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“Open your legs.”

“Wait. Are you sure your mom and my dad are asleep?”

“Yes. I just checked.”

“I don’t want to get caught.”

“We’re not going to get caught. Just try not to make too much noise.”

“I’ll try. But you always make me feel so good.”

“Open your legs, and I’ll make you feel even better.”

The reply was uneasy and shy. “Okay.”

Nasha lay down on her side and bended her knee, allowing her stepsister Zena to have complete access to her panties.

Staring into her eyes, Zena put her hand to Nasha’s hot, wet center and pressed firmly. “Damn, you’re so wet,” she huskily said. She stared at Nasha’s covered pussy in lust. Licking her lips, she eased her hand beneath the flimsy turquoise G-string and stroked her soaked slit.

Nasha gasped and opened her mouth, closing her eyes. “Oh Zena,” she whispered.

“Shhh.”

Zena leaned down to Nasha’s trembling lip-gloss coated lips and ran her tongue over them. She moved her finger around Nasha’s pussy, groaning at how juicy and warm it felt. She stuck her finger inside her, stroking her steadily.

“Oh God,” Nasha gasped, arching to her touch.

Zena enveloped her lips with hers and kissed her passionately, staring at her between kisses. Feeling greedy, she leaned down to Nasha’s triple-sized breasts and began tonguing and sucking her nipples.

“Oh yes.”

Her tongue made love to Nasha’s globes while her finger swiftly moved in and out of her super wet pussy. Nasha’s greedy pussy made gushy noises as she did, and it made Zena even more horny for her. Touching her younger stepsister’s forbidden body never got old. She hadn’t expected to like her or fall for her. But as soon as their parents introduced them, she knew she had to have Nasha. They weren’t officially stepsisters yet, as their parents’ wedding wasn’t for four more months. But Zena didn’t care. Unofficial or not, she intended to have her way with Nasha, and she had. More than once.

There was a three-year age gap between the two. Nasha was still in high school but old enough at 18 and Zena was 21. She was old enough to live on her own but had fallen down on her luck recently, dropped out of college, and moved back home to Columbia. Her own father refused to let her move in with him, but her mom let her come back home to live with her and her new fiancé’ and his daughter. While she was struggling through her junior year of college, she and Nasha had formally met on the phone and spoke a few times through her mother, but that was it. It was two months before she got to meet her in person. She thought she’d pass out the first time she saw Nasha. Nasha was strikingly beautiful with long, wavy black hair, golden brown skin, huge boobs, a fat ass with wide hips and thick thighs. Everything Zena liked in girls.

Sexual tension between the girls had been thick as natural hair all week. It was hard not to look at Nasha. Nasha was like a video model come to life; the kind of girl Zena fantasized about growing up and lusted after in high-school and college but could never get. Zena had plenty of swag and was attractive herself with bright, expressive brown eyes, a slender, athletic build, and long sister lochs that went all the way down her back. She dressed like a guy though and Nasha found that very intriguing. She could never look Zena in the eye or talk to her directly without blushing and Zena knew there was a slim chance the attraction was mutual. Least, she hoped so. She took her time trying to see. For one thing, Nasha was in school during the day, she had cheerleading after school, and their parents were always around in the evenings.

She behaved herself and kept her lust at bay, but it was hard. Especially when Nasha walked around the house in her cheerleading uniform or those itty-bitty shorts she liked to wear to bed. It was hard not to be hypnotized by the wiggle and jiggle of her ass every time she walked by. Zena felt like a feral animal on steroids whenever her little stepsister to be was around. She felt she would explode if she didn’t get to kiss her, feel on that fat ass, or get one of those jumbo titties in her mouth. One night she just decided to go for it and take her chances.

It had been almost a full week since Zena had moved back home. Their parents were outside on the patio drinking wine and talking about their day as they sometimes did for quality time and Nasha had gone to take a shower before bed. Zena checked to make sure their parents were engrossed in deep conversation and one another before approaching the bathroom they all shared, and she was relieved to see the two of them making out. Disgusted but still relieved. They would probably be out there for a while.

Determined, she set out for the bathroom, her heart thumping wildly with red-hot adrenaline and daredevil excitement. The thrill of it all was almost too much for her to bear. When she got to the door, she could hear the shower running inside. She turned the knob and peeked inside. She could make out the heavenly curves of Nasha’s tender young body behind the frosted glass of the shower door. She was in there singing and she sounded so sweet. Zena closed her eyes, envisioning the suds on Nasha’s titties and in the crack of her ass and water streaming down from her flat belly to her fat pussy. When Nasha wore tights, her camel toe was thick and prominent. Some days she wanted to fall to her knees and worship at the altar of Nasha’s snatch. The girl had no idea what she did to her big sister to be. But she was getting ready to show her.

Zena walked into the bathroom and softly closed the door. She patiently stood there and waited against the bathroom counter while Nasha finished her shower. She didn’t know she’d been gripping the counter until she felt pain shoot through her fingers. She quietly swore and rubbed her hands, wincing. It took the strength of ten men for her not to pounce on Nasha while she was in the shower. But she didn’t want to scare the girl. She had to take baby steps. Besides, Nasha might reject her. She was so out of her league. Zena never had problems getting attractive women, but like the girls she had always liked in school and college, she was just in another dimension when it came to looks. She was so fine it was almost inhuman. Zena could never get those girls in college; they weren’t into girls. At all. She had approached one before and the chick had practically laughed in her face.

