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The glow of the laptop screen was the only light in Jason’s dorm room, illuminating the frantic beat of his heart against his ribs. His fingers, clumsy and slick with sweat, stumbled over the keyboard. ‘DevonM24’. A pathetic, anonymous mask. The chat window on the screen was a stark, damning white rectangle, and in it, a message from ‘Callie_Exclusive’ glowed back at him.

>Hey Devon. A college guy, huh? I have a thing for smart guys.

His own stepsister’s words, meant for a stranger, sent a bolt of shameful heat straight to his groin. He’d told himself this was a reconnaissance mission, a way to check on her safety from a distance. But that lie curdled in his stomach now, acidic and weak. He wasn’t a protector; he was just another paying customer, transfixed by the high-definition reveal of her body, a body he’d only ever seen in modest sweaters and jeans.

He typed back, the keys clicking like gunshots in the silent room. >What kind of thing?

A new image loaded in the chat, pixel by tantalizing pixel. It was her, Callie, on what looked like her own bed at home. She was on her stomach, the arch of her back a perfect, graceful curve. Her head was turned toward the camera, a sly, knowing smile on her lips he’d never seen before. The photo was cropped just above the swell of her bare ass, a promise and a provocation.

Jesus Christ. His cock strained against his jeans, a painful, insistent throb. He fumbled for his wallet, pulling out a credit card he used for books and bought the most expensive video package she offered. It wasn’t about checking on her anymore. It was a hunger.

For two weeks, ‘Devon’ and Callie exchanged a torrent of messages. Jason, fueled by a desperate mix of illicit desire and intimate knowledge of her real-life quirks, crafted a persona she seemed to adore. He knew she hated licorice, loved terrible horror movies, and had a birthmark shaped like a crescent moon on her hip. He used it all, weaving a fantasy that felt terrifyingly real. She sent more photos, more videos, each one searing itself onto his brain. He’d watch them, his hand working his aching length, groaning into his fist, his climax a shuddering mess of ecstasy and self-loathing.

Then, spring break arrived, dragging him home.

Sitting across from her at the dinner table was a special kind of torture. His mother and stepfather chatted about mundane things, while Callie, in a simple tank top and shorts, passed him the mashed potatoes. Her fingers brushed his, and a jolt, white-hot and terrifying, shot up his arm. Those fingers. He knew exactly what they looked like slick with arousal, glistening in the light of her camera. He couldn’t eat. He couldn’t speak. The secret was a living thing, thrashing behind his ribs.

Hours later, the house was steeped in the deep quiet of midnight. His parents’ door was closed. Heart hammering a brutal rhythm against his sternum, he padded across the hall. He didn’t knock. He just turned the knob and slipped inside.

Callie was sitting up in bed, the light from her phone painting her face in a soft blue glow. She looked up, startled. “Jason? What’s wrong?”

“We need to talk.” His voice was a ragged whisper.

“About what? It’s late.” She frowned, setting her phone down.

He took a step closer, the words sticking in his dry throat. “About Devon.”

The air left the room. Her face, so open a moment before, shuttered closed. Confusion, then dawning horror, then raw, blistering anger flashed in her eyes. She pulled the comforter up to her chin, a futile shield. “What did you just say?”

“I’m Devon,” he breathed, the confession tearing out of him. “I saw your site. I was worried. I didn’t know how to… I’m so sorry, Cal.”

“You…” she whispered, the sound dripping with venom. “You pathetic, lying creep. You’ve been watching me? Buying me? Get out.” She pointed a trembling finger at the door. “Get out right now.”

He should have left. He meant to. But his feet were rooted to the floor. He saw it then, beneath the fury, a flicker of something else. A sharp, curious heat. The same look she gave the camera in her videos right before she touched herself.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” he said, the truth finally laid bare. “The real you. Not the photos. You.”

The anger in her eyes banked, replaced by that unnerving, knowing intensity. A long, silent moment stretched between them, taut as a wire. Then, a slow, devastating smile touched her lips. “You should have just told me, Jason. All that time wasted.” Her voice had dropped, husky and low, a tone reserved for her ‘fans’. “I liked your messages. I liked Devon. I would have liked Jason more.”

She threw the comforter aside. She was wearing only a thin, black lace chemise, the shadow of her nipples visible through the delicate fabric. His breath hitched. She swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood, closing the distance between them in two silent steps. Her scent, jasmine and vanilla, washed over him, and he was dizzy with it.

Her eyes never left his as her hands came up. One palm flattened against his chest, feeling the frantic beat of his heart. The other went to the waistband of his pajama pants. His brain short-circuited. He could only watch, mesmerized, as her fingers dipped inside, finding the burning-hot length of him. A soft, approving sound escaped her lips.

“So eager,” she murmured, her breath warm against his neck.

She sank to her knees before him. The sight of her, his beautiful stepsister, on her knees for him, was the most erotic thing he had ever witnessed. Her fingers hooked into the elastic of his pants and briefs, tugging them down his thighs in one smooth motion. His cock sprang free, hard and aching, and her eyes darkened with pure, unadulterated desire.

