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Chapter
 One












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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


She’s not wearing any panties,
 Matt marveled.

He looked up at her as his fingertips kissed the lips of her pussy. Her mouth opened as she panted her eyes locked on her phone. She wasn’t typing so much anymore. Her mind must’ve been elsewhere. Matt kept waiting for her to stop him. To draw the line somewhere on this game that had already gone too far. And as he slipped his middle finger inside her tender, wet lips he wondered, how far I was going taking this.


He had to wiggle his middle finger back and forth to push it deeper inside her. The walls of her pussy were so tight they contracted on his finger. He didn’t have much experience fingering girls. Matt had two previous girlfriends he had sex with, but he knew they went wild, sometimes at least, when he rubbed the roof of their pussies. He tried that with Stephanie, dragging his finger tip gently out against the top of her pussy again and again. Stephanie’s hips maneuvered in tiny circles. Lifting and lowering. She pressed her lips together, but still light gentle moans hummed out of her. 

Matt knew, like every boy who had ever watched porn, where her clitoris was located, just above her vagina. But to be honest, he wasn’t really sure what to do with it. His first girlfriend, Maxine, yelled at him when he tried to rub her roughly and smack it like he saw in the porn videos online.


Apparently, pornos aren’t accurate. Go figure.


After that embarrassing experience Matt tried his best to not linger with foreplay and to rush to just sticking his dick inside his girlfriends. But now, Matt wasn’t sure if Stephanie would shut this all down if he rushed to that, so he tried his best to take his time. After slowly pumping his finger in and out of her pussy for several seconds and seeing her juices start to pool on his finger and hand, he decided to go for it. Matt rested his thumb over her clitoris area and let it rock back and forth with each penetration. She didn’t react at first but as he slowly applied more pressure and let the meat of his thumb drag wide circles over her clit area, he saw her arch her back at one point. Throwing her head back as she took in a deep breath and exhaled trying to focus. After a minute she looked back down at her phone. 

Matt realized when she arched her breasts were still out of her shirt and they bounced as she moved. Her nipples were thick and hard. They pointed away from another to the corners of the ceiling as she laid there. Matt reached up with his free hand and groped her left breast then her right. The rock nipple raised between his fingers. Clamping it slightly between his knuckles. 

Stephanie was moaning now. The combination he entered over her body must have been correct or at least close because she could no longer lie there and pretend nothing was happening. “Ohm- Mmmmm... gah...” She squealed. No words came out. Just syllables. The back of her left hand pressed against her mouth. Matt was pumping his step sister’s pussy faster now. More firmly. A steady hard finger pressed inside her with her whole step brother’s arm. Every sound she made only made it worse for her. He followed her cues like the game it was. The more she moaned the more he did what he was doing.

“Oh fu- fucmmm...” Stephanie bit the meat on the back of her hand to keep from crying out in her cute high-pitched moans. Her eyes stayed on her cellphone clutched in her one hand, but she didn’t text. Matt doubted the screen was even on anymore. Her whole body rocked up and down with his thrusts making her arm holding her cellphone bounce haplessly.

Matt’s thumb made firm circles that circles around the edges of her clit. They drew messier and wilder as juices from her pussy slicked the surface. His whole hand became wet as he pumped inside her. He felt the walls of her vagina squeezing his finger and his step sister’s hips angled down.

It was in that moment Matt saw Stephanie’s whole body was rigid and arched. Her stomach taut against his forearm as he stretched to keep her nipple pinched. As if she just surfaced from a long dive underwater, she gasped for air. Matt didn’t even notice she was holding her breath. He was so focused on the pushing of his finger inside her tight hole and the faster and faster rubbing of his step sister’s clit. 

“Ohmyga- hmm- fuck!” Stephanie managed to grunt out. Her left hand was still covering her mouth. Her right clenched her phone to her chest. “Oh my god oh my...”

He finally felt his step sister’s pussy loosen for a moment before clenching on and off around his finger. Her juices slicked all his fingers and her pussy lips as her thighs trembled around his hand. Stephanie arched her back then rolled her head back as her thighs clapped together around his hand tucked between them. After a brief paralyzing moment her body started to relax.


I just made my step sister cum.


“Ohm- ahhm... mmmm...” Stephanie’s moans and breathing slowly came under control slowly as she panted. Her eyes opened and looked up at the ceiling. She rolled her eyes like she was trying and failing to control herself. 

Matt had stopped torturing her clit with his thumb as that seemed all what he was doing. Every touch or brush nearby seemed to set her stomach and hips into a small convulsion. His index finger still traced the length of her pussy lips. Every few moments dipping inside and making her hold her breath or bite her lip. Stephanie, once she finally regained control of her faculties, took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Then. Raised her phone and started clicking on the screen. His finger was slowing on her pussy. It retreated backwards off of her. He thought about leaving. Maybe just walking out of the room without saying anything.


She clearly doesn’t want to talk about it or even acknowledge what happened. Small talk is out of the question, which was good since I don’t have any. 


He didn’t want it to be weird the next time they saw each other, but at the same time he couldn’t see it being anything but weird. 


Well, if things are already going to be weird... this might be my only chance. Fuck it.


Matt took his hand away from her sex just to undo his belt. He unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans finally giving relief to both his throbbing erection and his strained zipper on his pants. He thought she would start protesting at the sound of his jingling belt. But on the contrary, when he stood, Matt heard nothing from her but thought he saw her from the corner of his eye looked down from her phone to see his cock. 

Matt froze for a moment. His stomach cringed. It was his biggest worry since starting down this surreal path. Her pushing him away, calling him a freak, and leaving to tell- god knows who what he’s done. But the moment passed and Stephanie went back to texting in her group chat. Matt tried to keep moving as if he knew what he was doing all along. As if this was all part of a plan. That he was in control even though he was making this up every step of the way. 

Stephanie was already scooted down the bed with her long legs dangling off of the edge. Matt moved between her thighs. While his cock throbbed more confidently than ever, Matt was anything but. He was nervous. As long as he’d had this erection now, he knew he wouldn’t last long.


Whatever long was.


And besides he never had sex with someone who wasn’t an active participant. It’s not like he’s some creeper or rapist. And while Stephanie was definitely consenting to what was happening, she wasn’t exactly helping either. He moved in so her inner thighs were touching his outer thighs. Putting his hands on the outside of her hips he went to scoot her the remaining few inches down and was pleasantly surprised at the eagerness of her lifting her butt and wiggling her hips down past the edge of the bed. 


She wasn’t just okay with her step brother fucking her. She wanted it,
 Matt felt a surge of confidence and his erection swell.

Matt realized her loose, and now messy, black and pink shorts were still on. It didn’t matter. He could not wait a minute longer. Matt lifted her legs up and to the side. She helped some bending them at the knee and keeping them in place when Matt pulled the leg hole of her shorts to the side again. Matt’s throbbing head was slick and dripping with sticky pre-cum. He watched a droplet ooze from the head and fall on his step sister’s moist pussy lips. 

Bending over some, he pushed his veiny shaft down until he felt the hard tip of his cock lick the lips of Stephanie’s pussy. Holding her right under thigh open to the side with one hand and pulling open her leg hole with the other, Matt pushed the head of his cock into his step sister’s pussy.

“Eh ahh ahh ohmmm!” The beautiful high-pitched moans leaked from her lips as he entered her. He could feel her pussy squeezing on him so tightly and yet because of how wet she was he continued to push inside her. Matt felt the wet warm friction around his shaft as he buried his cock deep inside her. Her hand retreated back to her mouth. It was all Matt could do to avoid cumming in that moment. The gorgeous sight of his sexy step sister struggling not to moan with her luscious tits bouncing free as she shook. He had to look away. He pulled out slowly and pushed back firmly. 

“Ohmygod... oh my god oh my god oh my god oh,” Stephanie kept repeating to herself. Both her hands covered her face now. One over her mouth and the other with the phone blocked her eyes. The erotic sounds she made only guaranteed the clock was ticking.  Pulling out again, Matt pushed inside her, harder this time. 

“Oh fuckk!” Stephanie cried out under the muffle of her hand. “Yes! Oh, my godmmm.” Matt kept thrusting into her. His right hand struggling against her thigh while his left gripped her shorts roughly, Matt turned her shorts into a handle. He pulled on it as he pushed forward fucking his step sister’s pussy. The fabric of her shorts dug into her waist and cracked as it stretched but he didn’t care and neither did Stephanie, it appeared. 

“Ohmygah- ohmymmm!” She cried. Her breasts slapping together wildly as he thrusted inside her harder. Matt felt it coming. He didn’t want to stop but he was so close. Abruptly, he pulled out of his step sister’s pussy. He gripped the shaft of his throbbing cock and stroked it over Stephanie’s perfect body. For the first time she looked down at him. her eyes angled and more devious than he had ever seen before. Her phone tossed to the comforter beside her, her hands pulling her knees back and opening her thighs. Matt reactively closed his eyes as he felt his most powerful orgasm overcome him and his cum shoot down over his step sister’s crotch and exposed stomach. Coating her in his cum.

After his cock made its last jarring flex, he opened his eyes to see Stephanie lying normally and relaxed again. Spits of Matt’s cum covered her thighs, shorts, and belly button, and of course, her phone was back in her hands. She tapped away, texting as if she didn’t just fuck her step brother. As if she wasn’t covered in his semen. Matt smiled as he gained control of his breathing. Looking at his own phone, he pulled up his pants and did his buckle. It was nearly 4:30pm. Stephanie’s mom would be home any time. Matt backed away towards the door as he zipped up his pants. He lingered at the doorway trying to think of what to say. 

He finally shrugged, “alright I gotta head out, but I’ll see you next weekend?”

Stephanie pursed her lips, nodding, “sure.” She stared at her phone trying to hide her devious smile but failing. “I’ll see ya next weekend.”













Chapter
 Two












M
 att was convinced he was going to set a record when it came to the number of times a man could masturbate in one day. The day after his sexcapade, maybe a once in a life experience with his stepsister, he woke up jacking off and went to bed doing the same. Obviously, he did a few other things that day like make an appearance with his New
 Stepmom, Sharon, in the kitchen downstairs for lunch. 

“Hey stranger, I feel like it’s been forever since I Last saw you,” she said. “You must’ve snuck on upstairs once you got home from hanging out with your sister.”

“St- umm... yes, yeah. I was just tired and...” Matt caught himself before he corrected stepmom number 2 that Stephanie was his stepsister. A certain detail that had become more important to him in the last 24 hours. “H-how’s things going here? Must be nice having my dad home for a weekend for a change?” 

“Oh, umm yeah, you know, yeah, it’s different,” Sharon said with a polite but awkward smile. Her hands fumbled in front of her massive breasts. “Nice, absolutely, but you know, different routines...” Matt nodded and waited for her to move from the front of the refrigerator where he needed to get his Soda from. “I’m getting your father another beer- do you want one?”

It took him back. Sharon was a very wholesome woman. She went to church every Sunday, was a stickler for the rules, and would rather run out in traffic than speak ill of anyone. The fact that she was offering Matt a beer was very out of character. He wondered if she misspoke and was really just offering him a Soda, but something in the hopeful look she gave him made Matt sure if he said yes, his new stepmom would give him one of his father’s cold beers from the fridge. 

“No, thanks,” Matt smiled politely.

A disappointed look broke across her face and she nodded uncomfortably. “Okay, right. Sorry. I don’t know what I was thinking,” Sharon waved her hand frantically then turned to the fridge and removed a beer. “I think we’re watching a movie later if you want to come downstairs.”

“Okay, maybe,” Matt lied. He watched Sharon leave with her husband’s drink. In her 20s she was a gorgeous woman. The kind of woman that not even my dad with his high six figure salary could woo. Matt knew this from pictures he’d seen. He imagined her having quite the attitude back then. Being only 5’4 and still looking down at all her would be suitors trying to impress her to get to her perfectly plump breasts or a chance to squeeze her rounded ass cheeks. How could you be that attractive and not be a bitch?


But one of the few men that managed past her defenses turned out to be the wrong one. Sharon became pregnant in her early 20’s and the man quickly disappeared. Raising a little girl on her own definitely humbled her, fixing any attitude she might’ve had. She was the nicest person Matt had ever known. But between having a child and 25 years of time passing made it show on her. Not that she was now unattractive- far from it. Her eyes were a sea of blues that you could still get lost in. While she had become curvier in her later years, most of the weight had gone to her breasts and butt only to engorge them.

Matt believed his father liked her because she contrasted his last step wife, Amy. Sharon was not loud or opinionated. Sharon was quieter and submissive. Matt knew his father liked her because he could control her. Matt truly did feel sorry for Sharon, but there wasn’t much he could do. Matt took his Soda from the fridge and at the grating sound of his father’s raised voice from the next room, Matt retreated back to his bedroom upstairs. 

That Sunday was one of the rare days his father was home for work and the less time he could spend looking at his gaunt face that seemed permanently fixed in a judgmental scowl the better. It was for the best, him being home kept Sharon distracted freeing up the house- or at least the 2nd floor to himself. He spent most of the night and following days recollecting his time with Stephanie. He tried to remember how her breasts felt just like he wondered how they tasted.


Why didn’t I try to suck on them? Why didn’t I try to taste her sweet pussy?


Matt had never eaten a girl out. To feel the heat of her pussy on his face. To taste her juices. To push his tongue inside. He couldn’t imagine how it would feel. It was probably for the best. He would be bad at it, he was sure. No one is great at their first times of anything. Though in his time spent with Stephanie he believed he became better at fingering a woman. He couldn’t keep himself from thinking of her moans. Remembering the feel of her moist trembling thighs. But Matt feared that was to be the last time he would hear or feel anything like that coming from his stepsister.

Matt allowed a few days to pass before reaching out to Stephanie. But by the time he did he worried he had waited too long and it was awkward now. A thing not to be said between them. A thing that had killed whatever friendship was there in the first place. Most weeks before this they’d text off and on. Mostly they’d share memes to each other and trade insults. Send videos of cats being jerks and drunks doing something stupid. But it was Wednesday night and they had not shared a single snap. Not one meme. Matt stared at his phone in the darkness of his room. His laptop screen showing Stephanie dressed as a naughty nurse for last year’s Halloween being the only light in his room.

‘Great fuck last week. Looking forward to Saturday.’

He typed the text message to his step sister laughed and shook his head then deleted it. “Ahhh come on, Matt, think think think...” he tapped his forehead with his cellphone. Finally, after a minute he scrolled through insta and found the first almost-funny cat video he could find and sent it to Stephanie. 