“Just let me eat your pussy one time,” she’d told the older senior when she was a horny, womanizing sophomore.

The beauty just looked at her like she was a gnat buzzing around her nose and pitifully shook her head. “No,” she’d sharply said. “I’m not into dykes. My man eats my pussy just fine, thank you. And besides, you’re going to hell. I don’t intend on joining you. Freak.”

With that, she’d whipped her long blonde weave in Zena’s face and switched off, laughing with a group of her equally beautiful friends. After that humiliating rejection, Zena stuck to what was easy and attainable. She feared she’d suffer the same crushing defeat with Nasha but she knew she saw curiosity in Nasha’s eyes whenever she looked at her. She didn’t act all shy and spooked around her for nothing.

Zena’s heart jumped in her throat when Nasha cut the shower off. She braced herself against the counter and talked herself out of running out. She had to remember she was the oldest one in this situation. The dominant one. The alpha. Hell, she was even taller than Nasha. She had to muster up super-human strength confidence.

She excessively swallowed when Nasha exited the steaming shower, her overly developed body on full display and dripping with water when she got out. Zena’s eyes immediately focused on those gigantic tits; then drifted down to that delicious looking pussy with just the right amount of fur of top. Zena loved a hairy pussy. Goddamn, that shit made her want to bare her teeth and howl at the moon. Without meaning to, she cleared her throat.

Nasha looked up at her and gasped when she saw her standing there. Her eyes were huge. She grabbed her towel and immediately covered herself, turning beet red. Zena thought it was adorable when he blushed.

“What are you doing in here Zena?” Nasha shrieked.

Zena swallowed, tasting metal. Her throat felt excessively dry. She tried to speak but couldn’t.

“What are you doing in here?” Nasha repeated, stressing each word.

You are in control, Zena spoke to herself. You have all the control. Go after what you want. It’s yours for the taking. Get it together bitch.

Zena stretched her neck and popped her knuckles. Nasha nervously stood there, looking at her like she was nuts.

Finding her voice, Zena crookedly smiled at Nasha and put her hand to her chin, stroking it. “I thought you might need some help drying off,” she seductively said.

Nasha just continued to quietly stand there, widely staring at Zena and clutching the towel to her trembling wet body. Her wavy hair stuck to her back and a few strands covered her face. Zena wanted to bend her ass over and pull it until she had no edges.

“I know it can be difficult getting the back sometimes,” Zena coolly continued, feeling more confident. She stood up straight and walked close to Nasha. “Need me to get your back for you?” she asked in a voice that was as smooth as honey.

Nasha dumbly blinked at her and side-stepped her, walking to the counter to look in the mirror. She tightened her towel around her body and tucked it in, securing it. The bathroom was quite large so it wasn’t like they were on top of each-other but with the steam from the shower still fermenting around the room and the tension between them growing, it might as well had been the size of a hall closet.

“I don’t need any help,” Nasha said in her sweet high-pitched voice. “Thanks.”

Undeterred, Zena walked up behind her and put her hands on her shoulders. Nasha stiffened but she didn’t move. “You sure?” Zena asked her.

Nasha met the heated gaze of Zena’s reflection in the foggy mirror and held. She put her hand up to the mirror and rubbed it until their reflections were clearer.

“I said no,” she said in a sassy voice. A smile hinted at the corner of her lips.

Zena’s inner alpha growled. So, she wanted to be a tease. Okay. She could roll with it.

Zena pressed her crotch to Nasha’s butt. “Well, how about lotion? You need help putting on lotion?” She grabbed a bottle of coconut oil off the counter and held it up.

Nasha’s smile was full of irony. “That’s oil, not lotion.”

Zena indifferently shrugged.

“But no, I don’t need help with that either.”

Zena just stood there, reminding herself to stay calm and in control. What now? Just take it? Grab her boobs and grope her like a pubescent boy?

Nasha raised her eyebrows at Zena’s reflection. “Anything else?”

How did this younger woman have so much control and self-assurance? Zena felt like she was tapping out.

“I guess not,” she said, stammering.

“Okay. Good night.”

Zena just stood there, staring at Nasha in the mirror.

“Goodnight Zena.”

There was finality in her tone but her eyes were showing something else, and Zena caught it. Was that an invitation? Permission?

Just go for it! She’s waiting on you! Go for it!

Nasha audibly gasped when Zena abruptly turned her around to face her; then put her arms around her waist, drawing her to her body. She began kissing her. Softly at first, then with a maddening, intense rage that left them both breathless. Nasha just stood there at first, not responding, but she soon couldn’t fight it anymore.

She sighed against Zena’s warm, possessive lips and started kissing her back, throwing her arms around her neck and standing on her tiptoes. Zena groaned deeply and rubbed her back, easing her hands down to her rotund ass. Nasha moaned when Zena began massaging and groping it. Their kiss deepened. Zena shivered, feeling overcome with every emotion from uncontrollable lust to arrogance to sensitivity.

This kiss was better than all of her dirty fantasies. Nasha’s lips were soft. Beguiling. Eager beneath hers. Desperate even. This girl drove her mad and made her crazy. And she could kiss. Goddamn, she could kiss. Who had she been practicing with? It occurred to her she didn’t even know if Nasha had a boyfriend. If she did, he was as good as finished.

“You’re delicious,” Zena growled between breathless kisses. She pulled Nasha’s bottom lip between her teeth. “You taste like sin and innocence intertwined.”

