted it. What was the point of having a nice body that you take care of if you’re not proud of it.

“
What’s going on with Nick? He’s been acting off all morning,” Jack shielded his already sunglassed eyes as he looked to the beach. Nick declined to go into the water with them and remained tanning on the beach.

“Hm? I haven’t noticed,” Maggie said with a lightness in her voice. She pretended that some splashing kids beside her caught her interest so her face would give nothing away.

“He hasn’t said anything to you?” Jack continued.

“No, not really.”

“…Did you talk to him last night?” Jack’s voice was low and dark for a moment.

Maggie looked at her husband them down at the water, “no,” she said in a voice that matched her husband’s sternness.

“Good.” The light turned back on Jack’s face and he took a sip of his beer. “We should go get breakfast-I need to calorie up.”

Maggie released a sigh. She imagined sitting through a meal with Jack and her stepson now, especially after how awkward Nick had been. This is going to be a long vacation.
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A STEP APART

TEASED




Book 1 of 6

Raven Black


Stephanie Modders laid on her bed with her cellphone in her hands hovering over her face, clicking away at her texts. Her pink, spaghetti strapped under shirt was half riding up her belly revealing the belly button piercing her mother nearly killed her for getting last year. Even though she was 18 when she got it, her mom didn’t like piercings that were anywhere, but the ear and she didn’t like tattoos, period. Which is why Stephanie was taking this time while her mother was out running errands to wear as little clothes as possible and air out her recent tattoo she got on the small of her back. Every other waking and sleeping minute she spent at her mom’s house she would have to wear some oversized sweatshirt or a baggy t shirt that wouldn’t risk revealing her tattoo any time she bent over.

Matt didn’t mind in the least. He sat balancing on a large blue sit-up ball in the corner of the room and pretended to type on his phone. In reality though, his eyes couldn’t keep from creeping up and down his stepsister’s body. Her long tan legs that stuck out from the small black with pink trim, loose fitting shorts she wore.

Why even wear those? They cover no more than panties would.

Matt knew how wrong it was to be so attracted to his stepsister. It’s not like he didn’t try not to be. His father had married Mrs. Modders 4 years ago and divorced 2 years ago so he could move on to his third wife and Matt’s 2nd stepfamily. It was becoming a sick joke. The collection of step siblings and parents Matt was collecting. Ironically, he had no biological siblings and after his mother passed away from cancer as a child, that only left him and his douchebag father. Of course, all of his stepsisters and mothers were incredibly/unfairly attractive. It was one of the perks of having a absurdly rich and asshole-inclined father. Plenty of attractive women somehow fall in ‘love,’ with him magically.

It was fine. Matt has made his peace with it after his father divorced Stephanie’s Mom. It helped that all of his stepfamilies seemed to genuinely like Matt. He was a good-looking boy. Polite, funny, and outgoing. He had just graduated high school and was set to attend college in the fall. But unlike the heartless business tycoon his father was, Matt planned to study medicine to become a doctor. He liked helping people. He liked making them feel better.

Matt picked up pieces of Stephanie’s clean and dirty clothes that littered the ground around him and threw them at her playfully one piece at a time. At half speed she batted the clothes away with one hand, her eyes still not leaving her phone. “Stop it, freak,” Stephanie whined.

“Pay attention to me,” Matt did his best to annoy her and he was succeeding. “What are you even doing? Writing your memoirs?”

“A friend of mine just hooked up with this guy in a hotel she works at,” Stephanie smiled biting her lower lip. “So naturally we’re all discussing the pros and cons of marriage at this point.”

“She made a vid of them hooking up?” Matt asked.

Stephanie glanced down over top her perky breasts at her stepbrother. She gave him a measured look as if deciding between a repulsed response or one of humor. She went with one somewhere in the middle. “Ugh. Freak. And no, I already asked.” She gave him a devious smile through her pink sparkling lip-glossed lips that made Matt’s cock pulse under his jeans.

“Damn, I could use some new vids-watched all the good ones on the internet,” Matt boldly joked. He felt heat rise to his cheeks. They had an odd relationship. Having met when they were both teenagers, they developed a friendship early on. Since they were both going through a phase of learning about their sexuality, naturally, their humor had tested sexual boundaries. They used to talk more like teenage friends would back when their parents had been married. Now, it had been almost a year since Matt had seen Stephanie. She had disappeared to college for her freshmen year and never visited her mom when he did. So, hanging out
 today was especially awkward since they hadn’t seen each other in some time. Stephanie’s eyes flicked down to him and she silently shook her head as if to say You’re stupid.

He might have been reading too much into things, but she did use this moment to adjust her position. She tucked her feet closer to her butt, so her knees were in the air and slightly parted. The thin shorts-the only thing keeping him from her warm, tight lips, were tucked into her ass crack and flush to her pelvis. He could almost see an outline of everything.

Matt could feel the flushness in his cheeks. He took deep breaths in attempt to quell the flaring heat to his face that ultimately did nothing. He wasn’t thinking logically anymore. He wasn’t thinking at all. The blood flowed far from his brain to the growing shaft between his own legs. He knew he should not have pursued this flirtatious side of things, but he couldn’t help it. Everything about her was intoxicating.

He remembered how they would play outside as younger teenagers. They’d get into wrestling matches over everything. Every time it ended in a chorus of giggling. But once his asshole father divorced her mother a year ago that all stopped. Now Matt came to visit Stephanie’s mom once a month for a day or two over the weekend. Enough time so Stephanie’s mom could get extra child support money from Matt’s dad.

Matt didn’t have to visit. He was 18 now, but he liked doing these little visits just to be around Stephanie. He kept the visits up while Stephanie was in college so that it wouldn’t seem suspicious when she returned home over the summer and Matt started visiting, again. He especially liked times like these where her mother was out getting groceries or with her friends. It made his fantasies more powerful. Even though he knew nothing could ever happen between them, just the possibility of it was enough to make him get a hard on.

