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The sound of the front door slamming shut ignited blind panic and Johnny fumbled his attempt to fold the lacy, red panties up before shoving them back in the drawer.

“Shit,” he muttered as he looked down at the half-assed job he’d made of it.

He’d always been so careful on the previous occasions he went into step-sister’s room to put things back exactly the way he found them. There was no chance to do so on this occasion, however. It was too risky. He took a last look in the drawer before hurriedly closing it then rushing across to the door. Cracking it open, he cocked his ear to listen.

There was no sound of footsteps coming up the stairs and he felt a flutter of relief. It didn’t last long when he recognized the musical ring tone that started playing. That showed it definitely was Sarah who’d arrived home earlier than expected.

A glance back at the chest of drawers made him grimace, but he didn’t dare go back. The danger of being caught was just too great and he wasn’t about to take the chance. Letting himself out into the hallway, he caught the faint sound of Sarah’s voice downstairs as he crept quietly along to his own bedroom. He closed the door when he got inside then went to throw himself down on the bed.

“Stupid fucking dickhead,” he hissed through gritted teeth.

He’d nearly been discovered. That would have been a disaster and he could almost hear the disappointment of his father in his head. His step-mother would likely be disgusted by his behavior also and living in the house afterwards would turn into a nightmare. If he wasn’t thrown out, that was.

“Don’t you ever fucking do it again,” he berated himself and draped an arm over his eyes as he tried to get his heartbeat to stop hammering in his chest.

Thoughts tumbled through his mind about how much things had changed in recent times. He found them almost too much to believe. Growing up an only child had been a good life until his parents decided they didn’t love each other anymore. The split hadn’t been acrimonious, but it made the separation no less difficult for Johnny to cope with.

He’d ended up living with his father and only just got used to it being the two of them when things changed again. A whirlwind romance and marriage brought a new mother into his life, but she came with her own past and he suddenly found himself no longer an only child.

He’d always been shy around girls, so having a pretty, older step-sister in the room right next to his wasn’t an easy adjustment to make. Not that he and Sarah didn’t get along. At least, they tolerated each other. The situation had been thrust upon them both, without either having any real say in the matter and there wasn’t a lot they could do but try to make the best of the situation.

It wasn’t long before Johnny realized the new living arrangements actually gave him an opportunity. His college studies finished at four every weekday and it meant he was the first to arrive home at around four thirty. Getting there when the house was empty provided an hour of alone time before Sarah made an appearance at just after five thirty.

That hour was when he usually masturbated if the mood took him and he’d being doing that when the idea came to him. He’d resisted it at first as the most stupid thing he could ever do, but his resolve gradually weakened in the days that followed. He’d eventually taken the opportunity to go into Sarah’s room, so he could look in her underwear drawer.

Well, it started with looking.

The last couple of times he’d gone further and just thinking about it was enough to make the shame burn on his cheeks. He’d planned to have some fun again that day. The interruption had stopped him in his tracks and killed his erection although he could still feel the way his heartbeat raced.

“Never again,” he muttered and let out more slow breaths in an attempt to compose himself.

The flutter of panic returned when he heard footsteps coming up the stairs, but they went past his room and ended with the sound of Sarah going into her room. He held his breath as the tension ratcheted up almost unbearably and his gaze went to the door when he pulled his arm from over his eyes. The ensuing silence stretched his nerves, but he finally let the air come flooding back out of his mouth.

“Dickhead,” he hissed to berate himself again and slung his arm back over his eyes.

A few seconds later, he heard music coming from Sarah’s room. It was usually what happened when she came home from work, but on this occasion it became clear she’d switched it on for more than enjoyment. She’d used it to cover the sound of her sneaking along to his room and easing the door open. Johnny only realized she’d done that when the sound of her voice startled him.

“I know what you’ve been doing.”

His arm fell away from over his face and the panic returned with a vengeance when he sat bolt upright to the sight of his step-sister coming into his room. Her words struck fear into his heart. It was almost impossible not to show that when he stammered a response.

“Umm…, I’m not sure I, uh…”

The knowing laugh stopped him in his tracks.

“OK,” Sarah said sweetly. “If that’s the way you want to play it, we’ll see what my mum has to say about it.”

The shock of her disappearing from view as quickly as she’d appeared left Johnny stunned for a split-second, but he shook off the inaction to scramble off the bed and shouted her name as he ran out of his bedroom. It was just in time to see her walk into her room. He called her name again, but there was no response and it felt like his legs turned to jelly as he followed.

“What the hell are you…,” he blurted out when he reached the door, but the sight which greeted him ended his words.

Sarah made a show of closing the underwear drawer before moving across the room to sit down on the bed. It panicked Johnny all the more and he wanted to run away, but knew he couldn’t. His step-sister’s threat about saying something kept him in place and he did the only thing he could think of by trying to brazen it out.

“What are you talking about?” he asked when he stepped forward.

“Don’t act all innocent with me,” Sarah retorted. “You know exactly what I’m talking about.”

“You’ve completely lost me,” Johnny said.

“Let’s ask my mum then,” Sarah replied and leaned across to the bedside cabinet to pick up her phone.

Sweat beaded on Johnny’s brow and the lump that formed in his throat meant he couldn’t get a breath out. He remained quiet as he watched Sarah’s fingertips play on the screen of the phone. There was no knowing if it was a bluff, but he eventually cracked under the mounting pressure.

“Wait,” he blurted out.

“Too late,” Sarah said and lifted the phone to her ear. “I’ll let my mum tell your dad what you’ve been getting up to and you can explain to him what a dirty little deviant you are.”

“No, wait, I…”

His words were cut off when Sarah began talking again, but she wasn’t speaking to him now.

“Hey, how’s your day going?”

Johnny grimaced when he saw her gaze fix on him. The silence that followed freaked him out and he could only assume it was his step-mother on the other end of the line.

“Yeah, yeah, I got home early today like I told you,” Sarah said.

A smile played on her lips while she listened again.

“Yeah, he’s here,” she eventually went on. “I think he got a surprise when he heard me coming in early.”

Johnny’s face screwed up. They were obviously talking about him and the dread that Sarah would go through with her threat to say something to her mother about what he’d been doing brought a strain to his body that made him want to bolt. There was no doing it though and he remained glued to the spot as a longer silence stretched out.

“No, nothing special,” Sarah said to end the quiet in the room and a sly smile spread across her face. “Just checking you’ll be home at the normal time.”

She listened again for a few seconds before saying goodbye to her mother and hanging up the call. The sense of relief Johnny felt lasted only a split-second.

“You look like you’re about to piss your pants,” Sarah taunted and let out a derisive laugh. “That’s very strange for someone who claims they don’t know what I’m talking about.”

Johnny swallowed heavily as they stared at each other. The urge to flee filled his mind yet again, but he knew it would be a mistake. He was seeing a new side to his step-sister, who seemed to relish his discomfort and he wasn’t sure what to make of it.

“Are you going to tell me you don’t know what I’m talking about again?” she went on and lifted the phone to brandish it in his direction. “Or do you want me to call my mum back and have a proper discussion with her?”

The comment made Johnny gulp down another heavy breath. He couldn’t meet the gaze on him and looked down at his feet.

“No,” he muttered.

“How many times have you done it?” Sarah asked.

Johnny screwed up his face and fidgeted. He had no fucking idea where things were going, but knew he couldn’t brazen it out now. That didn’t mean he was about to tell the whole truth.

“Just a couple of times.”

“You’re such a fucking liar,” Sarah spat out and rose to her feet.

“I’m telling you, it’s…”

“Look,” Sarah cut in harshly. “You fuck me about one more time and I will bring your world crashing down around you like you won’t believe. Is that what you want?”