“You taste like breath mints.”

Zena made a face, then chuckled. “Okay.”

Nasha rubbed her nose against Zena’s and licked her top lip. “Kiss me again and rub my butt. I like it when you do that.”

“All that teasing and fake outrage was for nothing,” Zena fussed, still rubbing Nasha’s plump ass. Goddamn, it felt so good. “You should’ve just let me kiss you at first.”

Nasha teasingly smiled. “Where’s the fun in that?”

Zena shook her head in wonder. There wasn’t a damn thing slow or 100% innocent about this chick. She was as shrewd as they come.

Zena leaned down to grant herself another kiss of forbidden fruit. She inhaled Nasha’s lips, sucking and tasting them like they were made of honey.

Suddenly, Nasha pulled away from her. “Where’s our parents?” she gasped.

“Outside. They were making out last time I saw them. That should keep them busy for a while.”

Nasha uneasily looked at her for a minute; then pulled her back in for another kiss. This time, Zena interrupted their embrace.

She unflinchingly looked into Nasha’s eyes and confessed, “I like girls.”

Nasha, still woozy from their sizzling kiss, unsteadily looked into her eyes and wanly smiled. “I know. Your mom told my dad you were gay.”

Zena rolled her eyes skyward and cursed beneath her breath. “That’s funny. She doesn’t even like to talk to me about it. She thinks it’s a phase. But it’s not. I like girls. Period.”

“It’s okay,” Nasha assured her, looking sweet and innocent. “It doesn’t bother me.”

“Do you like girls too?”

She shook her head. “No. Not really.”

“Then why are you letting me touch you?”

Nasha bit her lip and vulnerably looked up at her. Zena towered her by about five feet. “I like the way you’re always looking at me. I like how it makes me feel.”

Zena backed her to the bathroom counter and sat her up on it. She put her arms around her and stood close to her. “How does it make you feel?”

Nasha wet her lips and leaned to her ear, whispering, “Like I want to give you whatever you want.”

They kissed for minutes, lost. Their hands were all over each other. Nasha still had the towel wrapped around her body and it was a nuisance. It had to go. She put her hand to Nasha’s body and stripped her of the towel. Captivated, she stood there for several seconds, just staring at her younger stepsister’s flawless body. She couldn’t stop looking at her pussy and licking her lips. Her eyes widened with excitement and she immediately went for the pussy.

Nasha shook her head and moved her hand. “No. Not yet. Just my breasts.”

“But I want more than that.”

“Not yet,” Nasha stressed, looking nervous. “I’m not ready for that.”

Zena fought her attitude and sucked her teeth. She looked down at Nasha’s titties, which were way too big for her slender body, and felt her attitude deflating. She had been fantasizing about them big titties for days. “It’s okay,” she easily said, shrugging. “I love titties.”

She was obsessed with her tits.

Nasha sweetly smiled and put her hands to her sides on the counter, arching her chest. “Take them if you want them.”

Zena almost lost her mind. Nasha might’ve been young but she was a hoochie in training. Zena tenderly held both massive tits in her hands arched them to her mouth, closing her eyes. She circled them with her tongue, then forcefully drew the large nipples in her mouth.

Nasha softly cried out and closed her eyes, putting her fingers in Zena’s long lochs.

“That feels good,” she whined. “That feels so good.”

Zena obnoxiously sucked her titties, kissing them, slurping them, and running her tongue all over them. She pinched her perky nipples and jiggled her tits up and down, in and out of her mouth. Nasha was a puddle between her legs. She desperately wanted Zena to play in her pussy, but she wanted to take things slow.
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Slow took approximately two more weeks. And here they were. She had been sneaking to Nasha’s room in the wee hours of the night almost every night since that first night. But her only access was to Nasha’s triple-sized boobs. Zena had feared she’d get lock jaw from sucking titties too much. There were some fun ways and fun games to play with and taste titties, but she’d craved more. Nasha was finally giving her the pussy, or at least letting her play in it. She was desperate to put her mouth on her. She just knew she tasted sweet.

Zena laid her hand flat on Nasha’s pussy and plunged two fingers in and out of her. She continued to gobble up her tits, loving the way they felt in her nasty mouth.  Titties alone was one treat, but the combination of titties and pussy was enough to drive a mother fucker insane.

Nasha put her hand to her knee and drew it up higher, lifting her foot off the bed. She moved against Zena’s hand and moaned, trying to be quiet and failing.

“You like the way my finger feels in your pussy?” Zena growled against her titty.

“Yes Zena. Yes. Yes. Oh my God, don’t stop. Don’t stop.”

Zena pushed Nasha all the way on her back and continued fucking her with her finger. Nasha laid there and took it with her legs open, holding on to her knees and bucking her hips against Zena’s hand. She felt so naughty and wild, knowing she was letting her stepsister do all kinds of things to her virginal body and their parents didn’t know it.

“Put another finger in me,” she wildly commanded.

Smiling, Zena inserted another finger and thrusted it in and out of Nasha’s tight pussy. She gritted her teeth. Damn, her pussy felt so good. So wet and so warm. She was dying to taste her. She didn’t want to wait as long to lick it and eat it as she had to touch it.

She held tight to Nasha’s titty as she thrashed about on the bed, moaning uncontrollably. She looked up at her stepsister to be and was mesmerized by the sight of flushed excitement on her face. Her eyes were closed, her body was arched, and her mouth was open. Her skin seemed to glow, and she felt so soft beneath Zena’s older and firmer body.