He threw a series of shirts from the floor at her. Each one getting closer to her face. Each one making her more and more perturbed. His final throw of a dirty pair of jeans that covered her face put her over the edge.

In one motion she tore the jeans from her face and smacked her phone down on the bed beside her. “That’s it!” She yelled as she lunged from the bed and dove for him. Matt tried to brace himself but the shock of it toppled him off the sit-up ball as she tackled him. The pair of her jeans in hand, she shoved it in Matt’s face with a smile and giggle on her lips.

“You like that? Huh? How you like it?” Stephanie yelled half mounting Matt. His hands scooped under Stephanie’s bare thighs and lifted her easily, rolling her to the side. At 18 years old he was quite athletic. First baseman on the Baseball team in the spring and running back on the high school football team in the fall. Matt had at least 50 pounds of muscle on her and he could see that she realized how much he had grown in the last year, instantly.

“How do I like it?” Matt asked as he had her on her back. His fingers spidered up and down her ribs tickling her to no end. “How do you like it, huh?”

Stephanie’s high-pitched scream broke into a helpless giggle as she tried to squirm away from her stronger stepbrother. “Stop,” she tried to cry between laughs. “Oh my god, stop stop stop.”

Stephanie crawled back onto the bed she had leapt off of and tried kicking Matt off of her, but Matt slipped around her flailing legs and threw his own leg over her thighs, mounting her. She slapped and pushed playfully at his hard chest, but she couldn’t move him.

“Yeah, now you realize you fucked up,” Matt smiles down on her as she squirmed helplessly. For the briefest of moments Matt’s hands relented their attack on his stepsister enough that she stopped wiggling beneath him. The moment lingered uncomfortably long while their eyes met.

“You need to stop getting between a girl and her phone,” Stephanie broke the silence.

It’s a dangerous thing to do, you know?” She picked up her cellphone from the bed and with Matt still mounted on her went back to texting. “Now if you don’t mind, I have some texts to catch up on.”

“Well, maybe I’ll just hang out here then if you won’t pay attention to me,” Matt said, jokingly rocking back and forth on top of her hips.

“Sure, I don’t care. Do what you want,” she said quickly.

If Matt had been thinking right, he probably would have stopped his hands before they did it, but they moved before he could think. “Fine, how about this? I’ll just do this then,” Matt’s hand reached forward and gently but playfully poked at her left breast through her thin top.

But to Matt’s surprise, Stephanie’s only reaction was to shrug while her fingernails clicked away on her screen. “Sure, go ahead.”

Matt continued to poke and rub playfully and nonchalantly for a minute. Trying to make it look more like he was being a goof than he was loving every moment of it. But then he somewhat accidentally, lightly pinched a patch of her shirt with the intention of lifting it from her chest, only to pinch her nipple and pull up on it. Stephanie let out a short quiet but high-pitched sound. It was a sound that roamed the mysterious land between pleasure and pain. It startled Matt at first. He almost apologized, but then realized his lower half had a completely different reaction. He was worried she might feel or see his erection growing in his jeans. He considered dismounting his stepsister, but then he also realized that she was still laying there. Her cellphone in both her hands floating a foot above her now pointed nipples and her eyes locked on the phone and not her stepbrother straddling her.

Matt slowly moved his right hand back down to his stepsister’s breast but this time there was nothing playful about it. His palm and fingers wrapped around her and massages her breast slowly. His fingertips brushed against her bare skin as they push up her chest. His thumb circled her hard nipple through the thin fabric that restrained it. He switched to her other breast only this time he brushed his fingers down inside the shirt and felt her bare breast in his palm. Her nipple grew so hard it felt like a small blade against his skin.

Stephanie didn’t move her eyes from her phone. Matt could feel her chest rise and fall as her breathing sped up. He leaned back and brought his hands onto both her breasts. He pulled them out from her shirt and made long rubs across her skin. Giving her chest a deep massage as he mashed her breasts together and into her chest. They felt glorious. Matt was beside himself. He couldn’t believe this was real life. He had never felt breasts so full and perfect as these. And they belonged to his stepsister.

She was panting quietly now. Her mouth hung open and she pushed and pulled air through her lips silently, like Matt might not notice. Like her nipples weren’t getting harder by the moment and she wasn’t getting more and more aroused.

Matt scooted himself to the side of Stephanie. Enough that his hands could slide down her taunt belly and brush over her tiny pair of shorts she wore. His fingertips dipped over her sex enough that he could feel the groves of her lips. His middle finger found the center and wiggled a little deeper into the crevasse of his stepsister’s pussy before he pushed down between her thighs. Matt dragged his fingers back up and pushed down again. He could hear Stephanie struggling to keep from moaning. Air whipped in and out of her mouth between her sporadic breath holding as she bit her lip.

While Stephanie’s eyes may have had the discipline to stay on her phone screen, her thighs seemed to have a mind on their own. They begged to open up to her stepbrother. He felt her open some to make room for his hand as it dipped deeper between her thighs, then when he took his free hand and pulled on her inner thigh it spread wide with ease.

This time when his hand pushed down and into her pussy lips, he felt his middle finger disappear along with a part of her shorts inside her lips. It was too much for Stephanie. A surge of brief high-pitched coos escaped her. Inside her, it was warm and tight, just like he had always imagined. Matt pushed the opening of short’s leg hole to the side. The fabric was loose and stretchy. It was easy to expose his stepsister’s bald pussy lips. A string of her juices stuck to the crotch of her shorts as he did.

She’s not wearing any panties,
 Matt marveled.

(This 6 part series is available now! Click below to read Book 1!) Available Here!
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