Matt set his phone down on his desk. Behind his laptop were two packets of papers. One had Indiana University written across the front and the other folder had a gator head drawn on it and read University of Florida. He hates these two folders

It felt like they decided the rest of his life. He could choose one and be on the other side of the country by the fall. Far from family and friends. Alone and far from his father and fucked up families. Of course, his father hated that he even applied to a school in Florida and was even more full of rage when he was accepted. Dad of course told him to go to a nearby university. Some where he could be kept close and under his thumb. 

Up until this week Matt had planned on going to Florida for college. It scared him being away from so many familiarities, but he’d enjoy the final, ‘fuck you,’ doing it would give his dad. But now he had to rethink it all. Stephanie went to Indiana University. It was this fantasy that plagued his mind. 


Maybe they would be placed in the same dorm. Have a room across the hall from another. Have study breaks...


Matt spent most of the weeks flipping between his memory of last Saturday and fantasizing about next weekend. By the time Saturday arrived he sat around all day waiting for 6:30pm to come. She had texted the day before that she’d be at her mom’s place around then which means her mom would probably be out of the house, he assumed. Her mother usually was out earlier in the day, but she must’ve had some different plans.

When he arrived at her house, he tried to wait in his car so when he walked in it would be like 6:45pm or later. He didn’t want to appear too eager or desperate. But alas, Matt only made it to 6:31pm and he decided that was good enough. Matt messed with the keys in his pocket and looked for the Modders’ house key. At the front door, he went to put it in the deadbolt slot when the door opened suddenly, nearly knocking him back.

“Oh- hey, I thought you had already left,” Matt stumbled over himself.

Amy Modders, his first stepmother, eyed him suspiciously, “nope, running a little late today. Why? You two have some kind of party planned?”

“What? No- no, I- we don’t have anything planned,” Matt felt his face swelter as he bit his tongue, literally, to shut himself up. But his attempt was too little too late. The words he had already fumbled with had alerted his first stepmom to him. 

“Right…” she said, eyeing what Matt was wearing. His black polo shirt formed to his chest, showing the slight divots and flexes of his pectoral muscles. His jeans were dark blue and fashionable. Everything he wore was too
 fashionable for him. A t-shirt and ratty jeans was what he usually wore everywhere. Matt looked down at himself as well. He looked like, well, he looked like he was going on a date.

“You guys… going out… somewhere?” Amy asked with a raised eyebrow.

“No, no, I um… I have a date later tonight,” Matt thought on his feet. “I’m leaving from here to go right there. To the date.”

Amy nodded pursing her lips. For some reason, just her pursing her lips was enough for Matt to realize what she was wearing. Amy was in every sense of the word, a cougar. At 40 years old with dark black hair and a lush firm body, she was the kind of neighbor every young boy wished lived next door. Faded tattoos were sporadically appearing when she wore more revealing clothes that illuminated her adventurous past. But today she wasn’t leaving in her usual, going shopping outfits. Matching jeans and blouse with gold rings and her bracelet that she always wore with the several pendants that dangled from it. Today she wore a sleek black dress with a long V neck that allowed Matt to just see the side of her breast as it hid under the thinnest of fabric.

Matt realized he had been spotted staring at her dress too long and had to make a strategic move. “Wow, look at you, too!” Matt whistled. “You must have some kind of date too, huh?” 

It was his stepmom’s turn to be on the defensive. She giggled, brushing some of her hair behind her shoulder and moved for the driveway. I’ve got her in the retreat mode.
 “Yeah, guilty,” she laughed. “Just meeting a guy from work for drinks. But I’m running late, so, good luck on your date!” Amy said as she clicked her heels down the stairs and went into the garage to her car. Matt went inside the house, closing the door and locking it behind him. Matt released a brief but long sigh.













Chapter
 Three












S
 tephanie had been watching TV in the living room when Matt came inside. Well, less watching TV than, of course, looking at her phone as she sat slumped in the corner of the couch. It had been over 20 minutes now since he sat down with a nearby lazy boy and they were watching some reality TV show about women competing for a rich guy. Ironic. Its the story of my life- or rather my dad’s life. I’m just the one who has to suffer through it.


They exchanged pleasantries and talked about which college he would go to. Stephanie was going to be a sophomore in the fall at Indiana University. She told him a little about the school and what she liked and didn’t. Matt had planned on asking her this on his last visit but that didn’t happen.  This visit though seemed much more tamed to Matt’s disappointment. There was no flirtation and or hint of sexual contact in the near future for him. On the one side he was happy that things could go back to being so normal between them so quickly, but on the other… well…

“Well, cool,” Matt nodded. “Maybe one weekend or something you can show me what its like on the campus.”

Stephanie shrugged, “there’s not much too the campus. You learn your way around after a bit, but my friends and I renting this townhouse. We might be having a party in a few weeks if you want to come to that?”

“Yeah, cool,” Matt said. They then sat there for several minutes in silence. He’d look at her every so often, but even the way she dressed said that nothing was going to happen between them. Her legs were crossed while wearing her college grey sweatpants and her maroon Hoosier hoodie. Stephanie’s hair was pulled back in a ponytail and she wore her reading glasses instead of her contacts. 


This was as sure as anything had ever been sure. I’m not touching my stepsister today.


After letting out a soft sigh, Matt resigned himself to get comfy on his couch and let the trash TV wash over him. But only a minute after accepting this did Stephanie stand up and leave the living room. At first, he thought she was going to the bathroom or to get a drink from the kitchen, but he could hear from her footsteps and movement that she went down the hall to her bedroom. He waited for a few minutes, wondering if she was getting something and was going to return, but she never did.

It was more out of curiosity than intent that Matt eventually walked to her room to see what she was doing. Her door was wide open and when he took the corner, there she was. Lying on her bed, wearing no pants, shirt, or underwear, and the screen of her cell phone lighting up her face. Matt almost had to laugh at the absurdity of it. Him and his stepsister were intelligent, consenting adults and they refused to communicate directly about this sexual interaction, and yet here was this very clear invitation. 

Matt didn’t hesitate long. He stepped into the room carefully. Like at any moment he could trip a land mine and it could explode. Climbing onto the bed he crawled between her legs and pressed on the inside of her left thigh so it opened for him. Her skin was soft and delicate. Like a plush fur you couldn’t help but rub your hand across. Leaning forward, the heat of her pussy lips warmed his face just as he imagined they would. Looking up, she was still wearing her sexy thick rimmed reading glasses. Her plump breasts parted to the sides just enough for him to see her eyes glued to the phone. Stephanie could pull off the dirty librarian
 look easily. Her expressions were so devious and severe, just her tender face made his cock swell in his boxers.

Matt looked back down at her sex and stuck his tongue out and made a long lap on her lips. There was a tangy electricity he’d never tasted before in his life. At first, he couldn’t quite place the taste and couldn’t decide if he liked it or not. So, he licked again. And again. And again.

The thighs of Stephanie flexed hard and then shook as she cooed and sighed. The last couple of his licks he managed to press the tip of his tongue between her lips. The explosion of taste was only matched by the moans of his stepsister. Without a second thought he licked again, but this time pushing his tongue deeper. Matt quickly found himself desiring the taste of his stepsister’s pussy. That tangy bite on his tongue meant pleasure was coursing through her body like electricity. 

Matt let out a groan that was muffled by her pussy as he pushed his tongue as deep as he could inside her slit. He made a long lap from the bottom to the top of her pussy and repeated it.

“Ohhhhh… oh shhhhh… fuck,” Stephanie moaned. Matt tried but he couldn’t see her face. How he loved the sight of her face as she moaned. But what he could see was her hands, both
 her hands cupping her breasts and mashing them together. It looked like her fingers and thumbs were pinching her nipples tightly. “Ssshhit!” 

Matt could feel her thighs trembling on either side of his cheeks. The wetness from her pussy coated his chin and lips. His fingers managed to work their way in front of his eager lips and helped spread her lips for him. This allowed his tongue to flick fast and long laps on her sensitive skin.

“Nnnuh- Mmmah!” Stephanie moaned. Her hips rocking up and down as he ate her. Matt continued licking her for what seemed like forever, but despite his efforts it seemed her moans plateaued at an even level. With jaw and tongue near cramping from the overuse, Matt finally threw in the towel, and instead began licking up his step sister’s body. He wasn’t missing this opportunity to taste every inch of her. 

When Stephanie realized he was working his way up to her chest, she scrambled and picked up her cell phone beside her. With it back in her hands she opened some pages and began typing. Matt stopped his lips around her left nipple. They closed around it as his tongue lapped at the hard tip. She moaned when he bit down on the nipple and raised her hips to his. His fingers were already at work undoing his jeans and sliding his boxers down.  

“Hm- mm, ye- mmm…” Stephanie struggled to keep her mouth closed and he could tell she was trying. Her head was tilted almost upside down as she held the phone near the bed’s headboard behind her.

With just a handful of strokes, Matt could feel his hard shaft flex and the pre-cum cover the tip of his shaft. He used one hand and fed the tip of his head between the slick pussy lips of his stepsister. 

“Ahh… Ahhhmm!” Stephanie started to scream out so loud that one of her hands dropped from her phone to cover her mouth. Matt groaned trying to not listen to her sweet cries. It only cut time off of how long he had. He bowed his hips forward, pushing deeper inside. “Hmmmyyggdd!” Stephanie muffled herself. 

Matt’s face was suspended just over the cellphone in her one hand. Her starry eyes danced around, fighting not to look at him as he pulled out and pushed back inside her. Stephanie’s eyebrows went high and her eyes wide as he plunged inside her again. His hips rocking back and forth, Matt felt and heard his ball smacking against her as he found a hard-steady pace. His stepsister’s chest panted. Rising and falling fast with every thrust.  He raised off of her and groped at her tits with his hands, while he slammed his cock into her pussy harder. 

“Yes, yes, yes, d-d-don’t ehm!” Stephanie cried out. Her hand fell away from her mouth for a moment then went back. Her phone fell from her other hand and she sandwiched both her palms over her mouth. Matt moved his hands down from her breasts to her hips. She was already raising her legs and bending her knees so Matt could get every inch of his cock inside her. He held onto her tiny waist and used it to brace himself as he thrusted in harder. The clap
 of him pounding his stepsister became louder and Matt bit his lip. 

“HM! Hm! Hm! Hmmm!” Stephanie wide eyes screamed as she did under her hands with every fuck. Her pussy was so wet Matt could hear it slosh as he entered inside her. “Oh god oh god oh god!” Stephanie screamed as she let loose. Her hands were still loosely covering her mouth. 

Her eyes squinted as they fought to roll to the back of her head. Her thick thighs fought to close in between him and her, and her body went rigid. “No, gah- ohm I’m I’m…” She stuttered.

Matt thrusted faster. His hips slamming into his stepsister’s. His hands had to fight to keep her strong thighs apart. His fingers dug into her hips. 

“Ahhhh! Ohhh goodddd!” Stephanie screamed as her hands trembled in front of her face. Matt didn’t stop. He was so close. He knew he was beyond the point of no return. He thrusted as fast and as hard as he could into his stepsister’s tight hole. She remained rigid. Her muscles flexed. Her lungs paralyzed for several seconds and she screamed silently.

“FFUUUCKKK!” Stephanie screamed out. Her voice breaking as her head pushed backwards and convulsed. “Ohhhgahh…”

Matt quickly pulled free from her pussy and for an instant he thought he was too late. But just as the bulb of his cock exited her lips it shot load after load of hot sticky cum over her pussy lips. Matt couldn’t help but roll his eyes as he did. It felt so overpowering, he was lost in the moment. When he opened his eyes, he looked down and saw the cream pie he had given to his stepsister who, of course, was back on her phone. 

Matt rolled to his side and laid next his stepsister for several minutes while they both caught their breath. After some time passed, he heard Stephanie’s voice. “Can you get me a Soda from the fridge?” She asked as if they were still sitting on the couches in the living room.

“Sure,” Matt said. He went to the kitchen with his limp cock bouncing about still wet with his stepsister’s juices and got two sodas from the refrigerator and returned. Matt got dressed while drinking his. Stephanie stayed where she was. Just as naked and cum covered. Stephanie preoccupied her phone as she typed. Matt finished his drink and while still in the room with her, pulled out his phone and typed.




Matt


‘See ya, next Saturday!’






A second later he saw the tiniest of smiles in the corner of Stephanie’s mouth.










Stephanie


‘C U then’
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T
 he following weeks flew by. Matt was well into summer and fast approaching his deadline in July for deciding on which college he was going to attend. In truth he hadn’t given it any real thought. More like constant fantasies. In his mind, 24/7 he was already a freshman at Indiana University and he and Stephanie were sharing an apartment. They would have to get a two bedroom for appearance sake but that one room would just be for show. Then he could spend every night spooned to his stepsister. For now, though, he was settling in once every Saturday.

Matt would spend his week ‘researching’ online what he would do with Stephanie that weekend. Research seemed like an odd word to use since mostly he just watched a lot of porn. But to balance out the many lies porn sold him he tried to read a few women’s Sex blogs as well. Using a compare and contrast method, Matt could eliminate the bad ideas he got from watching some of the hardcore porn videos. 

Things like: forcing fingers down a girl’s throat? Usually bad. Spanking? Usually good. Face slapping? Usually bad. Choking? Not a good idea.

After days of reading and watching tons of videos Saturday would finally arrive and Matt would get a chance to test his metal. Stephanie would somehow or another end up on her back, texting or watching something on her phone and Matt would go to work. He’d try different positions, different techniques, experiment with different strategies for lasting longer. Using his smart watch, he could time how long each one lasted by watching his heart rate log afterwards. His last time with her he made it 19 minutes which was nearly double what he was in the beginning. The porn industry wouldn’t be offering him any starring roles any time soon, but he was getting better.

Over the past weeks, Matt’s oral sex skills had improved as well. He had brought Stephanie to orgasm twice the week before last. He found if he stuck with a similar motion with his tongue, no matter how tedious it might be, eventually it had a higher success rate than being a jazz musician and hopping from one technique to another every few seconds. There was also a bit of a breakthrough. When Matt had made his stepsister cum a second time, her hand had gotten the better of her and slapped down on the back of his head. It was only a brief few seconds but for those moments with her fingers laced in his hair holding his lips to her clit, it was the hardest he had ever been. Hard enough that when he finally did push his cock inside her he fucked her until she came for a third time in one night.