“Oh my God, I don’t know why I waited so long for this,” Nasha murmured, her head dazedly moving back and forth on her pillow. “Damn, you know how to touch me. You’re just perfect Zena.”

Zena sucked on Nasha’s titties in steady, slow pulls. She briefly pulled away to say, “No baby, you’re the one who’s perfect. Just perfect all over. Perfect for me.”

She inserted another finger and buried all three deep inside of Nasha. Nasha’s eyes opened wide and she looked down at her in shock. She stared at Zena’s talented mouth on her tits and her fingers going in and out of her pussy at a maddening pace. She whimpered and moved teasingly against her hand and mouth, arching her back more and closing her eyes, before opening them and looking down at her again.

“Hohhhhhhh,” she cried out. Her mouth trembled and she pulled hard on Zena’s lochs. “Hohhhhhhh!”

“Shhhhh!”

“I can’t help it.”

“You’re going to get us caught.”

“Zena it feels too good.”

Feeling bold, Zena kissed Nasha’s flat tummy and hovered above her pussy, blowing through the coarse hair.

“You know what will feel better?”

Nasha’s eyes flew open again and she sat halfway up, trying to close her legs to Zena. “No. No. Not yet.”

“Why not Nasha?”

“Because I want to take things slow.”

“It’s been almost three weeks, and all you’ve let me do is suck your tits. You’re finally letting me play in your pussy. Licking and eating it is the next step.”

“I think it’ll be too much.”

Zena paused finger fucking Nasha and annoyingly looked at her. “That’s the point.”

“Can’t you just wait? Please.”

Zena heavily sighed and dropped her head on Nasha’s stomach. “Can’t I just lick it one time? Please?”

Now it was Nasha’s turn to be annoyed. “Oh my God Zena.”

“You don’t understand how bad I want to eat you. I have since the first moment I saw you.”

Nasha paused for a moment; then tapped Zena on the head for her to look at her. Zena haltingly looked up at her with a frown on her face.

“You don’t think I want you to?” she softly asked her. “Of course I do. But I’m nervous. If your fingers feel this good…”

“Trust me, I have a black belt when it comes to eating pussy.”

“How much pussy have you eaten?” Nasha asked with an attitude, scooting away.

Zena coolly pulled her body back to her. “Enough. But that has nothing to do with you and me and right now.”

Nasha pouted.

“I’m just going to kiss it,” Zena coaxed. “Okay? Just one kiss.”

“Are you fucking around with someone besides me?”

Zena was taken aback. “What? No. I haven’t messed with anyone since I moved in with you guys. I haven’t wanted anyone but you.”

“You promise?”

Nasha was starting to show her age now. Zena hated insecurity in females. “Yes,” she stressed.

Nasha quietly looked at her for a moment. Slowly, her she reopened her legs. She put her hand to her pussy and gently rubbed it. Zena stared like a rapid dog, mesmerized.

“Just one kiss,” Nasha whispered.

Zena swallowed and looked up at her, sneakily smiling. “Just one.”

Staring into Nasha’s eyes, Zena moved her hand away. She leaned down and softly kissed her pussy.

Nasha stiffened and a small kittenish noise escaped her full lips. She put her hands back to her pussy, covering it.

“Another,” she whispered.

Still watching her, Zena kissed her pussy through Nasha’s small hands, lingering longer this time.

Nasha’s legs slightly jumped. “One more.”

Zena did as she was told, lingering even longer. She allowed her tongue to dart out and stroke Nasha’s slit through her fingers.

Nasha gasped and opened her eyes wide. Her hands trembled at her pussy. She closed her eyes tight. Slowly, she opened them. “That was nice,” she said.

Zena just smiled. She knew she had her and could easily eat her pussy right now if she wanted to. But she’d let little sister to be have her way and think she was in control.

Fighting the impulse to keep kissing and tasting the forbidden fruit, Zena put her hands on either side of Nasha’s wide hips and laid her head on her pussy, closing her eyes. Nasha’s hands were still covering her pussy. Eventually, she moved them and put her hand to Zena’s hair, running her fingers through it.

They were quiet for minutes, neither of them moving or speaking. Zena’s heart was beating so fast. If the fake dick between her legs were real, it could drill a hole in the bed right now. She could hear herself breathing she was so aroused, and she could hear Nasha breathing too. She wanted more. But for whatever reason, she was still fighting it.

They both jumped when they heard a door slam. Then, the sound of shuffling footsteps. Alarmed, they both shot up and looked at one another. Zena put her finger to her lips and Nasha mutely nodded, looking scared. Zena got off the bed and tiptoed to the door. Pausing, she opened it a little and peeked out. She almost fainted when she saw her future stepdad in the hallway, messing with the thermostat. She quickly pushed the door back up and waited, holding her breath.

She heard him moving around again and could tell he was approaching his daughter’s bedroom.

“Shit,” she hissed through her teeth, rushing towards the closet.

“What?” Nasha whispered; then threw herself back against the bed and tossed the covers over body just as her Dad opened her bedroom door. Zena closed the closet door in the nick of time. Nasha breathed a sigh of relief.

“Baby girl,” her father whispered in the dimly lit room.

Nasha stayed stock still.

“Baby girl.” She could tell he was standing closer to the bed now.

Faking sleep, Nasha moved in the bed and opened her eyes, squinting. “Hmm?”