“Let’s see if you feel as good as I imagined,” she whispered.

And then her mouth was on him.

It wasn’t tentative or shy. It was a claiming. Her lips, so impossibly soft, sealed around the crown of his cock, her tongue swirling a slow, devastating circle underneath. A guttural groan was torn from Jason’s throat, and he slapped a hand over his own mouth to stifle it. Quiet. We have to be quiet. The thought was a frantic drumbeat alongside the pounding of his pulse.

She took him deeper, her head beginning a slow, rhythmic bob. Her hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently, applying just the right amount of pressure. His knees buckled. He braced himself against the dresser, his head falling back as sensation overloaded every nerve ending. Her hair tickled his stomach. The wet, hot suction was perfect. The faint sounds she made… He was unravelling, completely at her mercy.

He couldn’t take it. He needed to see her, all of her. Gently, he pulled her up by her shoulders. Her lips were swollen, glistening. Wordlessly, he reached for the thin straps of her chemise and pushed them down her arms. The silky fabric whispered as it pooled at her feet.

She was utterly naked. And she was breathtaking. Her breasts were full, her nipples tight and begging for his mouth. That crescent moon birthmark on her hip was a tantalizing secret he now knew intimately. He backed her toward the bed until her knees hit the mattress and she tumbled down.

He followed her down, covering her body with his, finally capturing a nipple with his mouth. She gasped, her back arching off the bed, pressing her breast more firmly into his mouth. He suckled her, laving her with his tongue, nipping gently with his teeth until she was writhing beneath him, her fingernails digging into his shoulders.

He kissed a hot trail down her stomach, over the plane of her abdomen, and buried his face between her legs. She cried out, a sharp, choked sound she instantly muffled with her own hand. Her taste exploded on his tongue—sweet, musky, uniquely her. He licked her slowly, thoroughly, mapping her folds with his tongue before zeroing in on the swollen, sensitive bud of her clit.

Her hips jerked off the bed. “Jason… oh god, right there…” she panted into her palm, her thighs trembling on either side of his head.

He drove her higher, licking and sucking until her breathing became ragged, desperate little gasps. Her entire body went taut, a bowstring pulled to its limit, and then she shattered. A silent, powerful convulsion rocked through her, her inner muscles clenching around nothing, her hands fisting in the sheets.

Before the last tremor had even finished, she was pulling him up, her eyes blazing with a new urgency. “I need you inside me. Now.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the head of his cock nudging against her wet heat. He looked down at her, a final, silent question in his eyes. She answered by locking her legs around his waist and pulling him in.

The feeling was obliterating. She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet. He sank into her inch by exquisite inch, a low, continuous moan escaping them both. When he was fully sheathed, he paused, letting them both adjust to the world-altering sensation of being joined.

Then he began to move.

It was a slow, deep rhythm at first, each thrust a deliberate, soul-searing plunge. But the need for release, the weeks of pent-up fantasy, was too powerful. His pace quickened, becoming harder, more frantic. The old bedframe began a faint, rhythmic protest against the wall. Thump. Thump. Thump.

“Shhh,” Callie gasped, her eyes wide with a mixture of panic and exhilaration.

She clapped a hand over his mouth as he drove into her. The wicked, shared thrill of potentially getting caught only seemed to spur them on. Her internal muscles fluttered around him, milking his length, pulling him closer to the edge.

He flipped her onto her hands and knees, the new angle allowing him to plunge even deeper. He gripped her hips, his fingers pressing into her soft flesh as he pistoned into her. The slap of skin on skin was a wild, dangerous rhythm in the quiet room. Her head was buried in the pillow, her cries stifled by the cotton, but he could feel the vibrations of her moans through his entire body.

He felt her climax begin again, a rapid, intense tightening that squeezed his cock like a fist. Her whole body seized, and she let out a muffled scream into the pillow as her orgasm ripped through her. The sensation was too much. It tore his own release from him. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt as his own orgasm exploded, hot and endless, pumping his release into her with each powerful pulse.

He collapsed beside her, both of them gasping for air, slick with sweat. The only sound was their ragged breathing and the frantic beating of his own heart in his ears. After a moment, she turned and curled into his side, her head on his chest. Her fingers traced idle patterns on his skin.

“No one can ever know,” she whispered, her voice hoarse.

“No one,” he agreed, his arm tightening around her.

He stared up at the ceiling, the reality of what they’d just done crashing over him. He could still feel the ghost of her around him, the taste of her on his lips. The secret was no longer a burden he carried alone; it was a live wire strung between them, humming with illicit energy.

2 - STRANGE SOUNDS IN STEPSISTER’S ROOM
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The house was quiet, a deep, snow-muffled silence that always felt strange after a semester of noisy dorm life. Allen was sprawled on the couch, scrolling through his phone, when the first sound drifted down the hall. It was a soft, breathy sigh. He paused his scrolling, listening. Nothing. Probably just the house settling, or the wind.

Then it came again. Louder. Unmistakable. A low, throaty moan.

It was coming from Meena’s room.