Johnny’s lips tightened together and all he could do was shake his head.

“Then you better tell me the bloody truth,” Sarah warned. “I had an inkling before today that something was off, but there was no fucking missing it this afternoon.”

The panic unleashed when he’d heard the front door of the house closing had made Johnny careless in the way he’d put the panties back in the drawer. That had apparently dropped him in it. He rocked his head back to stare up at the ceiling of the room.

“So, how many times?” Sarah asked.

Johnny brought his gaze down to look at his step-sister. Instead of answering the question, he asked one of his own.

“Are you going to tell on me?”

“That all depends on you,” Sarah replied. “If you fuck me around and bullshit me, I’ll happily have a heart-to-heart with my mum and see what she has to say about your afternoon activities. Maybe she’ll find out you’ve been in her bedroom…”

“NO,” Johnny exclaimed to stop the remark before it finished and shook his head vigorously. “No fucking way.”

“Just my knickers you’ve been sniffing then.”

“I didn’t sniff them,” Johnny protested.

The response came back as quick as lightning.

“But you did take them.”

Johnny’s agitation worsened and he glanced towards the door.

“I’m sorry, so sorry,” he said when he returned his gaze to Sarah. “It won’t happen again.”

“Sure it will,” she scoffed.

“No, I promise…”

“Get the red panties,” she cut in.

Johnny’s mouth flapped opened, but nothing came out now. The quiet in the room unsettled him all the more and he eventually let out a nervy, agitated titter of laughter as he waited for his step-sister to speak. When she didn’t, he felt compelled to say something to fill the awkward silence.

“You’re shitting me.”

“You come in my bedroom to get my panties,” Sarah replied in an almost matter-of-fact voice. “Well, you’re here now, so do it…, go get them.”

Another half-suppressed laugh spilled from Johnny’s lips as he stared at her.

“You’re joking,” he eventually said.

“Do I look like I’m fucking laughing?” Sarah retorted. “Go and get them.”

Johnny shuffled his feet nervously. He glanced towards the chest of drawers, but still didn’t move. When he returned his gaze to Sarah, she lifted her phone.

“I’ll count down from five then call my mum,” she said. “I’ll leave the choice up to you how this goes. Five…, four…, three…”

“OK, OK,” Johnny blurted out.

He felt the relief of seeing the phone being dropped on the bed, but it was short-lived. Walking across to the chest of drawers, he reached out and was aware of how much his hands shook when he grasped the handle. Sliding the drawer open brought a frown to his face. The red panties were no longer there. At least, they weren’t in sight.

“Oops,” Sarah said in an amused voice.

Johnny turned his attention back to her and found himself a little spellbound. His freaked out response to the situation meant he’d barely noticed what she wore. He now did. The white, long-sleeved cardigan hugged her pretty curves as she stood in a provocative pose. One arm was stretched straight down her body towards her crotch and she held her other hand at her mouth, with the tip of her forefinger gripped gently between her teeth.

Her long, light-brown hair, which was generally styled in a neat ponytail now framed her cute face as it spilled down messily past her shoulders towards her breasts. The alluring sight captivated Johnny and it was more than nerves making his heartbeat race now.

“Forgot that I moved them,” Sarah said when she pulled the finger away from her mouth. “You might have to find them somewhere else. See if you can.”

“What?” Johnny said limply and knew himself how pathetic he sounded.

“You find them and maybe I’ll let you keep them,” she said, with a sly smirk. “I bet you’d like that. Go looking and I’ll tell you if you’re hot or cold. You know that game don’t you?”

Johnny grimaced. He knew the game alright, but hadn’t expected to play it with his step-sister and sure as hell never anticipated being in the bedroom with her looking for her underwear.

“Go on,” she urged.

There was little choice for Johnny but to play along with the game and he looked around. He tilted his head from side to side before walking across to the wardrobe, but he was stopped in his track.

“Way too obvious,” Sarah said dismissively, before letting out a sniggering chuckle. “And you’re as cold as fucking ice. You’ll have to try harder than that if you want to find them.”

Johnny grimaced again when he turned to face her.

“I can’t do this,” he whined.

“I’ll give you a clue,” Sarah said and crooked a forefinger to beckon him in her direction.

She sat down on the bed again, but Johnny couldn’t get himself to move. The situation was spiraling out of control and his mind was in turmoil.

“Come on,” Sarah encouraged and patted the bed. “They’re somewhere around here. I’ll tell you that much.”

Johnny’s shoulders sagged and he was sure she was just having some fun at his expense to torment him. He had no idea where that would lead, but it was her in control of the situation. There was no knowing if she would go through with the threat to tell her mother if he walked out the room, but the idea she would scared him enough to stop him leaving. Moving across to the bed, he walked around it and opened the drawer of the bedside cabinet.

“Getting warmer,” Sarah said.

There was no sign of the panties in the drawer, so he closed it and lifted the pillow nearest to him.

“Oh, getting hotter,” she told him.

He let it drop down and leaned across the bed, but the other pillow was eased just out of his reach before he could touch it.

“Oops,” Sarah said and smirked. “That might be right, but you’ll need to come around here.”

Johnny swallowed hard. He’d deliberately gone to the opposite side from where she sat, but he was being forced to move around the bed.

“That’s it,” Sarah encouraged in an amused voice as he walked tentatively around to the bottom of the bed. “Are you starting to feel toasty?”

Sweat beaded on Johnny’s forehead. The moment was becoming excruciatingly embarrassing, but it wasn’t all he was feeling and he fought against the swell of hot blood that threatened to give him a boner. Sarah’s gaze followed his every step, but he gave her a wide berth before moving closer to the bed again, so he could lift the pillow. There was no sign of the panties though.

“So close,” Sarah said. “Don’t you feel burning hot?”

He was too slow to react when she reached out to grab his wrist.

“No, wait,” he babbled, but the hard tug pulled him right in front of her.

“Down on your knees,” she told him.

“I don’t…”

He resisted a firmer tug and saw her expression harden.

“Do you fucking want me to make that phone call?” she threatened before pulling again.

He gave in this time and dropped to his knees in front of her. The kiss was shockingly unexpected. It brushed against his lips before he knew what was happening, but he jerked his head back. His wide-eyed gaze brought another laugh from Sarah and the amusement showed in her voice.

“Don’t tell me you still haven’t fucking found them.”

The frown on Johnny’s brow faded in an instant when he looked down from her face to see the way her knees parted a little. A glimpse of inner thigh turned to a flash of red when she spread her legs wider.

“Oh shit,” he let out in a surprised voice and yanked his wrist free of the grip.

“I see you found them,” Sarah said and laughed. “You want them.”

His gaze rose to hers, but he really couldn’t read the expression on her face.

“I…,” he let out, but didn’t know how to go on and his voice tailed off.

The pulse of hot blood grew stronger when he dropped his gaze back to Sarah’s knees parting wider. It let him see the smooth skin of her inner thighs all the way up to the red panties.

“Am I bringing those deep, dark secrets to the surface?” she taunted him and laughed.

Johnny lifted a hand to wipe the back of it slowly across his lips. His gaze never wavered from the gorgeous sight of silky skin and the panties he’d been holding not long before.

“Those are the kind of secrets that can get you in so much trouble your head will fucking spin,” Sarah went on.

Mention of trouble heightened Johnny’s unease and he lifted his gaze. He still couldn’t read his step-sister’s expression and it was her who spoke as they stared at each other.

“Always a risk to give in to those feelings, don’t you think? Pick the wrong girl and your world can turn to shit in a heartbeat.”