“You okay?”

Nasha craned her neck. “Sir?”

“Are you alright? I thought I heard you crying out in your sleep.”

Jesus! Zena had been right. Their parents’ room was right next to hers. Zena had the advantage of sleeping down the hall in the den. Unfortunately, Nasha had the misfortune of hearing their parents screwing on more than one occasion. Discreet they were not. But they had an advantage that their two daughters did not.

“That wasn’t me Dad.”

“It sounds like it came from your room. It was a few minutes ago. Karen told me I was hearing things, but I got up to adjust the thermostat and decided to check on you anyway.”

“No. No, it wasn’t me.”

Her Dad smiled and rubbed her head. “Okay. Long as you’re okay.” He adjusted the covers on her bed and pulled them tighter around her neck. “You warm enough? Is the air too low?”

“No, I’m good. Goodnight Dad.”

Her father leaned down to her head and kissed her forehead. “Goodnight baby.”

He left the room. Nasha breathed a sigh of relief and rubbed her forehead. “Zena!” she whispered. “Z!”

Zena opened the closet door and peeked out. “He gone?” she whispered.

Nasha nodded. They both glanced towards the bedroom door when they heard their parents’ bedroom door close.

“He probably won’t be going right back to sleep,” Nasha said.

“I know. I probably should go back to my room.”

Nasha sat up in the bed, exposing her almost naked body. “No.”

“That was a close call Nasha,” Zena said, tiptoeing to the bed. “The closest it’s ever been. Maybe we should call it a night and not tempt fake.”

Staring coquettishly at her, Nasha took her hand and put it to her breast. “But I don’t want to.”

Zena doubtfully looked at her and shook her head. This young temptress was something else. “Nasha you don’t know how to be quiet.”

“When it feels good, you’re not supposed to be quiet. Just ask our parents.”

Zena made a face. “I’d rather not. I caught them once. In the kitchen.” She made a face and shivered, burying the memory.

“I want you to finish what you started,” Nasha shakily said.

“What? Sucking titties and finger fucking?”

Nasha silently looked at her. “No.”

Zena curiously stared at her. Her face softened in acknowledgment. “You want me to eat it?”

Nasha nodded, looking anxious.

“You sure?”

She nodded again.

“Look, my finger didn’t keep you quiet, and I assure you my mouth won’t.” Playing, she wiggled her tongue up and down at Nasha. Instead of laughing with her, Nasha gazed at her tongue in fascination.

“I’ll bite my pillow,” she sweetly said.

Serious, Zena sat down on the bed and intensely looked into Nasha’s eyes. “I eat pussy like a fucking savage. You won’t be able to be quiet.”

Visibly shaken, Nasha glanced down at the bedspread; then looked over at her bedroom window. “Want to go outside?”

Zena drew her neck back in surprise. “Outside? Where?”

Nasha looked at her. “My Dad’s shed?”

Zena looked into the younger girl’s eyes, barely breathing. What an erotic, naughty thought.

“There’s no bed out there,” she hoarsely said.

“Then I guess you’ll have to get inventive.”

Zena visibly swallowed and looked towards the window. “What if they come looking for us?”

“They won’t.”

“But what if they do?”

“Aren’t you 21? Why are you so scared?”

Zena frowned. “Because I don’t want your father to kill me. And I don’t want them to keep us from seeing each other again. He’ll think I took advantage of you.”

“We took advantage of each-other.” She put her hands-on Zena’s broad shoulders and scooted close to her. She softly kissed her lips. “Let’s go outside.”

Zena took less than a minute to make up her mind. She jerked head towards the window. “Let’s go.”

Grinning like the cat that ate the canary, Nasha grabbed a tank top off the floor and threw it over her naked chest. Tiptoeing with Zena, she walked to the window and carefully opened it. They both peeked down at the ground. They were one floor up but it wasn’t a far drop to the ground, thank God.

Nasha’s eager eyes searched for Zena’s in the dim light. She cocked her head, seeking reassurance.

“I can’t believe I’ve sunk so low,” Zena drawled, rolling her eyes skyward. “I feel like I’m in high school all over again; sneaking into girls’ rooms.”

Nasha smartly looked at her and put her leg over the window, situating it on the tree right next to it. “Oh, come on. Do you want to eat my pussy or not?”

Zena glanced down at Nasha’s naughty fat pussy print and smirked. “I want to eat some pussy.”

“Well, come on then.”

Zena watched in fascination as Nasha effortlessly threw her other leg over the windowsill and expertly situated herself on the tree, fearlessly climbing down branch to branch until she was close enough to the bottom to jump without hurting herself.

Nasha girlishly grinned up at Zena and waved her on. “Come on!” she whispered.

Shaking her head, Zena climbed out and pushed the window down, leaving it open a smidgen for them to get back in when they were done being naughty. She met Nasha at the bottom of the tree, and they scurried to the modest-sized shed. They went inside and closed the door behind them, blanketing the small area with darkness.
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“Is there a light in here?” Zena whispered.

“Why are you whispering? We’re the only ones in here,” Nasha giggled. “There’s a small light hanging from the back wall. Be careful. My dad has this place stacked.”

Zena felt her way to the light and turned it on, bathing the room in soft light. “Will they be able to notice we’re in here with the light?”

“Not with the door closed silly.”

Nasha put her arms around Zena and boldly began kissing her. Zena threw her arms around her and backed her against the wall, kissing her roughly.