His heart gave a hard, single thump against his ribs. His stepsister was home from her own university, their winter breaks coinciding for the first time in years. They’d always been friendly, but never close. Now, the sound of her voice, thick with pleasure, sent a jolt straight to his groin. He tried to focus on his phone, on the meaningless images flashing across the screen, but another moan pierced the silence, longer this time, a shuddering plea that seemed to vibrate through the floorboards.

It was almost like she wanted him to hear.

The thought was invasive, electric. He was hard now, a tight, uncomfortable pressure against his jeans. He stood up, his body moving on its own volition, drawn down the hallway like a moth to a flame. He stopped outside her door. It was slightly ajar. Another sound, wet and rhythmic, joined the melody of her whimpers.

His hand, seemingly of its own accord, pushed the door open.

The scene inside arrested him completely. Meena was on her bed, naked, her skin glowing in the dim winter light filtering through the window. Her head was thrown back, auburn hair splayed across her pillow. One hand was pinching a taut, rose-colored nipple, while the other was busy between her legs, working a large, gleaming black dildo in and out of her soaked pussy. Her hips lifted off the bed to meet each thrust, a steady, desperate rhythm.

She hadn’t noticed him yet. He could only watch, his breath caught in his throat, mesmerized by the raw, unvarnished sight of her pleasure.

Her eyes fluttered open. Instead of shock or embarrassment, a slow, wicked smile spread across her lips. “Took you long enough,” she breathed, her voice husky.

She didn’t stop. She kept fucking herself with the toy, her eyes locked on his, challenging him. “I was wondering how long it would take for you to come investigate.”

“Meena, I…” he started, but his voice was a dry croak.

“I think about you,” she whispered, her rhythm faltering as a new wave of sensation seemed to hit her. “I think about you when I use this.”

That was all the permission he needed. In three strides he was at her bedside. His hand closed around hers, stilling the toy. Her eyes widened, but with excitement, not fear. He slowly pulled the dildo from her, a slick, obscene sound accompanying its exit. He dropped it to the carpet, his gaze never leaving the glistening, swollen center of her.

He lowered his mouth to her.

The first touch of his tongue was a lightning strike. She cried out, her back arching off the bed violently. She tasted like lust and salt and sweetness, a flavor he instantly craved more of. He laved her with broad, flat strokes, learning her shape, her texture. He circled her clit, and her thighs clenched around his head, a wordless plea for more. He gave it to her, sucking the tender nub gently, then flicking his tongue over it with rapid, tiny motions.

“Allen, oh god, yes,” she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair, holding him right where she needed him.

He drove her right to the edge like that, with just his mouth and tongue, feeling her body tighten, hearing her breath hitch. But he pulled back, leaving her shuddering and desperate. He stood, unbuckling his jeans, pushing them and his boxers down in one frantic motion. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid, and Meena’s hungry gaze dropped to it. A look of pure want flashed across her face.

She slid off the bed, kneeling on the floor before him without a word. Her small hand wrapped around his base, and she looked up at him, her eyes dark with promise, before her lips parted and she took him into her mouth.

The heat was incredible. A wet, slick heaven. Her tongue swirled around his head, lapping at the precum beading there before she took him deeper, her head bobbing with a practiced ease that made his knees weak. She deep-throated him, gagging slightly before relaxing and taking him all the way to the hilt. The sight of her, on her knees, her lips stretched around his cock, was the most erotic thing he had ever seen.

He couldn’t take it for long. He needed to be inside her. Now.

He pulled her up, laying her back on the bed. He positioned himself between her thighs, the head of his cock nudging at her entrance, slick with both their arousal. He pushed inside.

Her eyes rolled back. A guttural, broken moan was torn from her throat as he filled her completely. “So full,” she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

He set a punishing pace from the start, each thrust a desperate, driving need to get deeper, to feel more of her. The bed rocked against the wall with a rhythmic thump. Her legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him in impossibly deeper with every drive of his hips. The room filled with the sounds of their bodies meeting, their ragged breaths, her continuous, high-pitched whimpers.

“Turn over,” he growled, his voice rough with need.

She obeyed instantly, getting on her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. He ran a hand over the curve of her ass, then leaned down to trail kisses along her spine. He reached between her legs, finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he continued to fuck her from behind. She was mewling, a broken mess of sensation.

Then his finger, slick from her pussy, found her other hole. He pressed against the tight ring of muscle.

She went rigid. “Allen…”

“Do you want me to?” he breathed, his finger applying gentle, insistent pressure.

She nodded frantically into the pillow. “Yes. There. Please.”

He used his own saliva to wet his fingers, preparing her slowly, first one finger, then two, stretching her, making her ready for him. When she was pushing back against his hand, begging for it, he positioned himself.

He pressed the head of his cock against her ass. It was a tight, almost impossible fit. He pushed, slowly, relentlessly. She cried out, a sharp sound that melted into a long, low groan of absolute pleasure as he slid inside, buried himself to the hilt in the incredible, tight heat of her.

He fucked her ass with slow, deep, measured strokes, each one making her shudder. He reached around to play with her clit, and that was all it took. Her inner muscles clenched around him violently, milking his cock as her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, breathless scream shaking her entire body. The intense pressure of her climax triggered his own. With a final, deep thrust, he came, pulsing inside her, his own groan joining hers as he emptied himself.