The words made Johnny cringe and he couldn’t get himself to say anything. In the end, he didn’t need to when Sarah carried on speaking.

“Then again…, strike lucky with the right girl and who knows what that might get you.”

She touched a hand on the hem of the long cardigan. The movement caught Johnny’s attention and the breath caught in his throat when he looked down to the material being inched a little higher.

“Meet one of those girls,” Sarah continued. “And maybe you’ll find out you’re not the only one with hidden secrets.”

Johnny licked his lips. The rush of arousal became too strong to fight against and he could feel the strain of his swelling erection in his underwear. The sudden way Sarah sprung to her feet took him by surprise and he shuffled back on his knees.

“Maybe,” Sarah said, with a conniving smile. “You’ll find out that girls can be every bit as lewd as dirty dick boys.”

She pulled the hem of the cardigan up high enough on her thighs, so she could get her hands underneath it without actually putting her panties on display. Grabbing hold of them, she shimmied her hips as she pulled her underwear down.

It left Johnny mesmerized and his tongue slid around his lips again as he watched the red material come into view. Sarah let her panties go, so they slid all the way down her legs to her ankles. She then stepped out of them and sat on the side of the bed again before reaching down to pick them up.

“Have to be careful who you reveal that side of your nature to though,” she said. “Plenty of people wouldn’t understand, so there are some secrets you don’t really want becoming common knowledge. I’m sure I can trust you to keep your mouth shut about me though…, if you want me to do the same for you.”

Johnny shuffled back a little when the panties were held out to him. The moment was overwhelming and he couldn’t quite get himself to believe what was happening.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” he mumbled as he dropped his gaze.

The sniggering guffaw he heard brought a stronger flush of red to his cheeks as he grimaced.

“That’s a bit fucking rich considering what you’ve been getting up to,” Sarah mocked. “As far as I know, you’ve been in here every bloody day since I arrived…”

“No,” Johnny cut in, but it didn’t stop his step-sister.

“I’ve probably gone to work every morning wearing underwear that’s been wrapped around your dirty dick.”

“No, wait, I…”

“And now that I’m offering you the chance to do just that, you’re acting like some innocent choirboy who’s shocked by the very idea,” Sarah went on and thrust out her hand. “Take them.”

Johnny grimaced again. He could feel the pulse of hot blood making him harder, but the turmoil in his head left him reeling.

“Who knows,” Sarah went on. “Maybe if you show me I’ll return the favor. Do the pretty college girls play those sort of games with you?”

The comment made Johnny gulp down a heavy breath. His gaze flitted to the way Sarah parted her knees slightly to give a little glimpse of inner thigh. He was all too aware she wasn’t wearing panties now and what that might get him.

“Fuck,” he muttered as his gaze remained fixed on her legs, but she didn’t move them any further apart.

“And if you really don’t want to do it,” Sarah commented. “Maybe you should tell that to your dirty dick.”

The mocking remark made Johnny get hands in front of his groin, but it was too late to cover himself up. He yanked his head back when the panties were shoved towards his face and the sound of a laugh was followed by another derisive comment aimed at him.

“I thought you liked sniffing them. The ones you play with in the drawer are laundered. I’ve been wearing these ones, so you’ll enjoy it all the more.”

“Fucking hell,” Johnny blurted out.

“Take them,” Sarah encouraged and reached out with her free hand. “Have you had them wrapped around your dick while dreaming about finishing in them. Maybe I’ll let you do that.”

Johnny struggled against the grip on his hands, but finally gave in to them being pulled from in front of his crotch. He felt the humiliation when he looked down to the bulge of his swelling erection showing through his jeans. It did nothing to take away the hot arousal he couldn’t control.

“Looks like it’s got a mind of it’s own,” Sarah taunted. “Come on, let me see it.”

“You’re my step-sister,” he whined.

“That didn’t seem to bother you when you were sneaking in here to look in my underwear drawer, so don’t come over all coy on me now. I bet the fact I’m your sister gets you harder, you pervert.”

“No, I…”

His words came to an abrupt halt when Sarah grabbed at his jeans. He shuffled back, but the zipper was already half dragged down.

“Don’t fuck me about,” Sarah said and made a show of glancing at her phone. “Do you think I won’t call my mum?”

“That’s blackmail,” Johnny muttered.

“And?” Sarah challenged and got her hand to his crotch again. “It’s not like I really need to blackmail you. We both know that. You can’t pretend you don’t want this.”

Johnny grimaced. He looked down to the zipper of his jeans being eased all the way open. It excited him in a way he couldn’t control. What they were doing wasn’t exactly wrong. They weren’t really related and didn’t even know each other until their parents met. It still felt so wrong although that did little to cool his ardor.

“Fuck,” he let out.

He closed his eyes when the panties were rubbed against his nose. It was clear Sarah wasn’t about to give up and he shuddered when he got his hand to his crotch. Forcing his fingers through the gap in his jeans, he got them below his underwear to grab hold of his throbbing member. He gripped tightly and the panties were pulled from his face when he hesitated.

“Do it for me,” Sarah urged.

The excitement was there to hear in her voice and it made Johnny drag his erection out into view.

“Dirty bastard,” Sarah rasped then let out a husky, seductive titter.

She leaned closer to get a better view and there was no keeping the smile from her face as she stared at the thick, throbbing veins snaking along a rigidly swollen cock.

“Take your jeans and underwear down,” she coaxed. “Let me see all of it.”

There was no hesitation from Johnny now. He was caught up in a rush of euphoria like never before and was in a hurry to undo the button of his jeans, so he could shove them and his underwear down. It caught hold of his erection until it sprung free to stand up proudly.

“Push them all the way down,” Sarah urged.

When his boxer shorts and jeans were around his knees, Johnny straightened up and heard the giggling elation of his step-sister as she stared at the way his erection jutted out from his groin. He tensed when she reached out and his legs started to shake when she trailed a fingertip slowly along the underside. There was no controlling the quivering spasms of his cock when the touch brushed across the head.

“Show me what you do,” Sarah said when she moved back.

Johnny took the underwear from her without a second thought now and felt the thrill of a dirty moment making his cock harder still. The anticipation of the touch of panties was a moment he always savored and it came as no surprise that it was made even better by being watched. He let out a gasp when he wrapped the red material around his erection and began masturbating.

“Dirty bastard,” Sarah said again as she watched. “Is that what you always do with my panties when you come in here.”

“No,” Johnny gasped. “I just looked at first. It’s only the last couple of times I got the nerve to do this.”

“Bad boy,” Sarah said in a laughing voice. “I should be fucking mad at you.”

“But you’re not, right?” Johnny said.

His hand came to a stop when Sarah reached out. The twitching pulse of his muscles made his legs shake when her fingers curled around his balls to squeeze them.

“Maybe…, maybe not,” she teased him when she glanced up to catch his gaze. “Keep stroking.”

Johnny felt the weakness taking hold when he began to work the soft material along his throbbing length again. The massaging touch of Sarah’s fingers flooded his veins with hot blood and the way she watched showed she wasn’t mad. She seemed unable to take her eyes from the way her panties were being used and her grip tightened around balls.

“Have you ever finished in them?” she asked.

“Fuck, no,” Johnny exclaimed. “How the hell could I do that? I never intended to get caught.”

He saw her gaze come up to his again and there was a sly grin on her face when she spoke.

“Well, you have been caught and there’s nothing stopping you from doing it now.”

“Really?” Johnny blurted out in disbelief.

“Uh-huh,” Sarah replied. “I want to see it.”

Johnny squeezed his eyes shut for a second as he stroked the panties along his erection to a quicker pace. He could feel the rising pressure taking hold. It made his buttocks clench and he forced his hips forward. A glance showed him Sarah’s knees parted, but the cardigan kept her covered.