“Fuck, you’re so sexy Nasha,” she growled, rubbing her titties around in circles. “I want you so much.”

“Take me Zena. I’m all yours.”

Zena pulled Nasha’s tank off her shoulders and grabbed her breasts, swallowing them with pulls, sucks, licks, and kisses. She sucked her nipples hard and rubbed her ass, turning Nasha’s younger body into a pile of mush. Nasha placed her hands against Zena’s chest and timidly rubbed her smaller breasts on top of her t-shirt.

“Do you like being touched?” she asked her future stepsister.

“Sometimes. But I like touching more.”

She put Nasha’s hands behind her head and resumed sucking her mountainous tits.

“Oh my God Zena, I love your mouth.”

“Wait and see what else I can do with it.”

Taking her time, Zena put her hand to Nasha’s dripping wet center and rubbed her on top of her panties. Nasha arched her back and spread her legs.

“Put your hands in my panties,” she whined.

Zena didn’t have to be told twice. She dipped her hand in Nasha’s panties and began finger-fucking her with three fingers.

“Oh my God!” Nasha screeched, closing her eyes and bucking her hips.

With her fingers still deep inside her, Zena used her other hand to yank Nasha’s thong down to her feet, then drug her hand around Nasha’s ass, slapping it hard.

Nasha jumped and winced. Zena slapped it repeatedly as she finger-fucked her hard with little remorse, drawing helpless cries out of Nasha’s sassy mouth. She leaned forward and bit Nasha’s nipple; then forcibly drew it in her mouth, holding it between her teeth while her tongue wildly teased it.

“Zena you’re going to make me lose my mind.”

“I love sucking these titties,” Zena growled. She slurped her titties loud and drove her fingers deeper inside Nasha’s dripping treasure. “I love playing in this pussy.”

She kissed her way down Nasha’s body, inching closer to her pussy. “I love sneaking into your room at night and having my way with you…”

“I love you having your way with me…”

Zena hovered above Nasha’s pussy, tickling her stomach with her hot breath. Nasha threaded her fingers in her lochs and looked down at her, visibly panting and struggling to stay upright. Zena looked up at her and eased her fingers out of her, the sound of her fingers and Nasha’s cunt creating a symphony of squishes that were intoxicating to Zena’s ears. She intensely watched as Nasha’s juices dripped from her fingers, hitting the floor of the shed. She looked up at Nasha and licked each finger one by one, sucking soundly. Nasha’s mouth dropped open in desire. Her thighs trembled when Zena pressed her face into her bushy snatch and held.

“Zena! Zena please!”

Zena rubbed her chin around Nasha’s fat coochie in agonizingly slow circles, still wickedly looking into her eyes. Nasha’s eyes fluttered closed. Her breathing became harsh and choppy.

“It would kill your Dad if he knew what I was doing to his sweet, innocent baby girl’s body.” She deeply chuckled.

“This would break your mother’s heart,” Nasha murmured, deeply caught up in the crippling sensations squeezing her tender body.

“You shouldn’t be so goddamn sexy.” Zena spread her open with fingers from both hands and flicked her tongue against her protruding clit.

Nasha’s knees buckled and almost gave way. “Jesus Christ!”

“I’d risk it all if I could just keep having this sinfully tempting body to myself.”

“Zena please eat my pussy, please. I can’t wait anymore.”

Zena barely touched the tip of her tongue to Nasha’s clit; then drug it down to her opening, plunging it inside. “You’re not scared anymore?”

“No. No I’m not. I just want it. I want it so bad. Do it baby, please.”

“Hold your pussy open for me so I can play with them big ole biddies while I eat it.”

Trembling, Nasha did as she was told.

Zena crawled her hands up to Nasha’s heaving breasts and sensuously began groping them. Closing her eyes, she placed her tongue inside Nasha’s tight pussy and started soundly eating.

Nasha’s mouth opened and she threw her head back, staring wide-eyed at the ceiling, overcome. It felt even better than she imagined it would. Nasha tasted way better than Zena fantasized she would. Nasha’s wide hips rhythmically grinded against Zena’s face, alternately moving around in circles, back and forth, and moving up and down in formation.

“Oh God,” she quietly gulped. “Oh God. Oh yes. Yes. Yes baby. That feels so good. So damn good.”

Time elapsed. Save for the hypnotic sounds of Nasha’s expressive cries and shrilling screams of pleasure and Zena’s overzealous slurping and sucking on Nasha’s juicy delicious pussy, the existence of life and sound overall was obsolete. Zena fought for control. She wanted to go ham and annihilate Nasha’s tender pussy, but she reined her feral alpha in. It was all about the rising action. The climax would come soon enough.

“Use your fingers too babe,” Nasha cajoled. “Put your fingers back in. Yes, just like that. Add another one.” Nasha’s head thumped against the wall. Her hips moved greedily against Zena’s nasty mouth. “Oh, you’re so good to that pussy Z. You’re so good to my pussy.”

High out of her mind off lust, Nasha heavily lifted her head and looked down at Zena. Her pussy twitched at the sight of her stepsister’s head between her legs, wildly eating and finger-fucking her pussy and looking like she was in pussy-eating/finger fucking heaven.

“Look at me,” she told Zena. “Look at me while you eat my pussy.”

Zena’s eyes haltingly met hers.

“Moan. Moan so I know you love the way I taste.”