They collapsed together on the sweaty sheets, a tangled heap of limbs, breathing in ragged unison. The clock on her nightstand told them their time was almost up. They moved quickly, silently, pulling on clothes, erasing the evidence just as the garage door hummed open downstairs.

As they hurried out of her room, Meena caught his hand. Her eyes were still dark, her lips swollen. She leaned close, her whisper a hot promise against his ear. “I can’t wait to do this again.”

3 - ATTENDING STEPSISTER’S WEDDING
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The humid air of the estate’s master suite clung to Josh’s skin the moment he stepped inside. His stepsister, Elisa, closed the door behind him with a soft, definitive click. The sound echoed in the sudden silence, louder than it had any right to be.

A few weeks ago, Josh’s stepmom had announced that Elisa was getting married. “And the guy is loaded,” she’d said, her face beaming with pride. “Mega rich.” They’d traveled out of state to attend the wedding, and now, they were staying in his luxurious mansion, a far cry from their middle-class home.

“You wanted to see me?” Josh asked, his voice feeling too small for the opulent room.

Elisa leaned back against the heavy door, a slow, appraising smile playing on her lips. Her eyes, a shade of hazel he’d spent his teenage years trying to describe, traveled the length of his body. It was a lazy, deliberate journey that left a trail of heat on his skin.

“I just wanted a better look at you,” she purred, pushing herself off the door and taking a step closer. “Without an audience. My, my, Joshua. You are not the scrawny boy who used to try and sneak peeks at me in the shower.”

He could feel a flush creeping up his neck. “That was a long time ago.”

“Not that long.” Another step. The scent of her perfume, something expensive and floral, wrapped around him. “You filled out. Nicely.”

His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. This had to be a dream, a cruel, beautiful trick. “Elisa… you’re getting married in three days.”

Her smile tightened, losing its warmth, gaining an edge. “To a man who thinks foreplay is telling me what his stock portfolio did that day.” She closed the final distance between them, so close he could feel the whisper of her breath on his chin. “I’m marrying his bank account, Josh. Not him.”

Her hand came up, and her fingers, cool and smooth, traced the line of his jaw. The touch was electric, a jolt that went straight to his core. Every nerve ending stood at attention.

“I remember that crush you had on me,” she murmured, her voice dropping to a husky register that vibrated deep within him. “It was adorable. Is it still there?”

He couldn’t lie. He couldn’t even speak. He just gave a single, shaky nod.

“Good.”

That was all the permission she seemed to need. In one fluid motion, she rose onto her toes, gripped the back of his neck, and pulled his mouth down to hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was raw and hungry, a claiming. Her tongue slid against his, tasting of mint and a deeper, darker heat. The last of his resistance shattered. His hands, clumsy at first, found her hips and pulled her hard against him, groaning into her mouth as he felt the soft, yielding pressure of her body.

She broke the kiss, her eyes dark and glittering with intent. “I’ve been thinking about this since you got out of the car yesterday.”

Her fingers made quick work of his belt buckle, the rasp of leather loud in the quiet room. The button of his jeans popped open. The zipper slid down with a hushed, metallic sigh. He watched, mesmerized, as she dipped her hand inside his boxers and freed him. Her cool fingers wrapped around his length, and he jerked at the contact, a sharp, guttural sound escaping his throat.

“Oh, Josh,” she breathed, her eyes widening with genuine appreciation as she stroked him slowly, from root to tip. “You did grow up so well.”

She sank to her knees on the plush rug, never breaking eye contact. The sight of her, his beautiful stepsister, on her knees before him, her lips parted… it was the stuff of every fantasy he’d ever had. She leaned forward, and her tongue, flat and wet, licked a long, slow stripe up his rigid shaft.

He tangled his hands in her hair, a strangled moan torn from him. “Elisa…”

She didn’t answer with words. She took him into her mouth.

The heat was instantaneous and overwhelming. Her lips formed a perfect, tight seal around him. Her head began to bob, slow and expert, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head with every upward stroke. One of her hands cupped and gently squeezed his balls, while the other worked the base of his cock in time with the rhythm of her mouth. The wet, sucking sounds filled the room, a lewd soundtrack to his unraveling. He could feel the pressure building, coiling tight in his gut, threatening to snap. He was losing himself in the sensation, in the utterly depraved sight before him.

Just when he thought he couldn’t take another second, she pulled back, leaving him throbbing and slick in the cool air. She got to her feet, a wicked gleam in her eye.

“My turn,” she whispered.

Her hands went to the hem of her sundress. In one graceful motion, she pulled it over her head and let it fall to the floor. She stood before him, gloriously naked. Her breasts were full and high, tipped with taut, pink nipples. Her waist dipped in before flaring out to generous hips. And between her legs, a neat triangle of dark hair gleamed.

“God, Elisa,” he breathed, the words full of reverence and pure, unadulterated lust.

She lay back on the massive bed, spreading her legs. The scent of her arousal, musky and sweet, hit him. “Come here,” she commanded, her voice thick. “I need to feel your mouth on me. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He moved between her thighs, his own desire a raging fire. He buried his face in her heat.