It was this interaction that spurred his confidence last week to get even more interactive with his stepsister. He waited until 6:30pm to get out of his car and go to her house. That was about the time Stephanie’s mom, Amy, left for her usual date night. Amy had been seeing the same guy for a little over a month now. He was another wealthy man. Matt could tell from how fancy Amy was dressed each night. She was definitely being wined and dined every weekend. From the little small talk Stephanie and Matt did, it sounded like it was getting pretty serious between them. 

At least her mother really liked him. Matt was happy for his stepmother; he always did like her and thought she deserved better than his father. More so than being happy for her, Matt was happy for himself. The more Amy liked her new boyfriend the longer she stayed out of the house which gave him more alone time with her daughter.

On that particular night, Matt summoned his courage and started things off by walking into his stepsister’s bedroom and flipping her over onto her stomach. With no clothes on all Matt could see was her plump round ass cheeks. Stephanie, like always, went with the flow. She stayed on her elbows and typed on her phone. Her black reading glasses on and her blond hair tied back in a ponytail.

Matt brushed his palm over her right ass cheek and pushed down the small over her back. Her tattoo on her lower back was a flowing, fluid design of pinks and greens that flowed around a single word, ‘Believe’ written in large bold cursive letters just above her ass cheeks. His fingers spread out as he gripped the top of her hips. His pants and underwear already off, Matt straddled her thighs as he pushed his other hand up the center of her back, flattening her to her stomach. Matt’s fingers pressed into her shoulders as his palms grinded firm circles into her back muscles. He massaged her slowly while his cock grew firmer. 

While he knew she could feel his shaft hardening against the crack of her ass she didn’t react. Not at first. A moment passed as he massaged her and he saw her head, which balanced carefully with her chin against the bed, fall relaxed to the side so she could barely see her phone. As his shaft flexed harder into her ass, Stephanie began to work her ass back and forth, pushing her ass cheeks back into his erection. 

The cheeks of her ass nearly swallowing his shaft like a hotdog bun, Matt could feel the muscles of her back melt in his hands as he rubbed down to the small of her back, circling her tattoo. Matt scooted down her legs and stood. Pulling her hips up so she was on her knees on the bed, Matt slid his finger down the length of her ass crack until it dipped inside her moist pussy lips with ease. They were open and inviting- begging to be fucked. 

With his other hand he fed the tip of his bare cock inside her. When he pushed inside her Stephanie threw her head back, looking at the ceiling as he filled her up. Matt pulled out a little and slammed back inside her and a sharp gasp escaped her lips. His left slid up her back holding onto her shoulder while his right braced against her hips and thigh. In and out his cock pistoned out of her and her perky hair bounced wildly with every thrust.

“Oh shhhmm... yes... yes, don’t- oh yes!” Stephanie cried out. Her phone was a useless prop lying on the bed before her. A small ruse now, her phone was something she barely pretended to use any more. She kept it close just as a code, more than anything else, that they don’t talk about what they were doing. They just do it.

His fingers gripped her shoulder tightly as he fucked her slow and hard. Stephanie turned her head to the side and her lips parted enough to push around his pointer finger. Her teeth were biting teasingly on it. 

“Mmm mmm! Ahh ahhhom!” Stephanie moaned on his finger. Matt was losing focus. He was starting to pant. All he could think about was her lips. Her mouth. He imagined kissing her as she bit his lip as seductively as she bit his finger. He couldn’t last much longer. Ramming his hips into hers, his cock rammed into her pussy making her fall to her elbows as she cried out. Matt took this chance to give her right ass cheek a slap. He was caught up in the moment and the loud smacking sound was louder than he intended. At first, he worried he had hurt her but the loud scream of a moan she made told him differently. 

Stephanie’s ass pushed back and her stepbrother fucked her faster and slapped her ass again. “Oh fffuck!” 

Matt bit his lip and pulled out offering his cock a final few strokes as he shot his cum over his stepsister’s ass and tattoo. As always for the briefest of moments he could see his stepsister’s head craned back at him to watch him shoot his load over her. 

It was the one consistent attention she had given him since they started these encounters weeks ago. She always had to watch Matt when he came. At first it was kind of odd and made Matt feel uncomfortable like he was on stage being watched. But now it was kind of hot. Stephanie’s eyes didn’t appear the same when she watched him cum. They were darker and more devious. She was always so out of breath when she watched. Like him cumming was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen. It made him a bit more excited to do it because it was something they both wanted, and he gotta see her sexy eyes.

Matt remembered looking down on her sexy naked body with a fondness. Changing lanes on the road, he exited the interstate turning his radio down so he could start following the directions on his phone. He doubted him and Stephanie would have a chance to hook up this weekend. Matt was visiting her townhouse today that was just outside of the Indiana University campus. Stephanie and her two roommates were throwing a party tonight. Even though most of the girls and guys at this party were going to be 18 to 19 years old, Matt was kind of nervous. He felt like he was going to be hanging around the ‘big kids.’

And to make things worse he was going to be around his step sister who will be looking absolutely gorgeous tonight, he was sure, and probably one of the hottest ladies at the party. Of course, other boys are going to be hitting on her and Matt didn’t know how she would react.


Would he be into it? Is she going to try and hook up with other men? I know I can’t hook up with her, but I don’t know if I can just stand there and watch a bunch of guys grab her and-


Matt shook his head free of the images in his mind. He would not worry about it. More importantly than anything he knew was to treat Stephanie like a sister and not like an extremely attractive girl he’d fucked multiple times over the past month.

Pulling into a parking space and putting his car in park, Matt took a deep breath and let it out. Building D 1128. This is it.


“Okay,” Matt said to himself. “Here we go.”
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“S
 o, do you know what your major would be?” Amber asked. 

“No, not a clue,” Matt smiled.

Amber laughed waving her hand down at him, “don’t worry about it. I’m going into my sophomore year and am still undeclared. No major is basically a major here.” 

Matt laughed with her and took a drink of his mimosa. He had always seen memes about mimosas but never had one before today. Stephanie and her roommates had two pitchers full of mimosas in the fridge and were using it to pregame for the party. Matt could tell why they were a girl’s drink. They tasted too good.

“Shut up, you know you’re going to end up declaring education,” Stephanie said from the corner of their living room. She laid on a pink bean bag with her phone in one hand and her almost empty mimosa in the other. “You’ve got more credits for it than most education sophomores.”

“Ugh I know,” Amber stomped her foot like a child and made a face. She was leaning over a bar countertop that split the kitchen and living room. “But I want a job where I could at least make some money. Every time you turn on the news all you see are all the fucked-up ways teachers are getting shit on. At least if I went nursing, I’d make some money.”

“And some student loan bills,” Stephanie smarted with a raised eyebrow and not letting her eyes leave her phone. 

“Maybe you can just be a teacher and find like a sugar daddy or something,” Matt joked then immediately regretted it. He just met this girl. He didn’t know her well enough to be saying things like that.

Taken back from the comment, there was a slight pause before Amber smiled and let a few strands of her auburn hair fall in front of her eyes. “Why do you think I’m throwing this party in the first place?” She said with a seductive smile across her full red lips. Amber was an attractive woman. Very
 attractive, actually. She was shorter at just above five-foot-tall and had sexy round breasts that bounced around in her shirt without a bra to Matt’s surprise. He did all he could to keep from looking down while talking to her. 

“Hey Amber, can you take those blankets in the closet and put them over the couches like we talked about?” Stephanie asked Amber. Stephanie was clearly at odds with Amber even before Matt had arrived.

“Oh yeah, sure!” Amber said, perky as ever. Matt stood from the couch he was on as Amber dug through a closet near the kitchen. A door creaked open up the stairs and he heard soft footsteps coming down the stairs. 

“Jesus Christ, Max,” was all Stephanie said, barely shaking her head.

“What? He’s your step brother. Not like he’s a freak or anything, right?” Max said as she walked down the stairs. Her wet black hair was wrapped up high in a light blue towel while her left hand held an orange towel synched around her breasts. Her shoulders still glistened with the wetness from the shower. “I’m Maxine or Max, your sister’s creepy roommate.” Max extended her hand to Matt. Her tongue flicked the lip ring back and forth as she smiled.

Matt did all he could to be cool, but he knew he was blushing already. “Hi, I’m Matt, Stephanie’s creepy stepbrother.”

Max laughed as she walked into the kitchen, “I like him you should have him around more often.” Matt felt an internal sigh of relief at the approval and a fluttering in his stomach at hearing a girl say she liked
 him. It was absurd, he knew, but he didn’t often get a lot of attention from different women. While he did play sports and his teammates often were able to swindle the attention of cheerleaders and some slutty girls, Matt mostly was the 5th wheel. The two girlfriends he did have were from friends of friends introducing them and it never lasted long. Him being on the receiving end, even casually, by these two very
 attractive college girls of even a moderate amount of interest was almost a fantasy in and of itself.

“I’m sure
 he likes you,” Stephanie said from the background.

Max ignored her remarks which Matt was grateful for, “you guys say that?” Max asked as she poured a cup to the brim with their mimosa mix. “Step? Not just sister and brother. You say stepsister?”

Matt shrugged, feeling interrogated, “just a habit, I guess.”

“Hm,” Max pursed her lips. “I’ve only ever known one other stepfamily and they never said step.”

“Are you done in the shower?” Stephanie asked as she stood.

“Yes, it’s yours, boo,” Max said, blowing Stephanie a kiss which Stephanie returned before disappearing upstairs without another word. 

“Wait! Let me get my blow dryer out of there!” Amber shouted and raced up the stairs after Stephanie.

“So uh, what’s your major?” Matt asked Max, feeling more uncomfortable now that he was alone with this almost naked girl.

“Criminal Justice,” Max said, taking a large gulp of mimosa.

“Whoa, that’s like, cop school, right?”

“Yup,” Max said with a smile, “so if the cops get called to our party just follow my lead and do what I do.”

She gave Matt a wink.

“Sounds like a plan.”
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“Y
 ou fuggin suck at this game!”

“Shuddup! I just need to hit the cup.”

“No shit, that’s kinda the point of the game,” Amber giggled as she fell into Matt’s arm. Matt’s already unsteady hand veered far from course as he tossed the ping pong ball across the table and smacked Maxine in the chest with his ball. Her jittery hand swiped frantically at the ball trying to grab it as it bounced off both her hands and finally fell to the last red plastic cup in front of her.

“Yes!” Matt and Amber said at the same time. Their hands raised in triumph. The boy Maxine played beer pong with and pretended to tackle her to a nearby couch as she and others surrounding the table reeled from that ending.

“I definitely planned on that happening,” Matt laughed. Amber smacked his bicep. 

“Bullshit!” Amber screamed a little too loud. But only Matt, who had to rub his ear, noticed. The sound system blared so loud the walls shook. Matt thought for sure the police would have been called by now but as he tapped the screen of his smart watch, he saw it was nearly 1:00am and they still hadn’t come. A hundred plus students were packed downstairs and more out front. Handfuls of couples and girls danced in the living room when a good song came on while some just chilled on the couches blazed out of their minds while passing a joint between them. “Oh, hahaha My bad,” Amber laughed at how loud she was being.

“Yeah, gurl, get it!” Maxine yelled into the living room where Matt realized Stephanie was one of the girls dancing. He was surprised he had forgotten completely about her. The mimosa pitchers must’ve gotten progressively stronger because by the third one Matt’s face burned red and he could tell he was already wasted. When people started showing up it was like a flood filling this 3-bedroom townhouse. Stephanie stayed by Matt for a bit but about the time she started taking shots Matt lost track of her. 

She was in the center of her living room with her ass grinded against an older looking frat boy, maybe mid 20s, with a baseball cap turned backwards. Stephanie bent over flinging her loose schoolgirl skirt up over the small of her back so her bare, fat ass could twerk on the man’s crotch. The whole room went wild. Three different guys yelled their supporting words to her dance partner as she flung her long ponytail of hair to the side over her shoulder then dropped her ass down to the floor and back up.

“Oooohhh!” Men and women both cheered. Either it was a testament to just how drunk he was, or he truly just didn’t care. Amber probably had something to do with it. While she wasn’t quite as attractive as Stephanie, when you’re that hot the difference was negligible. The difference was that Amber seemed interested in him. Maybe she wasn’t looking for a boyfriend but at least she would talk to him, look him in his eyes, and touch him.

Amber fanned her face with her hand when she saw Matt looking at Stephanie with the rest of the party. “It’s fucking hot in here,” she said and without another word she pulled him to the back deck out the kitchen door. The deck overlooked a wooded area next to a creek between different buildings. It was the end of June, so it was just about as hot outside as it was inside though there was small breeze. “Hmmm that’s better,” Amber said.

Matt closed the door behind them so no one could follow them outside. Before he could fully turn to face Amber, she was already on top of him. He fell back into the railing as she strained on her tippy toes to get her lips to his. Once he righted himself, he kissed her back. Her lips were cold and tasted of beer. The kiss they shared was messy and delicious. Two drunks fumbling over each other. Without thought his hand slid down her shoulder and wrapped around her breast. It felt so good in his hand and even better when she giggled and moaned as he massaged it. 

There was an abrupt halt to their kiss as Amber pulled away from him. Before he opened his eyes he thought he had done something wrong and was already cursing himself, ready to apologize. But once his eyes were open, he realized amber didn’t pull away from him, she was pulled away. Stephanie had Amber’s hair in her fist as she pulled her to the side.

“You think you’re funny?” Stephanie asked. “I told you not to hook up with my brother!” With a final push Amber stumbled to the other side of the deck. 

“Steph- I’m sorry,” Amber whined.

“And you-” Stephanie turned to Matt. She was wearing a pair of inch and a half heels that put her just taller than him. “Come here.” She snatched his palm and dragged him up to her bedroom through the party. “You’re done. No more.”

Some boys he passed made Ooooooo
 sounds while others who had been watching Stephanie dance shouted words of encouragement to him.

“Get it!”

“Tap that ass!”

As he was being dragged up the stairs, he heard Maxine shout over them, “come on guys it’s her brother!”

But the last voice he heard before going into Stephanie’s bedroom was a wise cracking boy’s voice say, “well, step
 brother.”
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M
 att tripped over his feet and nearly fell on to her bed, but he caught himself and side walked into a wall to brace himself. The room was still white from when she moved in but it was covered in posters of shirtless rappers and printed pictures of Stephanie and her friends. Just like her bedroom at her mom’s house the floor was cluttered with dirty clothes and her bed comforter was a twisted mess.

“What the hell wasttthat?!” Stephanie slurred.

“What was what?” Matt threw his hands up. He was starting to get upset but it wasn’t clear to him why yet, he could just feel the heat building on the back of his neck.