Zena let loose the moans and grunts and dirty talk she’d been holding back. She hadn’t wanted her vocal pleasure to overshadow Nasha’s. She loved hearing her stepsisters’ screams and cries of pleasure. But the joined sounds of their pleasure together were so delicious it was overwhelming. Almost three weeks of torture and sneaking around had paid off in ways that had them both winning.

“Your pussy is so good Nash,” Zena mumbled through her creamy, sweet juices. “So sweet and so delicious.”

“You’re glad I’m letting you eat my pussy?”

“Mmmmm-hmmmm.”

“You like the way I taste sissy?”

“MMMMMMM-HMMMMMMM!”
 

Nasha visibly trembled. “The room is spinning,” she incoherently murmured. “I can’t hold it back. I can’t… Oh fuck Z, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cummmmmm. Zena… Z… ZENA!”
 

They were still staring into each-other’s eyes when Nasha erupted, releasing stream after stream of creamy, thick juices into Zena’s insatiable, tireless mouth. Nasha screamed and screamed; then covered her mouth, stifling more of her screams. Zena kept eating, swirling her tongue around in swift circles and wagging it back and forth; sucking hard on Nasha’s clit, then softly biting it before encompassing Nasha’s whole pussy with her entire mouth.

“OH MY GOD! OH MY GOD!” Nasha’s body spasmed and jerked with each orgasm. “I can’t stop cumming! I can’t stop cumming! Shit, I’m going to cum agai- AHHHHHHHHHH!”

Zena reached up and covered Nasha’s mouth, afraid they wouldn’t be lucky a second time and inevitably get caught. Nasha collapsed, bringing both of them to the dusty floor with Nasha on top. Undeterred and feeling super feral and greedy, Zena hunched Nasha over her face and kept lapping and snacking on her pussy. Nasha dug her fingers in the floor and rode Zena’s face, her face contorted both from the thrill of Zena’s mouth and the will to silence her screams. She came again. And again. And again. Some big, some small, but all amazing.

“Z,” she dazedly whispered, moving off Zena’s face. She looked down at her and felt her skin prickle with naughtiness at the sight of her stepsister’s glazed face. She was surprised she had anything left, but Zena kept her pussy running like a faucet.

“What about you?” Nasha asked. “I want you to feel good too.”

Zena ran her hand over the side of Nasha’s ass. “Let me fuck you.”

Nasha’s eyes innocently widened. “Huh?’

“Let me fuck you.”

“You mean rub your pussy against mine? I would love that.”

“No. Later for that. I want to fuck you with my dick.”

Nasha’s thick brows furrowed. “What?”

Zena took Nasha’s hand and placed it against her crotch. Nasha gasped. “What’s that?”

Zena crookedly grinned. “Unbuckle my jeans and see.”

Warily looking at her, Nasha slid her weak body down Zena’s and unbuckled and unzipped her pants. Her breath caught in her throat at the sight of the long, lifelike brown dick attached to her crotch. She looked at Zena. “I thought I felt something.”

“I wear it like a second skin.”

“All the time?”

“Yep.”

Zena gritted her teeth at the sight of Nasha wrapping her fingers around her dick and stroking it. “Can I put it in my mouth?” she shyly asked.

“Hell yeah.”

Nasha sat on her knees and leaned down to it. “Not sure I know what I’m doing.”

“Just go with the flow.”

Nasha nervously smiled at her and put the dick in her mouth. She put it too far to the back of her throat and gagged.

Zena touched the side of her face. “Hey easy,” she soothingly said. “Don’t try to take it all in at once. It’s 9 inches.”

“9? Mmmmm,” Nasha said, grinning.

“Just take your time and pace yourself.”

Nasha put it back in her mouth and stopped midway.

“Breathe. Yeah, just like that. You’ve got it.”

Nasha frowned and looked at her, stopping. She looked every bit her eighteen years at that moment. “I don’t really know what I’m doing. I’ve never done this before.”

“Thank God,” Zena said, rolling her eyes. “I’d be really pissed if I knew you were fucking around with guys. Or girls.”

Nasha innocently blinked at her. “I told you I don’t like girls. You’re the only one. As for guys, they try, but I’m just not interested. I’m always so busy with school and cheerleading and I don’t want the drama from Dad. But honestly, I think you just ruined any possibility a guy might have for the rest of my life.”

Zena wolfishly grinned. “Thank God.” She eased Nasha’s head back down and watched as Nasha slid the dick in and out of her mouth, using her tongue now and again. Nasha looked into her eyes and she gritted her teeth. The girl was just too fucking sexy and alluring for words. She looked so good with that dick in her mouth.

Nasha stopped again, looking insecure. “Are you getting anything out of this? You can’t feel it.”

“It’s an ego thing,” Zena honestly admitted. “I just like seeing it in your mouth.”

They both chuckled and Zena ran her hand over Nasha’s breasts, groaning. “Let me put it in your pussy.”

Nasha’s eyes fearfully widened. “I’m a virgin.”

“I know. I just want to try. I won’t hurt you. I promise.”

Nasha ran her hand over the ridges of the dick, looking doubtful. “This thing gotta hurt.”

Zena’s thumb skimmed Nasha’s bush. “Only one way to find out.”

Nasha grimaced and sat up on her knees, hugging herself. “Okay. We can try.”

Zena sat up and grabbed the tip of the dick, rubbing it against Nasha’s pussy.

“Mmmm,” Nasha said, staring down at it. “That feels nice.”

“Bend over.”