“Want to see?” she asked.

He looked to her face to see she’d noticed where he was staring. The grip on his testicles being released let him shuffle back a little on his knees and there was no doubt his step-sister was enjoying the sordid game they played. She parted her knees wider to give a glimpse all the way to the top of her legs.

There were no panties covering her up now and Johnny’s mouth opened wide as he got a glimpse of pussy. The pulse of hot blood it ignited made his cock throb even more fiercely and he began masturbating with the panties that had been pressed against the tight slit he stared at not long before.

“Look at my little brother,” Sarah taunted. “Jerking off his dirty dick to the sight of his sister’s cunt.”

The vulgar words made Johnny grimace, but it was clear Sarah was reveling in the moment. What he was doing felt shameful, but he couldn’t pretend he wasn’t turned on like never before. It made him stroke the panties frantically along his erection to build the pressure towards breaking point.

Sarah spread her knees wider still to give him a better look between her naked thighs and there was no taking his eyes from the perfect sight as he pushed himself towards the release he now craved with a passion. His muscles tightened as he arched his back to shove his hips forward until he reached the edge.

“Come on, fucking do it,” Sarah rasped. “All over the gusset.”

She reached out to clasp fingers around his balls again, so she could pull him right in front of her. Johnny let out a gasping cry. The touch of his step-sister was too much and he hurriedly dragged the panties from around his erection as he tried to hold himself back. He barely got the underwear held in place before it became too much.

He grabbed his erection with his free hand to squeeze his fingers around the base and held the panties at the tip when his guttural cry of pleasure rang out. His hips jerked hard as a thick string of creamy white erupted into the gusset. The knee-trembling moment left him gasping for breath as he emptied everything from his balls into the panties. He felt the quivering strain in his erection as his excitement peaked and pushed his hand down against Sarah’s to bring out the last spurts before the strength in his body melted away.

“Fuck, fuck,” he gasped as he felt the weakness take hold.

“Wait,” Sarah said and let go of his balls to grab for her phone.

“Fuck off,” Johnny whined when he realized what she was about to do. “You can’t take pictures.”

Sarah let out a sniggering laugh as she ignored him. She got the camera set on her phone to get the pictures she wanted of the cum-soaked panties held at the tip of his still-hard erection.

“You’re a bad, bad boy,” she taunted when she lifted the phone in front of her face to look at the pictures.

Johnny staggered to his feet on shaky legs. He reached down to grab at his underwear and jeans, but pulling them up proved difficult with only one hand.

“Now get out my fucking bedroom,” Sarah said.

Johnny brought his gaze to her face and saw the smirk. The flush of shame at what he’d done hit harder. There was no pulling his jeans up properly into place with just one hand, but he didn’t know what to do with the panties he held.

“Go on, get out,” Sarah said.

It made him turn and he moved awkwardly across the room towards the door. When he got to it, the shout of his name made him turn back.

“Make sure you wash them,” Sarah said.

Johnny simply stared wide-eyed at her. He really didn’t know what to say, so simply turned to leave and made his way along to his own room. He slammed the door shut and went to throw himself down on the bed.

“Fuck,” he cursed and looked at the panties he still held.

It sent a shudder running through him as images of shooting his load into them right in front of Sarah filled his mind, but the thoughts faded away to the worry of what might happen. Not that he could do anything about it. His step-sister was completely in charge of the situation and he knew he’d be a pawn in whatever game she wanted to play.

***

“Thank fuck,” Johnny let out under his breath when he closed the front door of the house to end another day of college.

It felt like it had been wasted though. Images of the previous afternoon kept intruding into his thoughts and concentrating on what he was being taught grew ever more difficult as the hours passed. After lunch he’d barely taken in a word the professors said and he eventually skipped the last lecture to go home.

A glance at his watch showed it was just after three thirty and dirty thoughts took hold with a vengeance when he leaned back against the door. He grimaced when he felt the movement in his pants, but didn’t fight it as he got moving to hurry up the stairs to his room.

When he got to it, he stopped to look towards his step-sister’s bedroom. Not that he planned to go along to it. There was no need. He already had what he wanted and there was no stopping the throbbing quiver of his stiffening cock as walked in his room.

Dumping his bag on the floor, he took off his coat to hang it up then closed the door before walking across to the wardrobe. Opening it up, he squatted down and shifted around the boxes in the bottom to find the one stashed at the very back. The heady surge of anticipation made the breath catch in his throat when he lifted the lid to look at the red underwear.

“Can’t believe it,” he muttered as more thoughts of the previous afternoon came to him.

Not long after getting back to his room, he’d had a shower and taken the opportunity to wash the panties as he’d been told by his step-sister. He’d then dried them with his hairdryer and hid them in the box before throwing himself down on the bed to replay what happened in his head over and over.

There had been no choice but to go down for dinner when his dad and step-mum arrived home from work. They always ate together at the dining room table as a family, so he couldn’t get out of it although he’d made every effort to act normal. It was seriously awkward though. The sly smirk he caught on Sarah’s face occasionally felt a little excruciating, but he’d eaten as quickly as he could then used college coursework as an excuse to go back up to his bedroom.

He didn’t go near the panties though. Being caught with them would be a disaster, so he’d left them well hidden at the back of the wardrobe. That was then, however, and this was now. He was in the house alone. That meant he could take them out and he put the box back in the wardrobe before moving across the room to throw himself down on the bed.

Closing his eyes, he brought the panties to his face and held them there as he let his mind be swamped by images of the fun he had with Sarah in her bedroom. The stiffening of his cock made him squirm around on the covers and it was only a matter of seconds before he was fully erect.

“Fuck,” he let out in a rasp of breath.

Suddenly, all he wanted to do was have the panties wrapped around his dick again, so he grabbed at the zipper of his jeans to pull it down. It reminded him of doing the same thing in Sarah’s bedroom the previous day. He let out another curse as he forced his fingers through the gap to get them below his underwear. His buttocks clenched tightly as he pulled his erection out then rubbed the panties on it.

The loud knock came without warning and he was suddenly in a blind panic as he tried to stuff his hard cock back in his jeans. The door swung open before he could manage it and the sight of Sarah’s grinning face made him curse.

“You just about gave me a fucking heart attack,” he complained before banging his head down on the pillow.

“Thought you’d been caught in the act, did you?” Sarah mocked as she walked in the room. “I’d love to be a fly on the wall when you were trying to explain to your dad or my mum why you were jerking yourself off with a pair of my panties.”

Johnny let out a slow breath as panic gave way to relief. He closed his eyes for a second before opening them again to see Sarah move to the bottom of the bed.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he let out as he finished stuffing his erection back in his jeans. “Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

“Took the afternoon off,” she replied, with a smirk. “Are you going to be coy and hide it from me today?”

Johnny screwed up his face. He saw her gaze fix on the panties in his hand.

“Do you want them back?” he asked.

“No, you can keep them,” she told him. “My little gift to you.”

There was a pause as they stared at each other and it was Sarah who eventually broke the silence.

“So, what are you going to give me in return?”

Johnny pushed himself up to a sitting position and leaned back against the headboard. He saw the smirk on Sarah’s face and felt a rush of euphoria he knew was so wrong. What they were doing was risky. Not that he was being given a lot of choice in the matter although he couldn’t exactly pretend he was unhappy about that.

“What do you want?” he asked.

“Hmmm,” Sarah let out in an amused voice and made a show of rubbing her chin, as if she was pondering the question.

The smirk widened on her face and it suddenly registered with Johnny that she was wearing the same cardigan as the day before. It was clear she’d been waiting for him to come home, but there was no knowing exactly what that meant. When she finally spoke again, it wasn’t to answer the question he’d asked.