Stephanie seemed flustered at his response. She shook her head upset and lost balance for a moment touching the wall. “All the girls down there and you had to hook up with her? That bitch.”

“So you wouldn’t have brought me up to your room if I hooked up with another girl?” Matt asked. The bravery and openness of his words fueled by the mix of anger and alcohol that stored inside him.

“No! Err- yes, whatever,” Stephanie mumbled looking down at her feet obviously confused by how he worded his question. Matt knew this because he too was confused at how his drunken sentence came out. 

A few moments passed and Stephanie finally let out a sigh and clicked her high heels over to the bed and fell back into it. She pulled her cellphone from the side of her crop top and began clicking on the screen. Her feet dancing around off the floor like a bored child, she could only let a few seconds pass before she said, “I’m on my phone... on my bed... texting...” 


This fucking spoiled brat,
 was all Matt managed to think looking down at her. It was at that moment he decided he had enough of this game. Matt crawled into top of his stepsister as he always did, one knee pressing between her legs while the other balanced him outside her thigh. But this time he grabbed at her phone. She pulled away at first but when he finally got it he twisted it from her grip and she let out the tiniest of, “noo...” whimpers. Matt tossed the phone lightly to the carpet beside her bed. Stephanie kept her eyes in the direction of her phone as if she could still see it, or more importantly, she pretended she could not see her stepbrother. But Matt was relentless. 


No more games.


His hand grabbed under her chin pinching her cheeks on both sides and turned her face to look at his. With his eyes hovering over hers, Stephanie’s eyes still refused to meet his. “Steph...” he said. “Stephanie! Look at me!” Perhaps jolted from him yelling at her, she finally did look at him. Her eyes met his. Matt saw her shaky, wide eyed, glassy expression and held it for a moment. Then he leaned forward and kissed his stepsister deep and passionately.

He felt stagnant resistance at first. An unwillingness to commit that quickly disappeared. As if transformed by this magical kiss into the horny teenager she was fighting so hard not to be. At a moment’s notice she released the tension from her body and Stephanie’s hips and taunt stomach arched and formed to Matt’s body. Her eyebrows pinched together as she released a whimpering moan in Matt. Their tongues intertwined just as their hands and fingers cupped another. Matt pressed Stephanie’s hands down on the bed over her head and felt Stephanie’s leg wrap around her his hips and leg, locking him to her.

His firm and growing erection restrained by his boxers and jeans pressed into the floating fabric of her skirt and grinded against her crotch. Every desperate moan that escaped her lips was swallowed by Matt as he pressed his lips down onto his stepsister’s. The moment fled so quickly; it was as if it was in fast forward, but Matt wished it could last forever. The taste of her kiss and the sound and hum of her soft moans felt wonderful. He wanted to escape at that moment. Hold on to it. Hide it. Keep it to himself. 

When Matt’s hands finally did work free from Stephanie’s he brought them down to the belt of his jeans. Stephanie pulled her hips so tightly to his body his hands flat against his body barely had room to work his belt off. There was a sudden separation between them and a picture of panic in her eyes. Her body which once was so eager to meet him and entangled with his limbs now clamored away. She pushed him off of her and scrambled for the door.


No no no no!
 Matt’s thoughts protested as he could do nothing more than watch her reach for the door. She paused there for a moment. As if her actions moved quicker than her thoughts could, and she needed a moment to second guess herself. The constant thud of base vibrated the door and floors beneath them. Outside the door the party continued with hundreds of voices louder than ever.

Matt watched hand slowly go to the doorknob and twist the lock on it. She checked the knob, giving it a twist left and right to make sure it was locked before turning back to her brother. Matt was already on his feet. Perhaps it was the alcohol coursing through his system or just how incredibly sexy she looked tonight, but Matt couldn’t wait another instant. Strands of her bangs danced over her eyes and lips. Her black crop top was so low on her, her nipples threatened to fall out of her top. When she turned her short schoolgirl, plaid skirt whirled up exposing the bottom curve of her ass cheek. Matt had to have her now.

Pressing her into the wall Matt’s lips assaulted hers. They kissed ravenously. She pulled at his v-neck shirt and stretched it off of him. Holding his shoulders at arm’s length for a moment, she marveled at the thickness of his muscles and the definition of his pecs.  Stephanie’s lips kissed at his bare chest as her tender hands delicately rubbed down his ribs and hips. Moving up to her neck, Matt felt her hair to the scruff of his chin as her lips kissed and sucked below his ear. Matt could feel the sparkling tingles her wet lips sent down his spine and through his chest. 

By the time his eyes were opened he realized Stephanie was on her knees with Matt’s jeans unbuttoned and her hands jerking his pants down to his ankles. Her left palm pressed into his firm, hard abs. Rubbing up and down on him like an obsession she had to touch while her right hand wrapped around the shaft of his cock. Her fingers were small and delicate around the large thick shaft that dangled before her lips. She made long twisting pumps on his shaft that snaked towards her. Her eyes full of squinted pleasure as she looked up at him. The crook her lips fighting a devious smile as she teased him with every drag on his shaft. 

Her hands left him just long enough to pull her crop top and bra off over her head. Matt looked down with lust as her heavy breasts bounced free from her shirt. Stephanie’s hands cupped her own breasts as she looked up at him, straining to look innocent and vulnerable. The look in her eyes begged him to reach out and touch her face. Pressing her cheek into his palm she hummed a moan as she parted her lips, taking his thumb in her mouth so gently. Her right hand went back to stroking his hard cock that now oozed cum from the tip of it. 

Stephanie’s face hung so close to the head of his cock. As she slid her wet lips down to the base of his thumb her eyes stayed on his and Matt could all but imagine his cock being what was in her mouth. Her left hand cupped at her left breast and pressed it around his throbbing shaft as she jerked it. Her heavy breasts bounced and jiggled as he let her titty fuck her. Matt grunted as he closed his eyes looking upward. His hand reached out to steady himself against the desk that housed her papers and laptop beside him.

“Mmmm… you like that, baby?” Stephanie’s voice hummed. “Hmm… does that feel good, baby?”

“Ugh…” Matt groaned silently, trying to keep his mouth shut.

There was a knocking at the bedroom door that startled them both. It was loud. Like a person had been knocking for a while and they couldn’t hear it over the blaring music until just now. 

“Hey, Steph? You in there?” A boy’s voice yelled over the bass. “It’s Nick.”

Stephanie stopped everything she was doing and was frozen on her knees. In an instant they both scrambled silently and quickly. Stephanie got to her feet and picked up her top and bra, moving to hide by her closet despite the door being locked. Matt had other plans.

Stepping out of his jeans, his hand caught her wrist jerking her back towards him. He saw panic and fear in her eyes. Getting caught having sex with her stepbrother was her biggest fear and there was only a thin wooden door keep her from being found out by her entire school. Matt pulled her in tight and kissed her, but she retreated pointing at the door. She tried to just mouth the words ‘he’s right there,’ but in her drunken state the words came out with some sound to them.

“Steph? That you?” Nick’s voice boomed through the door.

“Uh- Um. Yeah, hold on!” Stephanie said nervously.

She turned away from Matt, but he caught her hips, tripping her up. Catching herself on the desk Matt could feel her skirt and ass pressed back against his cock. Matt’s left hand pressed up her back to the back of her neck while his right flipped up her skirt and pulled her panties to the side. Stephanie looked behind her wide eyed and worried. “Are you crazy? What are you doing?” She mouthed a whisper.

Matt wasn’t going to let this moment slip through her fingers. His stepsister wanted him, not some douchey looking guy named Nick.
 And in that moment of drunkenness he didn’t even care if they were caught, because all he cared about was Stephanie and being with her. The head of his cock fed between her pussy lips as Stephanie covered her mouth with one hand. She braced herself with one hand as she leaned over the desk. When his bare cock entered inside her tight pussy, she looked over her shoulder again. Fear and pleasure mixed into a murky look that glossed over her eyes as she covered her mouth and nose.

“Stephanie, what the hell?” Nick yelled.

Matt pulled out and shoved his cock back inside her hard enough to buck her forward. Her hands catching the side of the desk, she steadied her breathing to talk. 

“I’m- my brother is- Hmm,” she held the back of her hand against her mouth as she fought to hold back her groans. “He’s sick, oh gah- He doesn’t feel well.”

“Okay…” Nick said.

Matt’s fingers dug into her hips and the meat of her ass as he pulled her back into him. The clapping of their bodies getting slightly louder, Matt could see the back of Stephanie’s head bob as she stared at the blank white wall inches in front of her face. Her breath held as her stepbrother fucked her from behind.

“Gah- mmph,” Stephanie panted restrained breaths as her whole chest bounced. “I can’t hm! I can’t leave him. Ahhmm. Sorry, I’ll talk to you la- later!”

“Are you kidding me?!” Nick hit the door. “Fucking bitch…” his voice became more distant as he walked away from the door. But Matt doubted Stephanie could even hear anything anymore. 

“Ohmy… god!” She let the words burst out as she looked down. Matt smacked her ass hard as he slammed his throbbing cock in her faster. “Jesus Christ I- ah ah ah ah!” His stepsister spat. Her ass arch back, pushing back into him with every thrust. Matt’s hand reaching around her side and groping her right breast as it bounced and swayed underneath her. His left smacking her left ass cheek again and again as he fucked her.

“Don’t stop- don’t- gah- don’t fucking- oh my god,” Stephanie cried. And Matt saw her pained eyes filled with ecstasy looking over her shoulders. He grabbed a handful of her pony tailed hair with his left and pulled it back as he bucked forward with his hips. “Jesusfuckingchri- ah ah ahhh!” Stephanie whined as he stuffed his cock inside her. His thumb and fore finger pinched around her nipple. 

“I’m going to cum. I’m gunna- oh fuck me,” Stephanie’s body tensed. Her breathing was shallow and fast. “Don’t don’t don’t ohmygod don’t stop!” She screamed too loud and instantly clapped her hand over her mouth. 

Matt’s hands clapped to her ass, pulling her back on his cock with a fierceness that made her body collapse to the desk. Stephanie was silent and her drenched, tight pussy squeezed on his cock as he thrusted in and out of her. He clenched and felt the sweat fall down his forehead as his body finally relaxed and she gasped for air. 

“Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod!” She panted and Matt had her hold her up by her hips as his stepsister’s knees threatened to give out. “Oh fuck…”

“Ugh! Mmm god,” Matt let slip a grunt as he felt himself nearing cumming himself. He went to pull out of her, and Stephanie’s body shot to life. She looked behind her, flicking her hair over her opposite shoulder, as she always did when her brother was about to cum, but this time her hand reached back cupping around the back of his bare thigh.

“No!” She protested. “Don’t- cum inside me, baby,” Stephanie demanded. Matt was shocked and continued to thrust inside her. He was so close to the edge.

“Don’t stop mhm! Don’t stop fucking me baby,” Stephanie winced. “Cum inside me, cum inside my tight- fuck ah ahh! Please, cum in me!” 

Matt’s cock crammed deeper inside her until her knees started to shake and her eyes nearly squinted shut from the feeling. Matt gritted his teeth as felt the threshold pass and he came hard, shooting his load into his sister’s pussy. Filling her up with his cum and holding his shaft deep inside her. His arms wrapped around her chest, he spooned with her as his chin nuzzled against the crook of her neck. They stayed there for several minutes until his cock went completely limp. With his jizz and her juices coating his shaft he fell out of her. 

Matt and Stephanie lied on the bed for a few minutes naked and giggling to each other. The party was loud outside the room with people shouting at another and falling into walls. Despite as loud as Stephanie moaned, Matt doubted if anyone heard them. It didn’t matter. In that moment all that mattered was Matt’s eyes meeting Stephanie’s eyes and he refused to let the moment slip away.
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T
 he following week Matt arrived at his stepmother’s house for his weekly meeting with Stephanie a bit later than usual. It was about 7:45pm when he arrived instead of his usual 6:30pm when Stephanie’s Mom left the house for her date night. It was his father’s fault for his tardiness. His new
 stepfamily had a sit down to discuss their upcoming vacation. His father was taking them camping
 in a cabin in Wyoming in a couple weeks. He pitched it as a family bonding experience, but really it was to make sure everyone knew he was the one in charge of this family, and most likely he was using it as an excuse to corner Matt about his impending college decision.

As annoyed as he was with his father, Matt felt relaxed as soon as he put his car in park at his stepmother’s house. Even though it was late, it wouldn’t affect his and Stephanie’s plans. Over the past month Stephanie’s mother, Amy, hadn’t come home until Sunday morning each night, which gave him and his stepsister plenty of time.

Matt and Stephanie hadn’t seen each other since the party. They fell asleep spooning together and Matt woke up and left early before anyone else was awake. Stephanie assured him later that day that none of her roommates or anyone else suspected anything besides that her stepbrother was a light weight. Matt didn’t appreciate the stigma but there were worse ones to have, he supposed. 

The week of texting with his step sister had been filled with hidden smiles and an exchange of dirty pictures. Their strained relationship had left the confines of the little game they played pretending what they did didn’t happen and was now out in the open.  

In fact, as soon as Matt got inside Amy’s house and found Stephanie in the living room on her phone, she tossed her phone to the side as Matt slid onto the couch beside her. 

“Hey there cutie,” Stephanie smiled. Her hands cupped the sides of his face as she kissed him. Matt’s hand reached across her chest and felt her breast moving freely under her shirt. 

“Sounds like we fooled everyone at the party, then?” Matt asked as Stephanie crawled onto Matt’s lap, straddling him.

Stephanie laughed as her fingers went right to work unbuckling his belt. “You didn’t help us either. It was like you wanted us to get caught.”

“Me?” Matt smiled. “You were the one making all the noise. I just didn’t want you getting away.” He leaned back and let his stepsister undo his pants for him.

Stephanie giggled with a long smile on her lips, “I couldn’t help but make noise when someone was smacking my fucking ass.”

Matt shrugged, “well, you seemed to like it.”

Stephanie released a sighing moan as she leaned in to kiss her stepbrother.  Her fingers had rushed to unzip his pants and pulled his cock out from his boxers. As she felt it grow in her palm, she let out a high-pitched moan as she stroked it to life. Matt’s hands wrapped around her ass cheeks to find she wasn’t wearing any shorts or panties. She lifted up enough to guide the head of his bare cock inside her. “Mmmm! That’s it…” she cooed.

Stephanie raised her ass and lowered it, riding Matt. She hastily pulled her shirt off revealing her perky breasts. Matt leaned forward wrapping his lips around her nipple. “Mmmmm! That’s right, baby. Fuck me. Fuck your stepsister!” Stephanie moaned as she sat down on his throbbing cock.