Nasha complied. She innocently looked over her shoulder at Zena and bit her lip.

“Are your knees good? I know the floor is hard.”

Nasha quietly looked at her and said, “Put your dick in me Zena.”
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Zena’s inner alpha stood up and howled at the moon. She sucked her teeth and got behind Nasha, running her large hands over her fat ass. She slapped the sides of it repeatedly, enjoying the jiggly waves. Her ass sat up so nice. It was so perky and wide and beautiful. Just goddamn perfect. Zena rubbed her dick against Nasha’s open pussy for a few minutes, getting her wetter.

“Mmmm Z.”

Zena eased the tip into Nasha’s opening, gently and carefully. “You good?”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

Slowly, Zena eased more of the dick in. Once she saw Nasha was adjusting, she haltingly increased her speed.

“Oh Z.”

She went faster. “Damn baby,” she hissed. “You hear your pussy? It’s so gushy. It likes this dick.”

“I like it too. Keep going babe.”

Zena held on to the sides of Nasha’s ass and thrusted deeper. Harder. The sounds of their skin making an intoxicating slapping and smacking sound.

“Oh!” Nasha cried out. “Oh! Oh!”

Faster. Harder.

“Zena! Zena yes! Yes! Fuck me Z! Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!”

That was all Zena needed to hear. She pulled out and yanked Nasha around by her shoulder, pushing her to the ground. She immediately got back on top of her and stuck her dick back inside her dripping flesh, pounding away. Nasha threw her legs open wider, keeping them bent. She gripped Zena’s ass and held on tight, screaming. The more she screamed; the harder Zena fucked her.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Smack, smack, smack, smack! went their joined skin.

Zena leaned down to Nasha’s jiggling titties and maddeningly sucked them. Struggling to move her hips along with her stepsister, Nasha lifted Zena’s shirt over her head and latched on to her small breasts, sucking her nipples.

“Augh!” Zena grunted, squeezing her eyes shut against the tingling sensation shooting through her chest and barreling down her stomach to her core. Her own pussy throbbed erratically, begging release. Nasha went from one nipple to the other, sucking and pulling hard. “Nasha goddamn!”

“Oh, you make me feel so good!”

“I love your pussy Nash. I goddamn love this pussy. I love you.”

“I love you too,” Nasha gasped, kissing her.

They kissed with smoldering intensity, thumping and thrashing against one another. Zena suddenly stopped and pulled out, sliding down to Nasha’s pussy. She pushed her legs up in the air and started sloppily and greedily eating her pussy again.

Nasha grabbed her lochs and combed her fingers through them. “Oh Z! Oh Z! Oh baby! Babbbyyyyyyyy! Baby!”

Zena put her fingers between her legs and began massaging her own pussy. She continuously and painfully moaned as the combination of pleasuring herself, tasting Nasha, and listening to Nasha’s over the top screams created a kamikaze of explosive desire she’d never known existed. When they came, they came together, and it was out of this world. Both of their bodies arched and collapsed upon release, the sensation feeling like shattered glass in their skin. They were quiet for minutes, struggling to catch their breath.

“That was better than I thought it would be,” Nasha hoarsely said.

Zena hugged Nasha around her waist and closed her eyes, spent and beyond satisfied. “Me too.”

“I want more.”

“We have to go back inside. It’ll be dawn soon.”

“Maybe I’ll skip class tokay.”

“I have a job interview. If I don’t get hired somewhere soon, they’re going to kick me out.”

“I can wait here until you come back. I’ll tell Dad I’m sick.”

“Hmmmm. I would love to spend the entire day with my head between your legs.” She hugged Nasha’s waist tighter.

“I want you to teach me. Teach me how to please you. I want to taste you too.”

Zena bared her teeth and grinned hard. “That’s going to be fun.”

“Our parents can’t get married,” Nasha said after a long silence. “They can’t get married, because I can’t let this go.”

Zena lifted her tired head to look at her. “What do you mean?”

“I mean we have to find a way to fuck it up. And soon. It’ll be game over if they get married. Then, it’ll be… unlawful.”

Zena thoughtfully looked at her.

“It’s either them or us,” Nasha plaintively said. “And I’m choosing us.” She put her hand to Zena’s and interlocked their fingers. “Are you in?”

Zena tightened her fingers around Nasha’s and winked at her. “Hell yeah.”

Fate shined on the conflicted sisters to be. Two weeks later, before they could hatch a plan and do anything, their parents decided to call it quits. Not much explanation was given; Zena’s mom and Nasha’s dad said they decided they’d moved too fast and needed to take some time apart. That was music to their daughters’ ears. Zena and her mom moved out and Nasha’s dad started seeing someone else not long after that. Thank God this one didn’t move in.

Zena and Nasha joyously continued their recklessly passionate affair. Nasha skipped school a couple of days a week and Zena snuck up their favorite tree and into her room several nights a week until Nasha graduated high school. They even met up in the shed sometimes, blessing it with more of their screams, moans, and juices. Nasha discovered she had real talent for eating pussy and the thrills of scissoring was beyond human comprehension. But neither came close to pleasing her like Zena’s wicked, nasty mouth or fucking her with that monster dick.

Nasha had no immediate plans to go to college, so she remained in her dad’s house. Both she and Zena found employment at the same restaurant and during their breaks, they sneaked into the bathroom or storage closet for some recreational play. They could easily tell their parents they were fooling around, but they decided not to. Sneaking around was too much fun.
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