“Didn’t take you long,” she mocked. “You were in the house less than five minutes before my panties were wrapped around your dirty dick.”

“Is that what you want to watch?”

“Maybe,” Sarah said and sat down on the bottom of the bed. “Been looking at the picture I took of you a lot.”

Johnny shifted a little uncomfortably as the swell of hot blood brought him fully erect again. He rubbed his fingers against the red material and let his gaze slid to the bare skin of Sarah’s thighs.

“Are you thinking I might give you another pair?” she teased.

“No,” he replied when he met her gaze.

The smile on her face was a sure sign that she knew he was lying. It meant he couldn’t hold the eye contact. His cheeks flushed and he felt the embarrassment taking hold. He squirmed around as he looked at Sarah’s thighs again. His interest didn’t go unnoticed and he kept watching as she edged the hem higher to put more bare skin on display.

“Don’t have a pair to give you today anyway,” she said in a mischievous voice.

Johnny slid his tongue around his lips as he watched. The idea she might be naked below the cardigan was a turn on, but it appeared his step-sister wasn’t about to show if she was or not when she lifted her hand away from her leg.

“Been thinking about something a friend told me,” she said.

The comment made Johnny frown.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Been thinking about it a lot since I watched you blow that big, sticky load in my panties yesterday,” Sarah went on.

It deepened the lines on Johnny’s forehead. He looked at the red panties, but said nothing and just waited.

“About how hard guys cum,” Sarah said and sniggered. “And how to make it shoot out like a fucking fountain.”

“Uh…, I’m not sure I understand,” Johnny said tentatively when he turned his gaze on her face.

“Prostate stimulation,” she said, with a sly smile. “That’s the trick apparently. Been wanting to try it since my friend told me, but it’s not exactly a topic of conversation you can bring up with a boyfriend. At least, I haven’t had the nerve to do it, but, well, now…”

Johnny lifted a hand to wipe it across his mouth as he continued to stare. He didn’t quite understand what his step-sister was talking about until she pulled an item from the pocket of her cardigan and held it up.

“Oh, whoa, whoa, whoa,” he blurted out. “I don’t think…”

“We’ll work up to it,” Sarah cut in to stop his protest. Her gaze flitted to the metal, bullet-shaped butt plug she held for a second before returning to Johnny. “I’ll give you a little P-spot massage first.”

Johnny held his breath as he watched her lift her free hand and make a come-hither motion with her forefinger. He didn’t need an explanation now. The instinctive clenching of his asshole made his erection throb.

“No fucking way,” he said limply.

A smile spread across Sarah’s face when she slowly brought her free hand to her mouth to brush a touch on it then made a show of sucking her finger for a second.

“The first rule is always give a girl what she wants,” Sarah said and brushed her fingertips seductively across her mouth again. “Don’t you know that? Most will be more than happy to give you something in return if you do.”

The implications were all too clear to Johnny. She was offering a blowjob on the condition he gave up his asshole to her, so she could play her kinky game and he felt his muscles pulse more fiercely.

“I can’t…”

“Sure you can,” Sarah interrupted. “Don’t you normally have a shower when you come home from college?”

Johnny tilted his head from side to side as he stared at the butt plug. It wasn’t like he didn’t know about them, but he never intended to come into close contact with one. The toy Sarah held looked huge to him and if he gave in there was no doubt she’d happily violate his asshole with it.

“I sometimes have a shower when I get home,” he muttered to answer her question.

“Then go and have it,” she told him and got to her feet.

He stayed where he was, but the lure of oral sex wouldn’t leave his mind. His experience with the opposite sex was limited, but he’d struck lucky at a couple of the college parties he’d attended. On both occasions he and the girls got carried away because of a little too much alcohol and he’d been a more than willing recipient of the blowjobs they’d given him.

There was no drink involved on this occasion, but another offer had come his way and he knew he couldn’t miss out. It would get his step-sister playing with him again and he wanted it. Oh god, he wanted it so badly and could feel the pulsing strain of his erection in his underwear.

“Go on,” Sarah urged and motioned her head in the direction of the bathroom door.

Johnny slid to the side of the bed and got to his feet. He walked over to the door and turned to look back. It showed him he was being watched.

“Will we go to hell for this?” he asked and was only half joking.

Playing around with his step-sister felt like a taboo step too far. That didn’t mean he was about to stop and the amused expression on Sarah’s face showed what she thought of his remark.

“It’s our secret,” she said. “Just you, me and the friends I show the pictures will know about us.”

“Fuck off,” Johnny let out.

He couldn’t tell if she was being serious. It was too late to worry about it, however. He’d let the pictures be taken the day before and could only hope she wouldn’t want to take any more. She motioned for him to get moving, so he went in the bathroom. After closing the door, he walked across to the sink and stared at his reflection in the mirror.

“Dickhead,” he berated himself.

However, there was no pretending he wasn’t excited at the prospect of his step-sister taking advantage of him again. His cock was trying to burst out of his jeans and he could feel the way it strained as the arousal took a stronger hold on him. Moving over to the cubicle, he slid the door open and reached in to switch on the water.

He was then quick to strip naked and dumped his clothes in the sink. It got him a sight of the way his erection jutted out from his groin in the mirror and he watched as he stroked his fingers up and down.

It was only when the mirror began to steam up that he turned away from it. Moving back to the cubicle, he stepped inside and slid the door shut before sticking his hand under the water. He turned the temperature down a little before positioning himself directly under the cascade of jets and turning his face up to them.

A step back let the water rain down on his erection to bring a tingle of pleasure that weakened his knees. He reached out one hand to press it against the tiles and got the fingers of the other wrapped around his hard cock to stroke it. Tremors set his legs shaking. The delicious sensation made him close his eyes to enjoy the moment.

Thoughts of Sarah in his bedroom flooded his mind and he knew he should hurry to get back to her. The idea of his asshole being plundered brought raw nerves though and he continued to masturbate. It was only when he opened his eyes again that he saw the action wasn’t about to take place in the bedroom.

“Fucking hell,” he complained as he stared at his step-sister. “Stop sneaking up on me.”

The sound of the shower water had masked her coming into the bathroom to slide the door of the cubicle open.

“Sneaking up on you is fun,” she said, with a smirk. “Look what I catch you doing.”

Johnny looked down to the way his fingers were clasped around the base of his erection.

“You must be thinking about this,” Sarah joked when she held up her hand. “Put it on the shelf.”

The butt plug being tossed in his direction made Johnny let go of his cock, but he missed the catch and the toy fell to the wet floor.

“Turn around and bend over to pick it up,” Sarah said.

Johnny grimaced. He wasn’t about to do that and simply knelt down to get the plug. When he straightened up, he put it on the shelf.

“Haven’t had my shower yet either,” Sarah said. “I thought I’d wait on you getting home to have one.”

The way she started to unzip the cardigan held Johnny captivated.

“No fucking way,” he let out under his breath as the sides of the cardigan parted to give a glimpse of naked skin.

It quickly became clear that Sarah wasn’t wearing a bra and he remembered her comment about not being able to give him another pair of panties.

“Be a gentleman and turn around,” she said.

Johnny took a last look at the provocative way she stood before acquiescing. His breath came out in short, sharp gasps as he faced the tiles and listened. He desperately wanted to look, but forced himself not to. The sound of the door sliding shut came to him and he shuddered when Sarah’s body pressed against his back. He could feel her naked breasts squashing against his skin and looked down to her hand sliding around his waist.