“Stephanie!”

The voice was so sudden and loud that both Matt and Stephanie nearly fell off the couch. Stephanie scrambled to cover herself, but Matt was too much in shock to even try and cover his raging hard on. All Matt could do was look at Amy’s wide eyes and shocked expression as she stood in the entry of the living room and stared frozen. Amy’s expression slowly turned to rage as she processed the image of her daughter having sex with her stepson.
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T
 here are times in people’s lives when pure dread sinks their teeth into one’s back like a predator. When they know their life as they know it was coming to an end. As Matt scrambled to pull his jeans up and push his erection back down into his boxers, he had one of these moments. Luckily for him, at this very moment, his stepmother was more intent on chasing down Stephanie who ran into the hallway with her clothes. It was pure pandemonium coming from Stephanie’s bedroom. Someone was crying while the other was cursing and throwing things. Matt tried to zip his pants up and nearly synched his shaft in the metal.

“Ah ah, fuck! Fuck it.” Matt whispered to himself and tried to make a break for the door while it was still clear. His erection still throbbing, pointed out his unzipped pants but he couldn’t deal with that right now. He cleared the hallway and was half way through the kitchen when the tumbling of clothes, bags, and people came tumbling down the hallway. The tornado that was their argument pushed past him and he saw Stephanie shove outside with her hands full with two bags and some of her clothes. Amy chased Stephanie outside but stopped at the edge of the steps shouting.

“We are going to talk about this!” Amy screamed. “You aren’t welcome back here until we talk about this, young lady!” Stephanie threw her car in reverse and drove away, allowing silence to overtake the house again. The sound of Stephanie’s car engine puttering to life then driving away left a strange silence which meant he was alone with his step mother and she could turn her anger towards him at any moment. He wondered if he could maneuver around her in the doorway somehow and make a run for it. He was faster than her for sure, but he couldn’t count on his speed with this damn erection that refused to leave.

Before Matt could make a decisive decision, Amy stepped back inside to see the pathetic sight of Matt defeated with his chin low and hands cupped over his crotch. She started shaking her head silently for a moment then just when Matt was going to announce him leaving, Amy pointed back to the living room. “Go,” was all she said.

Matt had the briefest hesitation but the sternness of his step mother’s expression made him retreat further into the house. Sitting in the same seat where he was before, Matt stretched his t-shirt out and pulled it below his crotch. Amy entered the room and sat on edge at the adjacent lazy boy. Her mascara was darkened and ran on the edges of her eyes. She dabbed at the corner of her eyes with a corner of her shirt.

 “Did she talk you into this?” Amy finally asked. Her voice was low and calm. Matt weighed his options. As much as he’d spent the past months beating his chest about being a man, right now he felt like a child who just was caught breaking his mother’s vase. His natural instinct was to lie. To put the blame elsewhere. It didn’t matter where as long as it lessened the punishment on himself. But another part of him, his mature self, he supposed, spoke louder inside of him. It said to be honest and to do what he could to protect Stephanie. After all, he truly was the one who started all of this.

“No,” Matt admitted. “I did. I started it all. It was all me.” This seemed to catch her by surprise. She shook her head half laughing to herself. It was about the same time as she pulled an open bottle of wine from her purse, Matt realized she was slurring her words and her eyes had an inebriated droop to them when she blinked. 

“Jesus Christ- this family...” Amy laughed as she drank from the bottle. There was a loud buzzing from his pocket and instinctively Matt pulled his phone out. “Is that her?!” Amy yelled standing up. There was a brief shoving that occurred as she tried to take the phone from him, and he attempted to guard it. But when the commotion caused his shirt to raise and expose his erection, he relented and let Amy get ahold of his phone so he could recover his shaft.

Amy stood in daze, slightly stepping backwards as she stared at his crotch. Taking another drink, she sat back down and went back to shaking her head. She looked at his phone and laughed to herself before tossing it on her purse beside her. “How long have you two been-”

“Not long,” he answered.

“Weeks?”

Matt only nodded in response. 

“Has she- have you came inside her?” Amy asked.

The vulgarity and directness of the question took Matt by surprise. He stuttered not knowing what to say.

“Don’t lie to me, Matt,” she warned. Matt finally nodded a defeated nod. 

“Jesus Christ...” she said again. Then seemed to realize Matt was her step son and back tracked some. “Look this was just a lot to process and it- a lots happened tonight. It’s not you- I like you a lot. You’re a good kid, but your dad...” Amy struggled for a long moment on the proper words to use. “I don’t want your dad any more involved in my family than he already is. He was a fucking nightmare of a mistake.”

“I get it,” Matt admitted. “He’s a prick.”

“Yes, he is,” Amy sighed with a bolt of laughter that caught Matt by surprise. He felt the head of his cock twitch as it refused to back down beneath his shirt. Amy took another large gulp of wine from the bottle she had in hand. “It feels so good to hear someone else say it. It’s like, confirmation that I’m not crazy.”

“No, no, he’s a bastard. I’m definitely on your side,” Matt correctly guessed that this was something she wanted to hear. He was in fact ‘on her side’ but most importantly of all she wanted to keep her happy at this moment so he wouldn’t get in any more trouble. 

Amy sighed rubbing her temples, Matt could almost hear her internal monologue of conflict arguments. “You’re nothing like your father...” she finally said, then perked up to clarify, “and that’s a good thing.” His step mother gave him another look of approval. This one lingered inordinately long. The alcohol behind her eyes was obvious as her rosy pink cheeks turned to him slightly. “You never had any date after coming here, did you? You were all dressed up for my daughter.”

The way she asked this question was not accusatory. Her voice was soft and interested with the slightest of smirks in the corner of her lips. Like maybe she thought it was cute or attractive. “Yeah...” Matt said softly.

“I didn’t have a date either,” Amy admitted proudly as she leaned back in the chair. She slouched so much in the chair that her long V of her blouse bunched and pulled to the side nearly almost allowing one of her breasts to be exposed. Matt tried not to stare but he could tell the only thing keeping her shirt in place was just the nub of her hard nipple that was just barely covered. “I know, I know, I felt bad lying to Stephanie, but it looks like she was lying about more than I was.” Amy shrugged playfully.

“If you weren’t going out on dates where were you going every Saturday night? You were gone all night, usually,” Matt asked. 

His step mom answered with a seductive and mischievous smile that she pressed into her shoulder as she shrugged. “I go out to the club with some girlfriends.”

“All night?”

“No, not all night... there’s always a guy out there that at least looks worth my time,” Amy half laughed. “What? Didn’t know your step mom was a slut?” Amy asked to take another large drink. “I’m single... attractive...”

“Yeah,” Matt agreed, more eager than he intended. Amy smiled at him and stood up. Taking one last swig she handed the bottle to Matt as she sat in the love seat beside him. Right where Stephanie once sat. Matt gave her a look as if asking permission to drink and she gave the bottle a nod and sat back smiling. Matt took a long gulp. So big in fact a small dribble came out the corner of his mouth. 

Amy giggled, wiping the drip of wine from his cheek with her thumb and then hummed a moaning sound as she sucked it clean from her fingertip. The same sound her daughter made when she sucked my finger.


She eyed his hand that remained on his shirt, keeping it stretched over his crotch. “Look, I’m not pissed that you two were fucking- err sorry,” Amy covered her pink lips that slurred almost every word and giggled. “Having sex. Well, I’m a little mad. But it’s not like you two grew up together. You’re just two teenagers left alone for too long, I guess... anyways, I- what I don’t like or want err what I’m upset about is you cumming inside her.”

Matt didn’t mean to roll his eyes when he did. He knew it would come off as a teenager ignoring the words of their parent. In reality he rolled his eyes because of how uncomfortable it was to hear his stepmom say ‘cum’ to him when he still sat there with his erection sticking out. He thought to try and push it back in his pants, but if nothing else it had grown since sitting down and he didn’t want to draw any extra attention to it.

“I know I know,” Amy waved her hand at him. Her fingertips brushing and lingering on his arm. “You probably have had tons of adults preach to you about safe sex. And it might not seem like a big deal now but... Stephanie is 19, she’s in college, she’s got a lot going for her. I don’t want her getting pregnant and I especially don’t want her getting permanently stuck to your father. I know it sounds bad but-”

“I get it...” Matt said, his pouting eyes low in his lap. Matt will constantly be judged based on his father. Caught in the middle of the few good qualities and all of the bad. Not successful in business and not someone to consort with because he’s an asshole.

“No, don’t be like that,” Amy consoled him by caressing his shoulder, her butt scooting closer to him. “I like you a lot. I mean if you were... and it’s not just me. Can you imagine if your dad found out about this? How pissed he’d be?” 

Matt was nodding to himself. He hadn’t put much thought into his father finding out. He was never home long enough to even know where Matt was, let alone what he was doing. Perhaps, Matt hadn’t thought this through as much as he should have.

He didn’t want to be rude and pull away from Amy, but the tender way her hand cupped to his triceps and slid up and down didn’t help his throbbing erection. At least not in a way to make it go away. After a protracted silence, Matt heard a snicker leave Amy’s lips. Like she had just had a light bulb of a thought ignite in her head. When her eyes did finally return to him, they had a devious twist to them. Her hand cupped to his arm and pressed harder as it slid around his neck like she was massaging his upper back. 

Matt remained frozen. His eyes wide on his lap as his drunk stepmother slid her other hand across his chest, he instinctively tensed, flexing his chest as her hands met on the other side of his neck. Carefully, like a precise strike she lined her lips up and kissed Matt’s neck just below his ear. This kiss was wet and soft, and her breath was warm enough to send tingles down his spine. Amy’s lips worked wonders on his neck. Licking and sucking, her teeth nibbling on his ear lobe until she snaked her head in front of his. “Wha-what are you doing?” Matt blurted out.

Amy pushed her lips together and gave him a knowing smile, “you know what I’m doing... relax...” she cooed as she carefully leaned across him. Her warm cheek brushing softly against his as she kissed and bit his neck under his other ear. Matt could feel her large breasts press into his chest as she leaned across him. Allowing his back to relax back into the cushion, he couldn’t manage to take the tension out of his arms. This was not what he expected from this conversation.

When his stepmother pulled away from his neck, she lingered hovering over his face. “What? You don’t find me attractive?” She asked with a curve of a smile in the corner of her lips. Matt could smell the fruity wine coating her breath. It complimented the rosy conditioner that permeated from her hair. It was an odd question for Matt. Not just because she was his step mom but because he had honestly never considered her in that regard until that moment. Any time he thought of her he immediately associated her with his father which made attractive an unlikely describer for her. But of course, Amy was sexy. Her slender hips and ample breasts with her long legs and scattered tattoos painted across her arms and back. It was as if Matt had realized how attracted to her he was at the exact moment she asked.

Amy raised an eyebrow when she saw his eyes flicker to her wide-open cleavage as he struggled to find the right words. Her smile grew wider as she leaned back enough to let the straps of her dress fall to the sides off of her shoulders. With her head cocked to the side and her sexy hair brushed over to one side, Matt’s step mom stared at him as her dress fell to her naval exposing her plump perky breasts. 

Amy gave a small laugh at how adorable Matt probably appeared staring in wonder at her perfect body. He could see her well sculpted abdominal muscles as she did. “You like what you see?” She asked.

“Yes,” was all Matt managed to say.

“Do you want to taste them?” Amy asked, lowering her breasts to his lips. Her fingers combing through his hair, he parted his lips to as he took her right nipple in his mouth. Amy went silent for a moment as she leaned her head back and sighed. “Mmmm... that’s it... you like my tits? Huh? Ahhh... yes, rub that tongue on my nipple, mmm just like that.”

His step mother’s hand cupped his cheek and brushed his chest. After a few moments she lowered to his side forcing his lips off her. She pressed her lips into the crook of his neck where they had begun. This time her right hand rubbed and danced down his chest to lap where she peeled back his shirt from his grip. “Mmmm what do we have here?” Amy asked, her breath hot on Matt’s cheek as she whispered in his ear. 

Matt felt his step mother’s hand wrap around the base of his shaft and begin to slowly stroke to the tip and then back down. “Mmmmmmm,” Amy purred in his ear. Her other arm wrapped around his shoulders as her lips and forehead rolled against his head. Like she wanted to be on top of him. “Y-you’re a big boy aren’t you, Matt? Mmmmm you’re my big boy...” Amy moaned as her grip tightened on his shaft and turned from petting it to pumping.

“Gah...” Matt groaned and turned into Amy. Their lips met and instantly she was moaning in the kiss. Her tongue pushed inside his mouth and intertwined with his as she pushed tighter to his body. He could feel her pumps happening with a stronger and faster purpose to them. She sprinted jacking him and he started to pant. Her lips- her hand felt so good...


“Mmmm! You like that baby? Huh? Getting jacked off by your step mom?” Amy asked between kisses. She started panting, too, as her focus switched to his cock. She pulled away from the kiss and raised just enough so his mouth went to her nipple. He instantly put his mouth there and began sucking on it. “Oh, good boy, suck that nipple. Mmmm look at that fucking Pre-cum you’re leaking, mmm.”

Matt didn’t know how she did it but every twist and pump on his shaft felt better than the one before it. He was fighting to not cum from just a hand job from her and she knew it too. Her hand slowed after a moment and changed to slow methodical, massaging pumps as she spread his pre-cum down his thick shaft.

“Mmm now, Matt,” his step mom started. Her breath labored as she pumped him. “I know you want to cum, baby. I can feel you throbbing my hand. But I need you to understand something first- ahh...” Matt bit down on her nipple as she spoke causing her eyes to roll and her body to briefly melt into Matt’s side. “You’re not allowed to see my daughter anymore. Not here or at her school. Not at all.” 

Matt pulled away from her breast as he registered what she was saying. Amy took this opportunity to slide her way down into his lap. Her pussy lips just inches away from his throbbing shaft. “Now I know you’re a strapping, young, hormonal, adult teenager. And I know it will be difficult for you to restrain yourself when you’re so backed up down here...” 

Her words lingered just as her hand did dragging up and down his shaft. Her lips paused just far enough away to kiss the bulb of his cock. Matt watched her toying grin as she bit her lip after every kiss. As if she had to force herself not to shove the whole thing in her mouth. “So, this is the deal, I won’t tell your dad about what I caught you doing with your step sister and you won’t go near her anymore. And anytime you’re horny and just can’t seem to get this hard-on to go away, I give you permission to call me to take care of it.” 