She cried out, a sharp, broken sound, as his tongue found her center. She was soaked, and he lapped at her, drinking her in. He focused on her clit, circling it, flicking it, sucking it gently into his mouth. Her hips bucked off the bed, meeting his every movement. Her hands fisted in his hair, pulling him closer, grinding herself against his face.

“Yes! Right there, don’t stop, oh god, just like that!” Her pleas were ragged, desperate.

He could feel her tension winding tighter, her thighs starting to tremble against his cheeks. But just as she was about to fall over the edge, she pushed his head away, panting.

“I need you inside me,” she gasped, her chest heaving. “I need to feel you. All of you.”

He scrambled up, kicking off his jeans and boxers. She guided him to her, her eyes locked on his. And then he was sliding inside.

She was so tight, so impossibly hot and wet. She arched her back with a sharp cry as he filled her completely. For a moment, he stayed still, buried to the hilt, just savoring the feeling of being sheathed in her. Then he began to move.

He started slow, but the friction was too much, the need too great. His thrusts became harder, faster, driving into her with a rhythm that was pure, primal need. The headboard began a steady, rhythmic knock against the wall. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her legs locking around his waist, pulling him deeper with every plunge.

“Fuck, Josh, yes! Harder!” she screamed, her head thrashing on the pillow.

He obeyed, slamming into her, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. Her inner muscles began to flutter around him, a frantic, rhythmic clenching. Her whole body went rigid, and a raw, guttural scream was torn from her throat as her orgasm crashed over her. He felt her juices gush around his pumping cock, the sensation pushing him right to the very brink.

“I’m gonna… Elisa, I’m gonna…”

“Do it,” she begged, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Cum inside me.”

With a final, deep thrust, he obeyed. His own release ripped through him, a blinding, white-hot explosion that seemed to drain him completely. He poured himself into her, his body shuddering with the force of it, collapsing on top of her as the last pulses faded.

They lay there for a long moment, a tangled, sweating mess, the only sound their ragged breaths slowly returning to normal.

Finally, Elisa shifted beneath him. He rolled off, and she sat up, instantly businesslike. She grabbed her dress and began to pull it on. “You should go. Mom and Dad will be out of the pool soon.”

He dressed in a daze, his fingers fumbling with his buttons. The reality of what they’d just done was beginning to settle over him, heavy and terrifying and exhilarating.

As he reached for the door handle, her voice stopped him, low and serious. “Josh. This never happened. Promise me.”

He looked back at her, at the woman who had just rewritten his entire reality. “I promise.”

But as he walked out into the bright hallway, the taste of her still on his lips, only one thought screamed in his mind: I have to have her again.

4 - STEPBROTHER’S NEW GIRLFRIEND
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The stale popcorn smell of the dorm common room clung to the air, but Annie barely noticed. She was too focused on the easy smile of her stepbrother, Nick, sprawled on the other end of her futon. His weekend visit was a welcome break from midterm stress, a piece of home dropped into her chaotic college life.

“So, classes are good?” he asked, thumb scrolling absently through his phone.

“They’re classes,” she said with a shrug, tucking her feet underneath her. “You’re the one with the real news. How’s the new job?”

“It’s a job.” He mirrored her shrug, but his smile widened into something private, knowing. “Pays for dates, at least.”

The word landed like a lead weight in her stomach. Dates. “Dates?” she echoed, her voice thankfully neutral.

“Yeah. Met someone. Her name’s Chloe.”

He turned his phone screen toward her. A pretty girl with a bright, uncomplicated smile was tucked under his arm in the photo. The sight was a physical blow. A cold, sharp jealousy, sudden and utterly irrational, lanced through her. He’s your stepbrother, her mind screamed, but the heat climbing her neck and the tightness in her chest screamed something else entirely.

The movie playing on her laptop was just flickering light and noise after that. She couldn’t concentrate on anything but the new, awful distance between them. The easy camaraderie of the afternoon had evaporated, replaced by a tense awareness of him as… a man. The way his forearm rested on the cushion, the familiar scent of his soap, the low timbre of his laugh at something on screen—it all suddenly felt charged, dangerous, and desperately attractive.

Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat against the drone of the film. She couldn’t breathe. She couldn’t sit here and pretend.

“Nick?” Her voice was a whisper, almost swallowed by the soundtrack.

“Hmm?”

“I… I have to tell you something.” She paused the movie, plunging the room into a thick, anticipatory silence. “When you said you had a girlfriend… I felt sick. I felt… jealous.”

He turned to look at her fully, his expression shifting from casual to cautious. “Annie…”

“No, let me finish. I know it’s crazy. I know it’s wrong. But I don’t think of you as my stepbrother. Not like that. I haven’t for a long time.” The confession spilled out, raw and terrifying. She stared at her hands, unable to meet his eyes. “I’m in love with you.”

The silence stretched, taut and painful. She braced for his rejection, his disgust, his retreat.

Then, a soft sigh. “Annie.” He said her name like a prayer. “Look at me.”