She’d mostly watched and given instructions the previous day, but it seemed she was intent on something more on this occasion. Johnny’s knees threatened to buckle when her fingers clasped around the base of his cock. Her chin dug into the back of his shoulder and there was no missing the sound of her mischievous laugh when she squeezed tightly.

“Got it fucking bad for me, haven’t you?” she taunted.

Johnny rocked his head back when she loosened her grip to slowly stroke her fingers up his full length then all the way down again. She squeezed tightly around the base to make him gasp before letting go and stepping back.

“Better when it’s slippery,” she said.

It made Johnny turn just in time to see her reach out to the shelf. His heart was in his mouth, but it wasn’t the butt plug she grabbed. Instead, she picked up the bottle of shower cream and flipped the cap, so she could pour some in her free hand. He grabbed hold of the plastic bottle when it was thrust towards him.

There was no order for him to turn around now and it let him feast his eyes on the perfect sight of Sarah soaping up her naked body. He could barely believe his luck as he watched her cover her pert breasts with lather then slide her hands down over her taut belly.

“You like that little bro,” she jeered as she rubbed her soapy fingers on her neatly trimmed pubic hair to cover it in lather then worked a hand between her thighs.

The twitching throb of his erection grew stronger as he watched, but she suddenly stepped towards him and turned. He knew it was no accident when her soap-covered hip grazed against his erection. The amusement was there to hear in her voice.

“Oops, sorry, can you do my back for me?”

She held her hands under the streaming jets to clear the soap from them before running them back over her head to slick her wet hair down. A glance over her shoulder showed his rapt attention on her and she made a move to push her ass against the hardness of his cock before stepping forward.

“Can you, pretty please?” she asked in a sweet voice that was laced with mischief.

It spurred him to action and he popped the cap to pour some of the shower cream in his palm then returned the bottle to the shelf. His hands shook as he got them on her shoulders and began to work the soap in.

“My whole back,” Sarah encouraged in a teasing voice.

Johnny pushed back against the wall of the cubicle. He slid his hands lower and looked down to his step-sister’s bubble butt.

“Don’t stop,” she told him when his hands reached her lower back.

He took the opportunity she was giving and ran his hands down onto her naked ass. A squeeze of his hands dug fingers into soft flesh and he heard the giggling titter.

“You’re supposed to be fucking washing me,” she said.

Johnny felt the throb of his erection as he circled his hands slowly on his step-sister’s rounded cheeks to cover them with soap. The urge to slide a hand between her thighs played on his mind, but he couldn’t quite find the nerve to do it.

“You need to be soaped up too,” Sarah eventually said and reached back to grab his wrists, so she could pull his hands around her body to get them to her tits.

She shoved her ass back to grind against the hardness of his erection. It sent tremors down her legs, which grew stronger when his fingers sank into the soft flesh of her breasts. The sinuous movement of her belly kept her slippery ass rubbing against his groin, but she finally pushed back harder still to get the feeling of his throbbing, erect cock slipping in between her buttocks.

“Fuck,” she gasped and rocked her head back.

She kept her hands over his to hold them in place on her tits, but there was no need for any encouragement. The groping touch of his fingers mauled her flesh to make her nipples stiffen against his palms.

“What kind of a girl do you think I am?” she eventually said in a sniggering voice and pulled his hands away, so she could turn around. “You haven’t even kissed me yet.”

She grabbed his hair to pull his head down and he closed his eyes as the soft caress of her lips played on his. Her soapy belly now rubbed against his erection and it stoked his lust to make him shove his hips forward to lock their bodies tighter together.

“One kiss is all you get,” she said jokingly when she jerked her head back. “Well, on the lips, anyway.”

She let go of his hair and brushed fingertips down his torso, so she could wrap a slippery grip around his rigidly erect manhood.

“Can you hold on long enough to get what you really want?” she teased him as she gave a slow, sensual handjob.

Johnny’s head cracked against the tiles when he threw it back. He could feel his balls clenching up to his groin and fought against the sensation. The caress of Sarah’s hand quickened, however. It made him squeeze his eyes shut as her touch brought an excitement that mounted, but her fingers finally came to a stop just below the head and a strong squeeze suppressed the urge to let go.

“Fuck,” he groaned as his thigh muscles quivered.

“We haven’t played our game yet,” Sarah teased and leaned forward to squash her tits against his chest.

“Your game,” Johnny said breathlessly.

“Don’t see you complaining,” she retorted as she pinned him to the wall to rub their bodies together.

Johnny could feel the stiffness of her nipples grazing against his chest and looked down when the touch slid lower. There was no holding in the curses as Sarah worked her tits onto his belly. The fluttering contractions of his muscles grew stronger and he pushed back against the wall to hold himself up.

“You like that?” Sarah murmured. “My tits all wet and soapy on your naked body.”

“Yes,” Johnny gasped.

His neck stretched out as he pushed his head back against the wall when the creep of fingers slid up his thigh to cup around his testicles. It brought memories of the previous day flashing through his head, but he was about to get so much more than masturbating into a pair of his step-sister’s panties. Her tits rubbed against his erection to make it quiver, but she pulled back immediately to end the touch.

“Not my boobs you want, is it bad boy?” she teased when she dropped to her knees and glanced up.

“No,” Johnny groaned in a strained voice.

His thigh muscles began to spasm when Sarah’s fingertips slid onto the sensitive skin just behind his balls.

“You’re going to give me what I want though, aren’t you?” she teased him.

Johnny didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. She was playing out her fantasy and they both knew he wasn’t going to do a damn thing to stop her. The gentle caress of her fingertips slid further back along his perineum to make him rise up on tiptoes and his mouth opened wide.

It was a new experience, but one he was finding he liked more than he cared to admit. The anticipation of a touch on his tight ring made his muscles pulse and he heard the giggling glee of Sarah when her finger found its mark.

He could feel his legs threatening to crumple under him as he rose up higher on tiptoes, but there was no escape from Sarah’s touch. Her breathing grew short as she wiggled her finger a little harder to try and break the resistance of protesting muscles.

“Are you fighting me?” she teased as she slid her fingertip back along Johnny’s perineum.

“Fuck,” he let out as he dropped down onto the soles of his feet.

Fingers cupped around his balls again and Sarah’s other hand gripped around his erection. The slipperiness of the soap made the slow action of her fingers gliding up and down silky smooth and the rush of pleasure was intense. He pushed himself back against the wall and reached out a hand to slap it against the tiles in an attempt to steady himself on trembling legs.

“Is it better when I do it?” Sarah asked and smirked when she looked up.

They both knew the answer without Johnny having to say a word. He was loving every second of her taking advantage of him and he looked down to the way she continued to stroke his erection. She finally pushed her hand right down to the base to make his stiff, quivering shaft jut out from his groin.

“I’m not fucking kissing it when it’s covered in soap,” she said when she looked up.

Johnny took the hint and cupped his hands together when he reached out to get them under the showerhead. It took a few seconds to get enough water, but he wasted no time spilling it over his cock to wash away the soap.

“Again,” Sarah demanded.

The tremors grew stronger to make Johnny’s legs weaken when he felt a fingertip slide along his perineum again. Sarah got it in place to press against his asshole even before he got his cupped hands to his groin to spill more water over his hard cock.

“There we go,” Sarah said and looked up to hold his gaze when she leaned closer.

She saw the way his face contorted when she flickered her tongue on the underside of the head.

“You going to cum hard for me, bad boy?” she asked in a teasing voice.

Johnny was up on tiptoes again, but the pressure of the slippery finger on his asshole didn’t let up this time. His abused muscles began to pulse harder still and he groaned when Sarah’s lips slid over the tip of his cock to engulf the head in the wet warmth of her mouth. It was heaven. He looked up to the ceiling while the seductive rolling of her tongue swirled slowly around glistening skin.