Amy stuck her tongue out half way and let the tip lick from his balls, up the base of his shaft, and circle his urethra. He watched as a long glob of pre-cum stretched from her tongue to his cock. “Deal?” She asked.

Matt would have agreed to just about anything in that moment. “Deal.” Amy stuck her hand out to shake his, but as soon as their hands touched the head of his cock disappeared inside of her lips and she pulled his hand down to the back of her head as she sucked on him. He couldn’t help but groan as his step mother slid her lips up and down his shaft several times. 

He felt the bulb of his cock drag on her tongue and knew he was about to cum. His hand on the back of her head, Amy looked up to see Matt’s eyes rolling backwards as she pumped his shaft hard and fast. Her lips refused to leave the tip of his cock. Her eyes staring at him as she felt his shaft flex in her palm and the explosion of hot cum covered the roof of her mouth. 

The feeling was overwhelming for Matt. As he continued to cum inside his step mom’s mouth she refused to pull her lips from his cock. Her tongue flicking long laps across the tip caused Matt to pull away and shrink back. The feeling was so intense, it felt like it would never stop and part of him wished it wouldn’t. Finally, after what seemed like a lifetime, Amy lifted her lips from his cock with a growl of a moan having swallowed all of her step son’s cum.

“Mmmm yummy,” Amy hummed, wiping her lips of the saliva that remained. “Now, let’s put that tongue of yours to use.” Amy slid the rest of her dress down her smooth thighs revealing her naked body.













Chapter
 Ten












A
 my shimmied her hips free of the dress and let it fall to the floor as she stepped out of it. There were many things that have happened in Matt’s life that he never thought would happen and never considered possible. His sexy and intoxicated stepmother standing naked in front of him was one of them.

As she crawled up his body, she leaned over allowing her swaying breasts to dangle before his eyes. Her hand reached between his thighs stroking his limp shaft slowly as she stepped up onto the couch. Matt remained still like a passenger in a ride. Not in control and not knowing how to act. When Amy had stood on the couch with both feet- one foot on each side of Matt’s hips, Matt saw Amy teeter to her side and back. Instinctually, Matt flung his hands up to her hips and grabbed her, steadying her. 

Amy giggled and leaned forward so her hands balanced on the living room wall. “Nice grab,” she smiled down below as she flung her long hair over her shoulder. Matt looked up at her and realized his hands both gripped her butt cheeks with his thumbs hooked around her boney hips.

Without another word she lifted one leg and looped it around the backside of Matt between him and the couch backing. Matt could smell the hot odor of her sex. He could feel the heat irradiating on his mouth. He felt fingers comb through his hair and give a slight push forward, encouraging him to taste her. Matt parted his lips and as his mouth touched his stepmother’s shaved pussy, he pushed his tongue forward like he was kissing her passionately. His tongue swirling and lapping on the outside of her lips and clit before he angled his head and pushed his tongue deep inside her.

“Ohhh fuck, ohmmmm!” Amy purred. Her hands raised to her breasts as she leaned back. For a moment, she tensed realizing she would fall, but quickly felt Matt’s firm grip on her hips tighten into a lock. He held her in place so she couldn’t move even if she wished to. “That’s it- lick that pussy.”

Matt’s tongue found a rhythm as it lapped, digging into her pussy over and over. With one of her legs up and over his shoulder he felt her hold synch tighter as her legs squeezed around his chest. Tasting her dripping wet pussy, Matt moaned into her. His hands moving with a mind on their own, they coaxed her thighs and the small of her back. 

“Oh don’t fucking stop!” Amy’s voice sung. He could feel tremors course through her thighs and every now and again her hips would suddenly dip and fall on his tongue, face fucking him with her wet pussy. “Oh, yesss… tongue fuck me, baby. Tongue fuck your filthy fucking stepmom! Ahhh!”

The words she moaned excited him to no end. He felt his grip on her body tighten as his tongue dug deeper inside her. The dribble of her juices ran down his chin as she began to hump and grind on his face. Amy’s eyes were closed, and her fingers pinched and pulled on her own nipples as she cried out.

Matt let his chin, lips, and tongue take the abuse as she rode his face. Her moans became louder and more guttural. One of her hands snaked behind his head to steady him as his tongue fucked her. His stepmom was getting close and he could tell. The speed and smoothness that her hips moved became stagnant and they shuddered as her breathing became panting and out of control. 

Matt seized upon this moment to wrap his lips around her clit. A move that very nearly sent them both tumbling to the ground as Amy screamed and for the first time, her hands that were continuously pulling him closer were now pushing on the top of his head for release. “Oh god! Fuck! No no no no. Ahhhh!” Amy squirmed.

Through all the writhing and commotion Matt was able to keep her hips held against his lips. He worked his tongue against her clit and licked circles around it then hummed as he made a long-wet lap against it. Amy gasped a long, deep breath and he could feel her thighs shaking. “Ohhhhh…” She cried out, almost sounding in pain. Matt could feel her thighs begin to close around him as his licks became faster and shorter.

“Fuck fuck fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” Amy moaned as she lost complete control of her hips and her hands slammed down on the back of Matt's head. Matt did his best to control his breathing as his stepmother seized on his face.

“Ohmygodi’mcumming!” She cried as her hand mushed her bouncing hair to her face and she trembled. His tongue locked to her clit and made rapid licks on it as he felt her juices stream down his chin. It was a long moment before Amy made a sound and when she did it was a long gasping breath and several shudders. “Oh god… oh god…”

After the tensest of moments relented, Amy’s thighs unlocked from his face and Matt could breathe normally again. Immediately, he went to work making long messing laps with his tongue on her drenched pussy lips. She quivered a moan and had to catch herself on the back of the couch. “Shhhit, ohhh…” 

Amy collapsed on Matt's lap. Her entire body limp and malleable in Matt hard body hold. She fell in a twisted way with her knee to her chest as her mouth dropped to Matt’s lips. Their kiss was messy and wet. Their tongues intertwined as Amy moaned at the taste of her own juices on his lips and chin. 

Matt, still breathing heavily, brushed her hair out of her face behind her ear as his head slid down to her chest. Squeezing and massaging her thick left breast, it made Amy sing a moan as she twisted in his lap and put a knee down on the couch on either side of his hips. It wasn’t until this moment that she- and he, both realized how hard Matt’s cock was throbbing as his head stabbed her ass cheeks beggingly.

His stepmother broke the kiss in shock and panted like an animal. Her face showed a jumbled mess of thoughts still lost from the powerful orgasm as her palm found his shaft. He felt pre-cum oozing down his shaft as she pumped it and he flexed back. Without a warning she sat down on him. Feeding the bulb of his cock inside her pussy lips, his stepmother’s vagina swallowed his cock whole.

Amy’s arms wrapped around his neck tightly as she screamed, “oh my god! Shit!” The palm of her hand covered her eyes then slid to her mouth as she realized how loud she screamed. Her hips seemed frozen on him where she sat, so Matt took it upon himself to separate some so he could thrust back inside her. Slowly and only partially at first. “Ohmahd!” She cried from under her hand. “Ah! Ah! Ahh!”

Matt pressed his mouth on her breast he fondled. His lips wrapped around her nipple as her pussy still digested his cock. After a moment he felt her hips come to life. Circling and grinding on his shaft. Working him around so his cock nearly popped out of her pussy but then she quickly sat back down on him. 

It was this motion that made Matt groan, “Oh fuck!” His moan only prolonged how good the motion felt. Her hips rolling on the head of his cock again and again. 

“You like that, baby- ahh… You want to do it for momma?” She moaned into his ear. “You want to cum inside someone so, badly don’t you? Ahhaaa mmmm…” She moaned as she bounced teasingly and slowly on his shaft. “Are you close for me baby?” She asked in a seductive voice. “Do you feel hot tight
 your slutty fucking mommy is?” As she spoke the word tight
 Matt could feel her pussy’s grip on his shaft tighten as she flexed on him. He groaned which she giggled to while still working her hips in a faster circle. “I want you to cum inside me, baby. I want that cum so badly… mmmm… I’m all tied up inside so it’s safe to cum in mommy.”

Without warning her hips started to bounce up and down on his shaft. He felt her hot wet pussy pull all the way off then slam back down. “Oh, fuck,” Matt clenched.

Her tits bounced in front of him as Amy moaned on top of him. Her hips bounced on his shaft aggressively as she flexed her whole body. “Oh god oh god oh god! Yes, fuck me just like that. Like that like-” Her tight ass bouncing faster and faster on his shaft, he couldn’t hold out any longer. His throbbing cock pierced deep inside his stepmother as he shot strings of hot cum deep inside her. “Yes yes! Cum inside me baby… mmmm just like that…” Amy purred as she felt her stepson fill her up. 

They stayed still for a long moment. Matt’s eyes were closed and Amy’s tits were pressed to his chest as they held each other. After a few moments, his hands relaxed and released his stepmother.

Before Matt had realized what had happened Amy was on her feet and getting dressed. He stayed seated, bewildered and watching as she left the room without even looking at him. Like he was a piece of furniture she was done using. Eventually, Matt was dressed and left the house, still in a daze of what just happened and where he was. Amy had gone to the bathroom and when he heard the shower turn on he thought it was a good time for him to leave. Matt almost forgot his phone and ran back inside and snatched it off of Amy’s purse. When he made it to his car, he sat down, and looked at his phone before starting it.



’22 Missed Calls from Stephanie’





“Fuck…”













Chapter
 Eleven












T
 he next week dragged on hour by hour. He was supposed to be getting things together for his camping trip with his father, Sharon, and her family but it seemed he could not go 30 seconds without receiving a text or phone call from Stephanie. He ignored her at first, but Matt quickly realized she was not going to stop. He decided he would respond but couldn’t think of what to say. The truth was obviously not an option, ‘hey after she chased you out of the house, I fucked your mother...’


Matt beat his phone on his head as he laid in his bed. It was Monday morning and he had 147 missed calls from Stephanie. He gave up trying to count the unanswered text messages. He decided to keep his response short and sweet and apologetic. 







Matt



‘Hey Stephanie, sorry I took so long to respond. I’ve been kind of freaked since this run with your mom this weekend. I left shortly after you but your mom made it clear she didn’t want us around each other. This whole thing is my fault, obviously, I started it and I’m sorry. I’m ending it now. I hope we can still be friends. I just don’t want your mom getting upset or my dad finding out.







Matt read over his text a few times and made some small corrections before sending it. A minute didn’t even pass before she started calling Matt again. “Fuuuuck,” Matt sighed. He could see what was in store for him. If he answered her call he knew the tangled mess of lies he was weaving would only expand. His best bet was to stick to text. At least in text he didn’t have to improvise. He could think out and strategize each response.

A few minutes passed with no phone calls before Stephanie finally responded with her own carefully scrutinized response.




Stephanie


‘Listen asshole! You don’t get to ignore me after my mom walking in on us like that. I need to know what you said to her. Did you say that was our first time? What did she say about it to you? I haven’t talked to her since then. She called me but I didn’t answer. And YOU didn’t start this alone, okay? We both were apart of this so we both get a say. Don’t be a macho asshole who’s scared of my mom. I can handle her and she doesn’t talk to your dad even’





“Ugh!” Matt groaned some more as he typed in his phone a response. This is what he didn’t want. Because he knew this would not resolve and he would be stuck in a never-ending texting war. He tried to keep his replies short and end by circling back to his original theme of, ‘lets be friends.’ But after a while Stephanie became upset at his slow and disengaged responses.




Stephanie


‘Ugh! This is dumb. Just come over here. My roommates are on vacation. You could stay the night.





To say Matt didn’t consider it would be a lie. He actually really was trying to do the right thing, well relatively right thing. He was sure having sex with Stephanie’s mom didn’t fall into the category of right,
 but baby steps. However, Stephanie was making it increasingly difficult for him. He spent a few minutes lying in his bed imagining being alone with Stephanie for an entire night. Waking up with her just as he went to sleep. Besides their drunken night together, they hadn’t really been together, yet. Matt felt the flexing in his pants and nearly gave in right then and there. At the last moment he shook his head free of the pull he felt.




Matt


‘No, I think for now it’s best if we just lie low for now. Maybe we can start hanging out again in a few weeks?’





Matt felt a twist of guilt and pain in his gut, knowing he was disappointing her and angering her at the same time. After sending the text he quickly changed her status to silent
 on his phone as he knew her response would be harsh.

Setting his phone down he picked at his boxers adjusting them to make room for his throbbing erection. Resigned to being alone in his bedroom and not much changing, he figured it was up to him now to take care of his own erection seeing as though he just threw the door in the face of the only other person he was saving it for. Matt thought about Amy then, and how Stephanie’s mom had told him ‘anytime he thought about having sex, he should come to her.’ Matt didn’t really believe this. Amy was quite drunk when she said this and while she did have sex with him then, he doubted how up
 for the idea she would be in the middle of a work day while she was sober.

Matt rolled his eyes as the numerous scenarios he ran through his mind all ended with Amy chastising him, yelling at him, or telling his father. It wasn’t so much that he feared his father knowing of his sexual exploits. After all, he didn’t care if his father disowned him or hated him. It was more that he didn’t know what to expect. Physically, Matt was bigger than his father, but something about his dad when he got angry made Matt doubt his ability to win in a fight. He felt smaller next to him. Weaker. It made him truly doubt if he could take his father in a fight. It made him fear his father.













Chapter
 Twelve












T
 he days went by slowly as Matt did his best to avoid his cellphone. He’d check it once or twice a day and always roll his eyes at the 20 to 50 text messages that waited unread for him from Stephanie. He wouldn’t reply. He knew she was getting progressively angrier and perhaps that was for the best. Matt was the one who initiated these lustful feelings in her, it was only right if she hated him for ending it.

Sharon was a ghost around the house most of the week. She was out shopping for supplies for their camping trip planning every moment of their week. It honestly probably would have been more fun, not that any part of this trip would be fun, and cheaper to just have planned to go to a hotel. From the bits and pieces Matt overheard when he went downstairs for food or drink they were staying in luxury cabins and nothing of what they were doing sounded anything remotely close to camping.


Matt did overhear Sharon talking to Andrea, her daughter, on the phone. Apparently, Andrea and her family were coming, too. Matt didn’t mind. He had only met Andrea a handful of times. She seemed like a nice lady who also had a child early in life. With them there it would keep a lot of the attention off of him which he greatly appreciated.