She forced her gaze up. His eyes, usually so light and playful, were dark, intense, swimming with a conflict that mirrored her own.

“I don’t know what to do about Chloe,” he said, his voice low and rough. “But this… this… being here with you right now… it feels so right.”

The distance between them vanished. He closed it in one swift motion, his hand cupping her cheek, his lips finding hers. It wasn’t a brotherly kiss. It was hungry and deep, a claiming. A dam broke inside her. Her arms wrapped around his neck, pulling him closer, her mouth opening under his. The world narrowed to the taste of him, the scratch of his stubble, the feel of his solid chest against hers.

Their kisses grew more frantic, a desperate clash of teeth and tongue. His hands slid from her face, down her back, gripping her hips and pulling her onto his lap. She straddled him, the thin fabric of her sweatpants and his jeans a maddening barrier. She could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing against her core, and a fresh wave of wetness soaked through her underwear. God, he’s so hard.

“I need to feel you,” she breathed against his mouth, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans.

He helped her, shoving them down his hips just enough. His cock sprang free, thick and veined and perfect. She wrapped her hand around him, eliciting a sharp, guttural groan from deep in his chest. So hot. So hard. She leaned down, her hair curtaining their faces, and took him into her mouth.

He cried out, a strangled sound of pure pleasure. His hands fisted in her hair, not guiding, just holding on. She worshiped him with her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep, until her nose pressed into the dark curls at his base. She savored his taste, the salt and musk of him, the way his hips twitched upward with every suck. Mine, she thought with a primal possessiveness. All mine.

“Annie, stop… stop or I’ll…” he gasped.

She released him with a wet pop, her own need becoming unbearable. She shoved her sweatpants and panties down, rising up on her knees. She held his gaze, her eyes dark with desire, as she positioned him at her entrance. Please, she thought. Please.

In one slow, exquisite slide, she took him all, sinking down until he was buried to the hilt inside her. A sharp, full feeling made her gasp, her head falling back. He filled her completely, stretching her in the most perfect way. For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling every throbbing inch of him.

Then she began to move. A slow, rolling grind of her hips that made him moan her name like a mantra. “Annie. God. Annie.”

She set a rhythm, bouncing on his cock, each downward stroke sending jolts of electric pleasure through her. His hands gripped her ass, fingers digging into her flesh, helping her move faster, harder. The room filled with the wet, rhythmic sound of their joining.

“I want to feel you deeper,” she moaned, her energy beginning to flag.

In a fluid motion, he rolled her onto her back, never slipping out of her. He hovered over her, driving into her with renewed force, each thrust hitting a spot that made her see stars. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him in deeper with every snap of his hips.

Then his hand drifted down her back, over the curve of her ass. A single, slick finger—wetted from her own arousal—pressed against her other hole. She stiffened for a second at the unfamiliar pressure, but the possessiveness of the act, the sheer taboo of it, sent a new thrill through her. She relaxed, pushing back against his finger.

“Yes,” she whispered.

He worked the tip inside, a slow, careful intrusion that burned slightly before giving way to a strange, incredible fullness. He fucked her with his finger, the dual sensation overwhelming. Just as she was adjusting to it, he replaced his finger with the blunt, leaking head of his cock.

He pushed. It was a sharper, more intense stretch, a claiming that stole her breath. He went slowly, agonizingly slowly, until he was fully seated inside her, buried in a place nobody had ever been. He held still, letting her adjust to the incredible, tight heat.

“You’re so deep,” she breathed, the words catching in her throat.

He began to move, short, shallow thrusts at first, then longer, deeper strokes that rocked her entire body. The pleasure was different, intense and almost too much, a direct line to every nerve ending. She felt owned, completely and utterly. Her moans turned into incoherent cries, her nails scratching down his back. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter at her core until it snapped.

Her orgasm crashed over her, a violent, shuddering wave that clenched around him, milking his length. The intensity of her own climax triggered his. With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go, his own release pulsing hot inside her as he groaned her name into the crook of her neck.

They collapsed together on the cramped futon, a tangled, sweating mess of limbs. He was still inside her, both of them breathing in ragged, shuddering gasps. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the blissful haze. The movie’s menu screen cast a soft blue light over them.

Annie’s mind, finally clear of its lustful fog, began to whirl. He’s my stepbrother. He has a girlfriend. What did we just do?

As if reading her thoughts, Nick tightened his arms around her, his voice a soft rumble against her ear. “It’s going to be complicated, Annie. But we’ll figure it out. I promise.”

5 - CAUGHT WATCHING TABOO PORN
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The familiar, hollow silence of the empty house echoed around Kyle. Finally. With both his dad and stepmom gone for the weekend, the only sounds were the hum of the central air and the frantic thumping of his own heart. He didn’t waste a second. The bedroom door clicked shut, the lock engaging with a satisfying thud. His laptop, already warm from anticipation, flared to life on his desk.

His fingers flew across the keyboard, pulling up the familiar site. The thumbnails loaded, a cascade of curated fantasy. His particular taste was… specific. Stepbrother finds stepsister stuck… Stepsis needs help with her homework… He clicked on one, the video player filling the screen. He unbuttoned his jeans, the relief immediate as he freed his already-hard length, his hand taking a firm, knowing grip.