The sound of his groans made Sarah giggle breathlessly when she backed off and their eyes met when he looked down. It held him in a scintillating moment until the finger pressing against his asshole slipped past the resistance of his sphincter.

“Fuck,” he gasped when his head jerked back to bang against the wall.

“First time having your tight hole made to gape by a girl?” Sarah teased.

It was, but Johnny said nothing in reply. From what she’d revealed to him, he assumed she was enjoying her first time doing it to a boy. The vibrant excitement in her voice showed just how much she was savoring the experience.

“Fuck, fuck,” Johnny cursed through gritted teeth as the stiff penetration slipped deeper.

“Just about there I think,” Sarah said and started to wiggle her finger.

It ignited a rush of pleasure in Johnny that left him breathless. The grip of fingers around the base of his erection pushed down against his balls and he let out a desperate groan when soft lips grazed over the thickly swollen head again.

His body tensed as more of his length slipped into the soft wet of his step-sister’s mouth. She began to bob her head to give him a blowjob as she stroked her finger slowly in and out of his asshole. The pulsing contractions of his muscles around the stiff penetration made the caress of lips sliding along his hard cock all the better and his hips began to judder as he fought against the rising pressure.

Sarah let out a gasping breath when she came up for air after a short while. She jabbed her finger knuckle-deep and looked up to the contorted expression of delight on Johnny’s face. Keeping her gaze on it, she leaned forward to sweep rasping licks up his length as she held her finger deep.

“Come on,” she urged. “Let me fucking see it.”

Johnny glanced down to the excited look on her face and held the eye contact as she began to finger his asshole again. It set his mind in turmoil. A longing for the pleasure made him love the sensation, but there was no pretending he didn’t feel shame at letting his step-sister use him in such a sordid manner. He watched as she took the head of his cock in her mouth yet again and began to work her lips along his stiffly swollen manhood.

The quivering twitch of his hips became uncontrollable as he felt himself reaching the edge. He didn’t want the moment to end and desperately fought against his body succumbing, but eventually knew it was impossible. His warning shout made Sarah’s head pop up and she immediately began to stroke her fingers along his erection to a quickening pace.

At the same time she wiggled her finger inside his asshole and it was the moment it became to much for Johnny. His muscles were coiled like springs in the final moment of the climb that exploded to the strongest climax of his life.

A thick, shooting spurt of cum blasted just past Sarah’s face and she let out a giggling squeal as she watched. She forced her hand right down to the base of her step-brother’s erection to push it against heavy balls and kept wiggling her finger to give a prostrate massage that brought out more heavy, pulsing bursts of creamy white.

Johnny was in bits. The clenching of his muscles around Sarah’s finger prior to each spurt sent hot wave after wave of pleasure ripping through his shuddering body. It was all he could do to stay upright on shaking legs. Tension gripped hold of him in the final throes of ecstasy until the delicious moment peaked and he felt the strength drain from his body.

“See how good I am to you,” Sarah teased when she leaned forward to kiss on the head of his erection.

She looked up to see she was being watched and it excited her as she lapped at the last dribbles of cum trickling from the little slit. The sound of Johnny’s exhausted groans echoed around the small space when she forced her finger all the way in his asshole and gave him a final rush of bliss by ever so slowly extracting it.

His legs gave out to make him slide down the wet wall and slump onto the floor. Sarah squeezed his erection as she held on tightly. It let her feel the dying throbs as the stiffness slowly melted away. Johnny was sure it brought another encounter with his step-sister to an end, but it quickly became clear that she wasn’t finished with him.

***

When Sarah let go of his fading erection, she got to her feet and moved right under the showerhead. The water rinsed the lather from her body and a smile played on her lips when she reached out to pick up the butt plug.

“Fuck off,” Johnny whined.

She turned to see the grimace on his face as he stared at the toy. His chest heaved as he sucked in heavy breaths and she couldn’t keep the amusement from her voice.

“Is it still pulsing?”

Johnny didn’t need any more explanation to understand the cheeky remark. He could feel the throbbing contractions of his abused anal muscles. His eyes remained on the toy as it was wielded and there was no keeping the gruff desperation from his voice when he spoke again.

“Fuck off.”

“That’s not very nice now, is it?” Sarah said and let out a snorting titter. “Didn’t I say that you should give a girl what she wants.”

“Please,” Johnny let out in a hoarse rasp.

“Well, maybe not this time,” Sarah went on and a smile played on her lips. “We’ll have to find somewhere else to put it.”

Johnny watched in amazement when she turned around to face away from him. His gaze slid to her rounded cheeks and the breath caught in his throat when she sank the fingers of her free hand into her flesh. The glimpse was fleeting when she pulled on her buttock, but the rush of excitement was potent.

“No way,” he muttered.

“It has to be lubricated though,” Sarah went on. “Can you do that for me?”

Johnny looked up to the way she glanced over her shoulder at him. It was the sexiest sight ever, but her words made him sure she was only teasing.

“You’ve got a tongue haven’t you?”

“Are you fucking serious?” he exclaimed.

“Try me,” Sarah replied.

It was too good a chance to miss. His hesitation gave way to scrambling movement as he got up to his knees and shuffled forward. Sarah turned back to face him before he got in position and he stared at the V of dark, trimmed hair on her plump mound.

“You have to get this wet first,” she said.

He looked to the plug being held out to his face. The heaving of his chest was nothing to do with the exhaustion he’d felt only a matter of seconds before. His pulse started to race again as he felt the arousal come back to his body. He’d often masturbated a couple of times in the hour he was alone in the house after college, but it was usually a while before he got hard again.

This time his body was recovering almost instantly and he could feel the rush of hot blood returning to his spent cock. He knew what was wanted when the narrow tip of the plug was brushed against his lips and gave in right away. The sound of a hushed laugh came to him when he was made to take the toy in his mouth.

“That’s it,” Sarah said. “You get it nice and wet for me.”

The humiliation took hold as Johnny worked his tongue around the body of the butt plug to soak it.

“Good boy,” Sarah taunted as she pushed the plug further into his mouth until she forced the base right against his lips.

It made him gag and he heard another laugh before the toy was eased out of his mouth.

“More,” Sarah said and held the tip under his lips.

He let spit dribble out onto it, but the toy was eventually pulled away. Sarah turned then leaned forward to press her free hand against the tiles. Johnny simply stared at the beautiful sight being presented to him.

“It won’t get fucking lubricated on it’s own,” Sarah eventually said.

Her words sparked him to action. He sank his fingers into the soft flesh of her cheeks and it was much more than a glimpse he got of a tiny, puckered hole when he spread buttocks. A stronger pulse of hot blood made his cock twitch when he leaned forward to kiss on asshole. It was definitely the dirtiest moment of his life and he couldn’t believe just how much he wanted it.

The sound of whimpering gasps spurred him on to rim the tip of his tongue around asshole before getting it slippery with licks. He’d watched anal porn videos on a few occasions, but the thrill of actually doing it for real ignited another heady rush of arousal. Pulling harder on buttocks, he shoved his head forward to nuzzle his lips on puckered skin before licking frantically. It was only a shove on his head forcing him back that brought the moment to an end.

Sarah pulled her hand away, so she could slap it against the tiles. That enabled her to reach back with her other hand to hold out the spit-soaked toy. She leaned further forward to press her forehead on the cool tiles and her voice came out in a rush of breath.

“Put it in.”

Johnny lifted his hand to rub the back of it across his mouth. The moment of hesitation came to an end when he snatched the plug from Sarah. He dug the fingers of his free hand into soft flesh again and held his breath as he teased her exposed asshole with the narrow end of the plug.