By Thursday he knew Stephanie was on the verge of losing her mind. She was messaging him on every app Matt had on his phone. He was waiting for a letter to show up in the mail since that was the only way she hadn’t tried to reach out to him. Matt wasn’t a total dick. He responded a few times at the end of each day reiterating that he thought there should be some time and distance between them for now. It did nothing to quell her pursuit.

It was early Thursday afternoon when everything came to a head. He had shut himself in his room for four straight days. Even his casual friends wondered about him. He wasn’t going out with his friends to play pickup flag football or going to parties, which wasn’t too strange, but still his friends were used to seeing him. All that plus he found his own will power waning. Matt began to question why he was holding out on Stephanie. I could meet up with her and just keep it a secret. We were caught before because we weren’t careful. 


He did his best in the previous days to keep his jacking off to a minimum, but the knowledge alone that he had this wildly attractive, all access pass available to him just a car ride away was the biggest aphrodisiac. It was only when his defenses were at the lowest point that he remembered when Amy had told him. ‘Come to me if you’re horny, not my daughter,’ she had made Matt promise. He hadn’t seriously considered it until that moment. What’s the worst that could happen from sending a text?





Matt


‘Hey it’s Matt. Stephanie keeps texting me. We haven’t hung out or anything yet, but I don’t know how long I can keep her away.’







Matt texted and waited. It had been months since they last texted another. Matt didn’t even know if Amy had his number.






Amy


‘Come to my work. ASAP.’







Matt looked at the clock and cursed himself not realizing till then that it was 1:00pm and Amy was still at work. He knew she worked for a well-respected law firm but she wasn’t a lawyer. Her title was something along the lines of Senior Paralegal or something. He almost replied with a text apologizing, but he received another from Amy with her address and a command to be there in 15 minutes.

Matt jumped up and was in his car driving with in 60 seconds, more concerned of making it there in time than what he would say or do once there. He parked his car with a minute to spare. He had always imagined her work being in a high rise downtown. A great building with offices on the 30th
 floor. Instead it was a two-story office park. Still impressive but less intimidating which Matt appreciated.





Matt









‘I’m outside in the parking lot’










Amy








‘Come inside to the waiting area.’











Matt



’Seriously?’







Matt didn’t get a reply. He almost bolted at this point. He really didn’t want to be seen inside. Even though it would be perfectly acceptable for a stepson to be visiting a stepmother at work, it felt… wrong for him to do so.

Matt sat uncomfortably in a heavy oak chair that, like most of the waiting room, had a deep and dark varnish finish to it. The room was well lit, but due to the professional paintings on the wall, dark wood walls, and the fact that there weren’t any windows in the law offices the room was quite dark. It was intimidating and made Matt feel extremely kid-like. He wore his usual ratty old jeans and a t-shirt. Glancing every few minutes over the top of the broad and tall reception desk, the cute assistant would occasionally look up from her computer and make eye contact and give a polite smile before returning to what she was typing. I should just bolt out of here. Nothing about this feels like a good idea.


Just before he could get a message to his legs to stand and make a break for the exit. A door opened from near the reception desk and a flood of suited men poured out. They shook hands and said their farewells. As most of them parted for the exit, Matt could see a lone female among them buried behind the tall shoulders of the others. Amy was looking more professional than she’d ever appeared before. She wore a dark grey blouse that covered her tattoos along her arm and a matching skirt with black high heels. Her shirt was kept button closed just enough to cover the other tattoo she had that protruded up the top of her breast. The neck of her shirt was still left open just enough for the line of ample cleavage to be seen.

“You must be Amy’s stepson, Matt is it? I’m Robert.” A pot belly man lumbered over to him with his hand extended. The others had left which just left Amy, Robert, and Matt.

“Ye-yes,” Matt said, trying to stand to shake his hand but unable to tell from how close Robert closed in on him.

“I thought so,” Robert said. Amy stood silently behind him with a polite smile on her face as the two met. “Amy’s told me so much about you. Sounds like you’ve got quite a decision to make.”  If Matt was having a normal summer, he’d know Robert was talking about his fast approaching college deadline but due to him having the most unusual summer he’s been having, Matt’s immediate reaction was to freeze and his face to go beet red. 

“Both schools are good schools,” Amy chimed in from behind Robert. Her arms crossed. Matt instantly relaxed.

Of course, my stepmom’s boss wasn’t discussing his current and unusually absurd dilemma of whether or not to have sex with his step sister or stepmother.

“Let me just muddy the waters here for you then,” Robert said, swiping at his brow under his receding hairline. “I got my undergrad at Indiana University and it was an excellent school. I highly recommend it.”

“Oh, okay, thanks,” Matt said.

“Excuse me, sorry,” the receptionist leaned over the desk, searching for Robert’s eyes. He looked her way. “That phone conference is about ready for you. We’re just waiting for Erickson.”

“Ah yes, thanks Cindy,” Robert said. He took Matt’s hand again giving it a firm shake before looking back to Amy. “I’ll leave you to it then.” 

Amy raises a clipboard and a small stack of papers she had in her hand. “I’ll get started on Brodecker’s notes. Should be ready for you by tomorrow.” 

“Thanks, Amy,” Robert said, disappearing back inside the door he came from.

“Come on, you,” Amy nodded her head with a grin. Matt follows her through the same door. There was a long corridor with several offices ranging from small to large on either side. Each looked similar to the reception area. Bland and professional looking with dark shades of wood and paintings of people and places.

Matt followed Amy into an office and she closed the door behind them. It wasn’t a large office, but it was big enough. A desk, a couple of chairs, and a few filing cabinets. Trying to sound more comfortable and at ease than he really was Matt spoke as he sat, “wow, I didn’t realize how big a deal you were here. Nice office.”

Amy laughed some as she fell back in her chair, putting her papers in a drawer. “If you think this is nice, set your major to pre-law and you’ll love the offices actual lawyers get.” Matt smiled nervously. He felt like an unprepared kid sitting across from his boss about to be scolded. Nothing had even really been said and he was already humiliated. “So you’ve hung out with Stephanie.”

The way Amy said it so matter of fact, it worried him. Even though he knew he hadn’t he had to run through his memory to confirm. His step mother’s certainty scared him. “No- no, I didn’t. I haven’t! Not since we- you told me not to.”

“That’s not what she said,” Amy said, eyeing him.

“She did?” Matt made a face trying to understand. He didn’t know what to say, she obviously wouldn’t believe anything he said if Stephanie had lied and said they had already. “I didn’t, I swear!” Matt pulled his phone from his pocket. “Look, see? All these texts from her. And I don’t reply or just reply saying no and friends and stop. See?”

“Okay, okay,” Amy finally interrupted his panicked rambling. “I believe you. Stephanie didn’t actually say that to me, I just wanted to be sure.”

Matt sighed, clutching his chest, “Jesus...” Amy did take Matt’s phone and helped herself through his and Stephanie’s texts.

Amy made a face and sighed as she tossed his phone back across the desk.

“Well, I did make a deal with you...” she said almost to herself.  She stood, walking over to the door she twisted the lock then pulled her hair out of the bun it was in, shaking it free.

Again, Matt found himself at a loss for where he was and what he should be doing. Amy slid out of her pencil skirt revealing her thick creamy thighs with the familiar tattoos crisscrossing from the back to the inner thighs. However, this time his eyes didn’t seem to be able to break from her black fishnet leggings that stretched just shy of where her legs met.

“Are you going to take your pants off or what?” Amy asked flatly. Matt hopped as if he was just given an order. Matt had stepped out of his jeans and was debating removing his boxers when Amy cornered him on the desk. His butt leaned against the desk as Amy pressed her lips against his and their tongues pressed against another. 

Matt could feel the fabric of her fishnets brush against his thighs as she hooked her leg around his. Her hand slid between their bodies and reverse gripped his growing shaft through his boxers. As he grew firmer in her hand, Amy’s panting breaths turned into eager moans. The head of his cock pressed into the crotch of her panties. 

“Ohm, baby, you’re so hard,” Amy moaned, breaking free from the kiss. Her voice is soft but high pitched. “You like that? How about this?” Her hand pushed inside his boxers and he felt her fingers close around his bare shaft. Matt pressed his lips into her neck as she moaned his left slid to her ass naturally. He squeezed it making her yelp as his other hand slid around her breast mashing it into her chest. “Oh, fuck yes... squeeze that fucking ass...”

Maneuvering her way between the desk and Matt, his stepmother put her ass against him and bent over as she slid her panties down. She purposely pushed her round ass cheeks out and against Matt’s exposed cock. Matt’s warm hand instinctively rested on the small of her back and slid under her shirt in small circles. “Mmmm...” she hummed.

Amy slowly raised her head looking back as she did. Matt’s hand slid down to her shoulder, forcing her to stay bent over her desk and catch herself to keep from falling over. Matt fed the head of his cock between her and felt her warmth engulf the bulb of his cock as he entered her.  There was a familiar tightness he felt as he pressed deeper inside her. Like a mother like a daughter, I suppose.


“Ohhhh yes!” Amy whispered with her face against her desk. “Don’t stop.”

Matt didn’t as he pressed as deep as he could inside her and held the position. Basking in her warm, wet, tightness as he flexed inside her. When he did, his stepmother arched her back biting her lip as she looked back at him. “Ohhfuck,” she gasped. “That’s it. That’s- fuck your stepmother...”

Pulling free from the grip of her right pussy, Matt withdrew only to ram his cock back inside her again. His hands found her tiny hips as he gripped her and shoved his cock in and out at a hard-steady pace. “Oh fuck me, fuck-” Amy covered her mouth to keep from crying out. She looked back at Matt with eyes begging for mercy as she was pounded from behind. Her hand clenched over her mouth doing its best to keep her whimper silent.

In what seemed like an instant, Amy had undone her bra with one hand and pulled it through the neck of her shirt and threw it beside her. Her entire body rocking with every hard thrust, she looked over her shoulder replacing her hand with her breast that she pulled from her shirt. Amy’s plump, thick breast was just big enough to feed her own nipple into her mouth. She eyed Matt over her shoulder as she did this making it all but impossible for Matt to control himself.

Matt’s hand gripped a knot of his stepmother’s hair and pulled her head back by it. The short breathless scream she let out quickly turned to a moan as he fucked her harder. Her hands bracing her body against the desk as she did her best to press her ass back against him with every thrust. “Oh fuck! Yes. Yes. Just like- oh fuck!”

Her breasts bounced with every thrust. One free from the neck of her unbuttoned shirt and the other edging closer to freeing with every thrust. Amy’s voice threatening to be too loud, Matt instinctively pushed her head forward towards the desk to muffle his stepmother from begging for more of his cock. Her hair was a mess and dangled in her face as her tits mashed together and into the desks top. Her panting became labored and slight screams started to escape as she exhaled. 

“Fuck me fuck me fuckme!” Her screams only echoed louder off of her desk. “That’s it, fuck me like I’m your 19-year-old slut. Fuck m- ahh ahh! Ahh!” Matt’s fingers dig into her ass and hips as he flexed all the muscles in his body. Cramming his shaft inside her as hard and fast as he could, he was so close. 

His stepmother collapsed in a silent scream but smacked her desk, her hand crumpling some loose papers her palm had found. After a long moment of just the sound of Matt’s cock pounding into Amy’s pussy, she broke her silence. Clapping both her hands over her mouth she screamed a muffled moan, “ohhmygod!”

Matt could feel her flex on his shaft as she squirmed. His cock exploding inside her, Matt shoved his shaft deep inside her and held buried inside as he came hard inside his step mother. “Ugh ahh!” He moaned.

He was seeing stars for a few moments after cumming so hard. That might’ve explained how he wasn’t quite sure how he ended up seated in a chair with Amy in his lap. Her bare ass sat on one of his knees as she laid on his chest kissing him hard and passionately. Her voice a musical note of moaning hums as she kissed him. Her hand combed through his as her other hand pumped his limp cock. Spreading his and her cum over his shaft.

If she had continued that way Matt would have been ready to go again shortly, but they both were startled when there was a knock at the door. 

“Hey, Amy?” The squeaky young voice of the receptionist yelled through the door. “Just reminding you of that meeting that starts in 5.”

Amy was already sliding her skirt on and shaking out her hair. “Oh, okay, thanks!” Matt and she didn’t even say a word to another as they walked out of the office. Amy went right to her meeting, he assumed, while Matt ducked his head and hoped no one stopped him on his way out which, luckily, no one did. Matt smiled as he got into his car. I can’t believe that just happened, again.














Chapter
 Thirteen












F
 riday was a strange day. Like every other day he spent most of the day in his room lying in bed.  It rained. Lightning and thundered. In the corner of the room he had a backpack and a duffle bag packed for their trip tomorrow. They’d drive together in a convoy to Wisconsin which would make the drive by itself a hell of an experience.


Maybe I can ride with Andrea and her family,
 Matt wondered. But that too wasn’t without its downsides. Andrea’s husband was kind of an asshole. Anytime they were together it was a constant bickering match that ranged from sniping to full on shouting that was followed by protracted awkward silence. I’ll have to double check to make sure I packed my headphones.


The strangeness started when the constant barrage of messages from Stephanie came to a halt. The final text read suspiciously to him.




Stephanie


‘I can see you don’t want to talk right now so I’ll leave you alone. Have fun on your vacation!’





Her response seemed too… sane, after the constant badgering of insanity he received from her. Not that he can blame her after the mess he had created. He worried she had ulterior motives. A plan behind the scenes. Something he didn’t see. Things became weirder yet when at the end of the night he received a text from Amy. Unprompted. Amy had sent just one picture to him. It was a closeup photo of Amy’s wet pussy lips parted and nothing more. 

Matt didn’t even know how to respond to it so he didn’t. He set his phone aside for several minutes and tried to think of where he stood with his relationship to his stepsister and stepmother, but his thoughts couldn’t travel much further than the image on his phone let him. He masturbated twice Friday night to the photo of his stepmom’s pussy.

 Saturday morning was filled with kirt shouts from his father and busy body hands from his current stepmom, Sharon, as they loaded their SUV. Even though Andrea and her husband and child wouldn’t be there till 1:00pm, Matt’s father insisted that they all be awake and the car loaded up by 8:00am. After two and a half hours of waiting in the living room listening to his father shout at various people for annoying him that morning, Matt whispered to Sharon he was going out to get some food. She made him promise he would return home by noon and he left.




Matt


‘Leaving town for a few days. Can you meet?’





By the time he had his car and seat belt on his phone vibrated. Amy texted him and told him to meet her in the Mall parking lot in Lot M. It was a busy morning with lots of traffic and construction, so it took him almost 30 minutes to get there. When he finally did arrive, he saw Amy’s car parked in the middle of Lot M and took a free spot not far from hers.