The sounds from the laptop speakers—exaggerated moans, the squeak of a cheap mattress—filled the room, masking the softer sounds of his own quickening breath. He was lost in it, the rhythm of his hand syncing with the on-screen action, his imagination grafting Lila’s face, Lila’s body, onto the actress. Her long, dark hair. The way she’d looked in that tight tank top at breakfast.

The door handle jiggled.

Kyle’s blood ran cold. His head snapped up. No. No, no, no. He slammed the laptop shut with a deafening clap, scrambling to yank his jeans up as the lock disengaged with a soft click. He’d forgotten the spare key he’d hidden above the doorframe for emergencies.

Lila stood in the doorway, her expression one of mild curiosity that quickly morphed into knowing amusement. Her eyes darted from his flushed face to the closed laptop, to the very obvious, very awkward bulge in his jeans he was desperately trying to conceal.

“Hey,” she said, her voice casual, as if she found him like this every day. “Came to see if I could borrow your phone charger. Mine decided to die a heroic death.”

Kyle could only stare, his mouth dry, his mind a screaming void of humiliation. He was frozen, a statue of pure, uncut shame.

She took a step into the room, her smile softening from teasing to something… kinder. “Kyle. Relax. It’s okay.”

“Lila, I…” he stammered, but the words dissolved into ash on his tongue.

“Seriously,” she continued, gently closing the door behind her and leaning against it. “Don’t be embarrassed. All guys do it. It’s basically a biological requirement.” Her gaze was fixed on him, intense and unblinking. “I’m not stupid. I’ve seen your browser history before.”

The admission hit him like a physical blow. She knew. She knew exactly what he watched. The specific, illicit genre he craved.

She pushed off the door and took another step closer. The air in the room thickened, charged with a new, dangerous energy. “The thing is,” she said, her voice dropping to a near-whisper, “it got me thinking. Wondering.”

He watched, mesmerized, as she closed the final bit of distance between them. She didn’t break eye contact. “I’ve had… fantasies, too, Kyle.”

His breath hitched. This had to be a dream. A desperate, porn-fueled hallucination.

Her fingers, cool and delicate, brushed against the back of his trembling hand. “It’s okay,” she murmured again, but this time it wasn’t about the porn. It was an invitation. A permission slip for everything he’d ever secretly wanted.

Slowly, never breaking their shared gaze, she reached for the button of his jeans. His own hands fell uselessly to his sides, every nerve ending in his body screaming in anticipation. The zipper’s rasp was the loudest sound in the universe. She tugged his jeans and boxers down just enough, freeing his aching erection into the cool air of the room.

Lila sank to her knees before him. “Let me take care of you.”

The first touch of her lips was a soft, experimental press against the tip. A shudder wracked his entire frame. Then her tongue darted out, a hot, wet stripe along his length that made his knees buckle. She took him into the warm, wet heat of her mouth, and Kyle’s head fell back, a guttural groan tearing from his throat. Her mouth was a paradise of sensation—the slick slide of her tongue tracing his vein, the gentle suction that made his vision blur, the slight, thrilling graze of her teeth.

He tangled his hands in her dark hair, not forcing, just holding on for dear life as she worshiped him. Her rhythm was expert, eager, drawing him deeper each time, until he felt the head of his cock nudge the back of her throat. She didn’t pull away. She relaxed, accepting him, and the feeling was so intensely erotic he saw stars.

After a few breathtaking minutes, she pulled back, leaving him throbbing and slick. She rose, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored his own. Without a word, she grabbed the hem of her sweater and pulled it over her head. Then her jeans, then her panties. She stood before him, gloriously, unashamedly naked. Her body was pure temptation—small, perfect breasts with pert, pink nipples already hardened, a narrow waist flaring to generous hips.

“Your turn,” she breathed, guiding his shaking hands to her waist.

He needed no further instruction. He dipped his head, capturing one taut nipple in his mouth. He laved it with his tongue, then sucked gently, then less gently, remembering every fantasy he’d ever had. Her gasp was a reward, her fingers clutching at his shoulders. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, lost in the taste and feel of her.

“The bed, Kyle. Now,” she panted, pulling him with her.

They fell onto the mattress in a tangle of limbs. She straddled his hips in one fluid motion, her heat hovering just above his. She reached between them, guiding him, and then she sank down, taking his entire length inside her in one slow, exquisite motion.

Oh god. She was so tight, so impossibly wet and hot. Her inner muscles clenched around him instinctively, a silken fist of pure pleasure. She began to move, a slow, rolling grind of her hips that built into a faster, more desperate rhythm. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as she rode him, her head thrown back, a symphony of breathless moans falling from her lips.

He could feel the tension coiling tight in his gut, the inevitable crest approaching. “Lila… I’m close…”

“Not yet,” she commanded, her voice husky. She slid off him, the loss of contact a physical pain. “Fuck me from behind.”