Sarah closed her eyes and pressed her forehead harder against the wall. It allowed her to get a hand to the top of her pubic mound and a trembling weakness took hold of her legs when she slid a touch between her thighs. Her mouth opened wide as she circled fingers on her flushed labia, but it was the growing pressure on her tightly clenched hole that really held her attention.

Johnny leaned in, so his face was only a matter of inches from naked flesh as he pushed harder. The sight of a tight sphincter beginning to succumb brought a stronger surge of arousal and he could feel the throbbing stiffness returning to his cock. His eyes never left the sight in front of him though. Trying to break the resistance was a massive thrill and he knew he’d managed it when he heard the whimpering cry of his step-sister.

She grabbed at her other buttock with her free hand to pull on it and that gave Johnny an even better view of the way he was violating a tight hole. The increasing thickness of the toy entering made asshole gape and the sound of Sarah’s cries filled the cubicle as her sphincter was stretched indecently open until the widest part of the body slipped inside.

“Let go,” she gasped.

Johnny did so and watched as pulsating muscles finished the job of pulling the sex toy all the way inside. His excitement mounted when Sarah spanked her naked butt to make her asshole grip around the toy. Her hips juddered as the pleasure ignited and she circled her fingers on her pussy all the more enthusiastically. It turned her legs to jelly and staying upright became all the more difficult.

“Fuck,” she gasped when she pulled her hand from between her thighs.

She turned around on shaky legs and leaned back against the wall before reaching out to grab Johnny’s hair. There was no resistance from him when she pulled. He let himself be dragged forward to put his face inches from naked skin again.

“Use your tongue,” she urged and shuffled her legs apart as she tightened her grip on his hair.

She got her free hand between her thighs and used fingers to spread herself. It exposed the glistening pink of her sensitive inner skin to the licks that began to rasp across her pussy.

“Yeah, yeah, like that,” she groaned and leaned back harder against the wall.

The grip of her asshole tightened around the plug when she clenched her muscles to push forward. It made her muscles strain and her hips began to judder as her veins flooded with the hot pleasure of oral sex. She let go of hair, so she could grope her tits as Johnny’s head buried between her naked thighs and the surging delight pushed her closer to the release she really started to crave.

She still wanted more, so slid her hand lower to get it to the top of her pubic mound. Digging her fingers into her flesh exposed her clitoris and there was no need for any words. Johnny’s tongue came to the swollen bud immediately and her cries of delight grew louder still as she was caught in a heady rush of exhilaration that made her shove her hips forward.

It made her muscles strain and the strong contractions tightened her asshole around the butt plug. Her neck stretched out when she rocked her head back and she pushed herself against the wall as she was pleasured. When she finally looked down again, it got her the sight of her step-brother’s swelling cock and that brought the urge for more than his tongue.

“Get on the fucking floor,” she barked and shoved his head away.

Johnny dropped onto the wet floor immediately to lie down under the cascade of streaming jets and grabbed his erection to stroke it. His hand was knocked away when Sarah straddled his waist. She got her fingers around his stiffening shaft and gripped tightly.

“Can’t believe you’ve got it fucking up for me again so quickly,” she said.

She could feel the pulsing throb of his lust, but loosened her grip to stroke her fingers up and down until she brought his cock fully erect. Holding it tightly, she moved into place and lowered herself to make the tip brush along her swollen, puffy lips.

“If you want this again, you better not fucking cum in me,” she warned.

Johnny pressed his head down on the floor to arch his back. He always lasted longer the second time when he masturbated, but he was about to get so much more than his hand and the fear that he’d lose control played on his mind.

“You fucking hear me?” Sarah warned.

“Yes,” Johnny replied and squeezed his groin muscles tightly when he felt the head of his cock slipping inside the velvety softness of pussy. It made him arch his back tighter still and he closed his eyes tightly to concentrate on holding himself in check.

Sarah shuddered as she pushed down slowly to impale herself on the full length of his erection. She then leaned forward to slap her hands on his wet chest and the sinuous movements of her belly made her rock back and forward.

“So good,” she groaned as she quickened the pace of the rocking.

She dug her fingers into taut muscles and heard the groan when she began to ride hard cock. The slapping sound of their wet skin coming together filled the cubicle as she quickened the pace of the sex. There was a thrill to being in control, so she could take what she wanted from an aroused boy and she forced herself down harder onto Johnny. He grabbed her hips and she felt his fingers sinking deep into her flesh to hold on.

She only cared about her own pleasure now though, so she rode his erection more enthusiastically to build her excitement and heard the groan when she sat down on the full length again to hold it deep.

“Does my cunt feel good?” she growled in a hoarse rasp as she swiveled her hips.

Johnny didn’t answer. He clenched his buttocks to force his ass up from the floor and could feel the quivering strain of his throbbing shaft inside tight pussy. The sense that his excitement might burst out of control made him slump back down and he tried to think of anything other than sex when Sarah began to ride his cock again.

Her fingernails dug into his chest to bring pain and he tried to focus his attention on that rather than the pleasure of his erection driving deep into pussy over and over until Sarah sat down hard on him. The throbbing pulse of her asshole around the plug heightened the pleasure of her inner muscles gripping around hard cock.

“Fuck…, fuck,” she groaned as she got fingers to her clitoris.

A punishing touch made the sensitive bud throb and the sensation reverberated through her pussy. It made her all too conscious of having both holes filled to the brim and her body stretched out in the final seconds as her mind zoned out. All that mattered was the intense pressure between her thighs as she pushed down harder on cock and circled her fingers in a frenzy to bring things to a head.

The split-second of tension left her crying out, but it broke hard to orgasm and the hot rush of pure bliss ripped through her body. The pulsating contractions of her muscles were uncontrollable and her head swung around as she was engulfed in hot shudders that made her writhe around on hard cock until the stomach-tingling sensation became her world.

Her cries grew louder as the climax hit a peak and the tension returned to make her muscles clench around the hardness of cock and butt plug until the relaxation hit. She slumped forward onto Johnny and took in deep breaths as she tried to recover.

“Please,” he finally said in a despairing voice.

Sarah summoned the strength to lift herself up from him, so she could drop to her knees at his side. She wrapped her fingers around his erection and her pussy wetness lubricated a silky smooth handjob that gradually quickened until she had him arched up from the wet floor of the cubicle. It made her frantically masturbate him until he couldn’t take what she was giving.

She felt the quivering tension in his throbbing shaft and forced her fingers down to the base. His body stretched out until a convulsion ignited another thick shower of cum. The sticky streams splashed across his belly to streak it with white until the release eventually began to weaken.

“Dirty bastard,” Sarah teased as she stroked her fingers along his length to bring out the last of his cum.

The moment ended with the sound of his despairing, gasping breaths when he slumped down on the floor.

“Two times in quick succession,” Sarah said when she let go. “Never had a boy get it that bad for me.”

She let out a laugh as she struggled to her feet to stand under the water, so she could wash herself. Johnny dropped his gaze to her ass when she turned to slide the door open. It got him the sight of the end of the plug nestled against her cheeks.

“Fuck,” he let out in a rush of breath.

“Let’s see if we can get you to wear it next time,” Sarah called out.

Johnny’s last sight of her was when she grabbed a towel from the wall rail to cover herself up. It was only when she disappeared from view that he clambered to his feet. Getting under the showerhead, he turned his face up to it and closed his eyes.

“Next time,” he muttered and it brought a smile to his face.

He’d be waiting to put himself under the control of his sexy, older step-sister to let her take advantage of him again and couldn’t wait to see what that got him.
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