Matt spent the next 15 minutes surfing the internet on his phone while periodically looking for a familiar face walking by. The parking lot was full this morning. Dozens of women and couples were going to and from their cars on this Saturday morning. 

When Matt did spot Amy he had to do a double take at her. It was strange, she was dressed remarkably ordinary and yet Amy had a way to elevate her basic clothes to sexy. Amy wore a thin purple sweatshirt with black and grey yoga pants. She had gold bracelets and necklaces with medium sized golden hoop earrings. The way her top fit her form was hypnotizing. The closer she became the more he focused on her bouncing breasts under her shirt and he realized she wasn’t even wearing a bra.

Amy spotted Matt sitting parked by her car. Her hands were full with 4 bags from clothing and jewelry stores. With a nod of her head she motioned over to her suv with her head. She sat down in the driver’s seat and he joined her in the passenger seat. “Alright, take your pants off,” Amy sighed brushing a spare strand of hair behind her ear

Matt’s eyes went wide with panic, “what? Here?”

“Yes, here, now hurry up,” Amy said impatiently as she looked around.

“Someone could see. Don’t you want to drive somewhere else? Back to your place? Or-”

“Are you kidding? I’m not losing this great parking spot. Besides, I’m on the clock. My friends are inside waiting on me,” Amy said. Looking both ways before looking annoyed at Matt who remained fully clothed.

“Uhh...” Matt was shaking his head before his mind was even done saying the pros and cons. It seemed like a terrible idea. There were dozens of people walking in front of them in the parking lot. “I don’t think- never mind, we don’t have to-”

“Oh for Pete’s sake!” Amy flustered. Her hands shot to Matt’s hips. He was wearing black, baggy athletic shorts that was unlucky for him because his feeble attempt to defend his shorts being pulled down was futile. “There’s not a chance I’m risking you going home and finding another certain girl to relieve yourself inside.” His stepmother said the gritted teeth. By the time Amy had gotten his shorts and boxers around his thighs and had her hand around his soft cock, Matt had given up all hope of stopping her. Instead he had resigned to shrinking back and down in his chair as a young couple passed their SUV. 

“There’s my boy...” Amy said in an almost childlike voice. Her hand worked his cock slowly, massaging his shaft to life. His pulsing cock flexed to life and spread her fingers apart. “What’s the matter? You’ve never fucked in a car?”

“Er- nope, also not in front of people,” Matt said, biting his lip. A hook of a smile appeared on Amy’s lips as she leaned down just below the dash and turned her slow massaging strokes into a rougher more purposeful pump. Her pendant bracelet jingled and bounced against his thigh as she jerked him harder. Amy bit her own lip as she watched Matt strain to hold still as his shaft flexed at full strength.

“Are you close? You’re as hard as a rock,” Amy asked impatiently. Her face hovering inches from the head of his cock. As she started to pant from how fast she was pumping his shaft.

“Ah- no, I don’t know,” Matt squirmed doing his best to act natural as more people passed by. “I don’t even know if I can do it with all these people watching.” 

“Oh, I think you can, baby,” his stepmother smiled her magenta lipstick lips at him. With her eyes locked on him she slid his lips down the head of his cock. Like a magic trick he watched the bulb of his head disappear under her thick lips. All in one motion her mouth slid down his shaft and he felt the warm moisture surround his shaft. The head of his cock pressed against the back of her throat.  

Matt’s eyes rolled to the back of his head and when they returned he saw his stepmother’s pained face as she struggled to bob up and down deep throating his cock. After a long second she slurped up his shaft and gasped for air as the bulb of his cock reappeared. A string of saliva held onto the tip of his cock as she pulled away. 

Her hand pumped more vigorously, yet. Spreading her saliva everywhere on his shaft, Matt’s chest was panting as an unaware man walked between the cars passing him.

The giggle that Amy released was quickly followed by a moaning purr as she looked up to Matt. “Mmmm... I forgot how fucking good is tastes to suck your cock. Mmm...” Amy went back to tease and kiss the head of his cock, but as she did the driver of the car beside Matt arrived. The owner was a younger woman and attractive. Not much older than Matt. 

Matt instinctively twisted and pulled away but Amy was relentless. Her mouth wouldn’t release his shaft, tonguing the head. When he understood Amy wouldn’t stop, he had to press the back of her head down quickly to keep the young lady from seeing his stepmother’s bobbing head when she looked over.

Taken by surprise, Amy gagged and struggled for a moment by the unexpected deep throat. She slid her whole body down to the floor boards between his legs. When the lady finally drove away Matt released his stepmother’s head and she pulled her mouth free gasping for air again. But her eyes lit up and there was a horny excitement hiding behind her grin. Amy went wild. Pumping his long hard shaft while messily sucking his cock. Between her thick lips choking his cock and her penetrating eyes staring him down, Matt felt a constant flutter in his stomach and tingling on the bottom of his throat.

It felt so good Matt forgot about the people outside in the parking lot. He didn’t even realize his eyes were closed until he opened them at the high-pitched hum released from Amy. At some point in the last seconds while his eyes were closed, Amy had slid her yoga pants and panties down to her knees. Despite how skinny and narrow Amy was, in her cramped state beneath the dashboard she was just able to reach behind her around her round bubble butt with her left hand to swish her fingers around her wet pussy.

When her lips popped off of the head of his cock she continued to pump his shaft as she climbed up his body and started to turn away. This moment of awkward maneuvers was enough to wake Matt from the trance his stepmother had put him in.

“No, no,” he protested weakly. His hands acting like he was pushing her away but really they never touched her. His words had no effect on her. A moment later Amy had her yoga pants falling from her ankles as she guided Matt’s shaft inside her tight pussy. 

The feeling of his shaft being engulfed by her warm moist lips was too much to bear. He closed his eyes and released a groan as she pushed down on him. Her ass firmly pressed into his lap and her pussy tight around his shaft, she leaned back and moaned looking at him over his shoulder. 

“Mmmm... you don’t like this? You don’t like your stepmother’s pussy squeezing on your fucking cock?” Any squinted her eyes at him and bit her lower lip as she cooed a sighing moan. She squirmed her hips around in circles and grinded on him. He could feel her pussy pull his shaft as she did. 

It was only at this moment that Matt understood from the look in her eyes that none of this made sense. In some backwards logic Matt had rationalized what Amy had told him. She was doing this for her daughter’s sake, she said. In Matt’s mind she was ‘helping’ him out for her daughter’s sake, and he was taking advantage of this opportunity with an attractive woman while it was presented to him. But as he stared into her seductive eyes and saw how much she was risking being with him. How much she was risking by fucking him in a public parking lot. His stepmother wasn’t fucking him for his or his daughter’s sake, she was doing it because she wanted it. Amy wanted his dick. She wasn’t talking dirty to him because the taboo was turning her on.

Matt’s hot sweaty palms found Amy’s hips and his fingers inches under the bottom of her shirt. He held her steady for a moment as he backed his hips up enough to push inside her. “Ahhh!” Amy yelped, startled from the pressure. She braced herself on the front dash as he lifted her up and pulled her down on his shaft. “Ah Ah Ah ahh!” Amy stayed quiet as Matt took control penetrating her pussy in small, hard, and steady pumps.

Leaning forward, he snaked his right hand inside her shirt and felt her warm tits bouncing beneath her shirt. Pulling her back to him, he squeezed her left breast and pinched the nipple as he squeezed her narrow back against his chest.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck me, yes!” Amy moaned as her hands rubbed his entire body along his sides. She pressed into him nuzzling her head back into the crook of his neck as her hips bounced up and down slowly fucking him. “Ahh fuck. Ahhhmmmm that’s it, fuck mommy right there...” Amy’s voice became high pitched and weak.

Her body became limp and malleable in Matt’s lap as his stepmother leaned forward. Amy’s hands braced on the dash with her head bouncing inches above it. All Matt could hear are her raspy breaths and the sloshy wetness of her pussy as he fucked her. “Oh god, I’m cumming I’m cumming I’m-” The high-pitched scream broke as her body began to shake and her muscles froze.

“Oh god...” Matt groaned at her moans. His hands quickly went to her hips clenching them tightly as he forced her spasming pussy up and down on his shaft.

“Ohmygod ahh!!!” Amy screamed as she leaned back, nearly hitting Matt in the face with the back of her head. Matt felt himself explode inside her. His nose and lips were lost in her heart. All he could smell was the fruity odor of her conditioner as he felt his cock flex inside her over and over. Her back arched as she twirled her ass in his lap for a moment while silent coos escaped her lips. “Mmmmm that enough to keep you honest for the weekend?” She whispered in his ear playfully. 

Before he could respond both of their eyes fell on the expression of the older couple as the walked by the front of Amy’s SUV. The look they gave them was somewhere between shock and horror. Amy quickly stuffed her shirt down so to cover her breasts and Matt pulled his pants up as she switched back to her seat.

“Oh my god,” Amy laughed exiting the car. “You need to get out of here.” 

Matt was panicking and just moving. Zipping up pants and jumping out the car, he looked to make sure the elderly couple was far enough away he could make it to his own car. “Hey,” Amy said before he could flee. She was adjusting her yoga pants that had a small wet mark near the crotch. “Don’t forget to call me when you get back.” She winked.

Matt gave a small smile and nodded and got in his car. He was going to be late getting home. He felt a twist of something painful in his gut. A swirl of guilt and worry permeating through his body. As the peaks of excitement and ecstasy wear off to nothing, Matt drove home in silence. The worry pulled him low in his seat.


Jesus, things are getting so fucked up,
 Matt thought.
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Ben’s hands trembled with nervousness and excitement. A pair of emotions he’d rarely felt together at this extreme. He kept them pressed tightly against his chest, his sweaty palms drying on his camp counselor Boy Scout T-shirt he wore to bed most nights. The smell of his stepmother’s lavender hair conditioner had permeated beyond his covers and pillows. It now soothed the air he breathed as he stared at the slender neckline of the older woman laying in front of him. Over the past hour she had inched her butt backwards towards him until his back was now flush against the cool wall.


I have no where to go
 , he thought.

It was a strange thought, he knew, especially since from the outside looking in, any other 18 year old boy would kill to be in his position. After all, the middle aged woman who had boxed him in in his own bed was a beautiful woman on top of being his stepmother. He felt the tip of his raw penis brush, through the fabric of his stained boxers, Sharon’s butt cheek. She was tucked under his covers with him so Ben couldn’t see her bare ass cheeks inching back into him but he could imagine it.

Without even looking he noticed Sharon’s white and red polkadot panties on when she entered his room that night. Her thick, creamy thighs nearly choked the panties from sight but her tight tank top formed around her slender waist did little to conceal it. The moonlight caught the spaghetti straps of her white top draped over her shoulder. There was no tension in them where she laid. He imagined pulling them off her shoulders and seeing her top peal free from her full, thick breasts. They were the breasts of a middle aged mother, no doubt. Wide, thick, and heavy. When he masturbated In the bathroom Ben would imagine how they would feel. He’d fantasize about them bouncing free as she pulled her shirt off.

Ben’s cheeks reddened as he felt the warmth flare in his face contrasting with the icy cold wall that froze his back. The house’s heater wouldn’t kick on on this Wisconsin evening in January. Or at least that’s what Sharon said to him just before midnight when she popped her head inside his room.

Her words started him as he laid in bed. Truth be told, he was lucky she didn’t walk in on him in a more compromising state. Ben’s bedroom was in the basement of their two story house. An area that didn’t receive much foot traffic during the day and at night there was nearly none so he usually forgot to lock his door even when he should. So when Sharon stood in his open doorway and spoke, Ben nearly threw his Ereader across the room in shock.

“Oh, teehee sorry,” Sharon giggled. At the time she came into his room, she wore a tightly sashed white robe that hugged her body warmly. “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Oh no, sorry. I’m sor- I mean I’m not- it’s okay,” Ben stuttered as he sat up in his bed.

“Umm... well, you probably didn’t notice but the heater’s broken it seems. I can’t get it to kick on.”

“Oh really? Yeah no, it’s always freezing down here, I didn’t even- is there a guy coming to fix it?”

Sharon shook her head, pursing her lips, “not till morning.” Usually Ben’s father would spend three hours tinkering around with the furnace before admitting defeat and calling a guy to get him the job done. But, of course, his dad would have to be here to tinker around. Ben Sr. was in the middle of his three month stint of a business trip in Taiwan at the moment. One of three he does every year, spending 9 months or sometimes more away from his family and home. Ben Jr. swore if his father wasn’t wealthy his stepmom, Sharon, would have divorced him by now. They didn’t have an open marriage, but his father didn’t try very hard to hide the fact that various young and attractive women’s name and pictures find their way into his phone.

Ben figured his father and mother viewed their marriage more as a business deal than a marriage. For an allotted expenditure every month, Ben’s father had someone to watch the house, “care” for his son, and prepare his meals while he’s home. In exchange Sharon and her two adopted daughters lived a first class life. Angela and Brittany both were older than Ben by a couple years or so but still lived at home for obvious reasons. They had bedrooms upstairs which Ben never resented. Ben was a nice guy and he liked the feeling he got from seeing his stepsisters smile when he can do or give nice things to them.

“You wouldn’t believe how fast the temperature is dropping up stairs,” Sharon said holding herself and rubbing her arms up and down and pinching the neck of her robe closer together. “I gave Angela, Brittany, and her friend, Cynthia, all the extra blankets to sleep under tonight but my bed is quickly turning into a popsicle, you think I can share your space heater?” Sharon asked lightly.

“Um- yeah, of course, go ahead,” Ben said. He wasn’t sure what she meant by share but figured Sharon would take the space heater he kept running in his basement bedroom all winter upstairs to her bedroom. He did not anticipate Sharon untying her sash and slipping her robe off her shoulders in his bedroom. To be polite he averted his eyes to the ceiling to prevent noticing her bouncing breasts as she walked or her panties buried in the crevasse of her crotch barely covering her sex.

“Umm... could you scoot over, honey?” Sharon giggled as she tiptoed back and forth in the cold air beside Ben’s bed. Ben quickly retreated under the covers and back into the recesses of his queen bed in the corner of his room. Sharon flipped the light off and slid into the bed backing her hips up some.
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Maggie hated herself in that moment. So much so that in her thoughts when she cursed herself, she called herself by her given name of ‘Margret’ instead of what she insisted everyone else call her, Maggie. She laid there with tears swelling in her eyes but refused to allow one tear drop to fall down her cheek.


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


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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This time the feeling was too much.
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