On her hands and knees, she looked back at him over her shoulder, an utterly wanton invitation. He moved behind her, his hands roaming the perfect curve of her ass before positioning himself. This time, when he pushed inside, he went deeper than he thought possible. She cried out, a sound of pure, unadulterated ecstasy.

He set a brutal, pounding pace, each thrust a claiming. The slap of skin on skin filled the room, a primal rhythm underscored by their ragged breathing. He could feel her tightening around him, her whole body beginning to tremble.

“Kyle!” Her voice was a broken scream as her orgasm ripped through her. Her inner walls convulsed around his cock, a rhythmic, milking pulse that shattered the last of his control. With a roar, he drove into her one last time, his own release erupting in hot, pulsing waves, spilling deep inside her as she collapsed beneath him.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their harsh, shared breaths. He gently lowered himself onto her back, nuzzling into her damp hair, still buried inside her. The reality of what they’d just done began to seep through the hazy, post-coital bliss. His stepsister. It was wrong. Taboo. And he had never wanted anything more in his entire life.

As they lay there, still connected, her voice was a soft murmur against the pillow. “This is our secret, right? You can’t ever tell anyone.”

“I promise,” Kyle whispered, and he meant it. It was their secret pleasure, and if anyone found out, it would all be ruined. He couldn’t wait to do it again.

6 - STEALING STEPSISTER’S PANTIES
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“Do you really think I wouldn’t notice?”

Robby froze, the sound of Alana’s voice—soft, sure, and laced with a chilling amusement—slicing through the quiet of his bedroom. His heart hammered against his ribs like it was trying to escape. He turned slowly, the blood draining from his face.

She stood in his doorway, leaning against the frame with a casual arrogance that made his knees weak. In her hand, dangling from a single finger, was a pair of her own pale blue lace panties.

His stomach plummeted.

He was caught.

—

It had started three days ago. The house was empty, a rare and intoxicating silence filling the halls. Robby, a twenty-year-old with a secret that burned hotter with every passing day, found himself standing outside Alana’s bedroom. His stepsister. His obsession.

The door creaked open. Her room smelled of her—vanilla, clean linen, and something uniquely, infuriatingly her. His eyes scanned the room, landing on the laundry basket. On top sat the pair of panties, a delicate confection of lace and sin. His breath hitched.

He snatched them, the fabric soft and warm against his palm. Back in his own room, locked away, he brought them to his face. God, her scent. It was everywhere. Musky, sweet, feminine. It went straight to his head, straight to his groin. He fumbled with his jeans, his erection straining against his boxers. Wrapping the lace around his length, he stroked himself, his movements frantic, desperate. He came with a choked groan, visions of her—her smile, her long legs, the way she’d lick her lips when she was concentrating—exploding behind his eyes. Shame followed instantly, but it was a weak competitor to the roaring thrill.

—

And now, she was here. Holding the evidence.

“I… I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he stammered, the lie pathetic even to his own ears.

A slow, devastating smile spread across Alana’s face. She was twenty-one, and in that moment, she seemed infinitely older, wiser, and more powerful than him. She pushed the door shut with a soft click. The sound was final.

“Robby, Robby, Robby,” she tutted, stepping further into the room. She let the panties drift from her finger onto his unmade bed. “You’re a terrible liar. I saw you on the Nest cam mom has pointed at the hallway. Saw you scuttle out of my room looking very, very guilty.”

Panic, cold and sharp, seized him. The camera. He’d forgotten. “Alana, please. Please don’t tell Mom and Dad. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. It was stupid, I’ll never—”

“I know you won’t,” she interrupted, her voice dropping to a low, husky murmur. She walked right up to him, so close he could feel the heat radiating from her body. “Because you’re going to make it up to me. Right now.”

He blinked, confusion cutting through his fear. “W-what? How?”

Her eyes, a deep, hypnotic brown, dropped to his mouth, then lower, to the obvious bulge already beginning to tent his sweatpants. His body was betraying him all over again.

“I’m not going to tell them,” she said, her gaze locking back on his. “On one condition. I want you to fuck me.”

The air left his lungs. This wasn’t a scolding. This was a fantasy he’d never dared let fully form. He could only nod, a jerky, eager motion. “Yes. God, yes. Anything.”

“Anything?” she repeated, a dark thrill in her voice. “We’ll see.”

In one fluid motion, she sank to her knees in front of him. Her hands went to the waistband of his sweatpants and boxers, tugging them down in a single, decisive pull. His cock sprang free, already fully hard and aching. She didn’t hesitate. She wrapped her hand around the base, her grip firm, and leaned forward.

The first touch of her tongue was a bolt of lightning up his spine. A slow, languid lick from root to tip. He groaned, his head falling back, his hands gripping the edge of his desk for support. This isn’t happening. This can’t be real.

But it was. Her warm, wet mouth enveloped him, taking him deep. She swirled her tongue around the head, sucking gently before sinking down again,. deeper this time. He could feel the back of her throat, a soft, incredible pressure. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently as she moved her head up and down in a slow, devastating rhythm. He was lost in the sensation, in the hot, slick pull of her mouth, the obscene, wet sounds that filled the quiet room. His hips began to move of their own accord, a shallow thrusting that she welcomed, meeting him stroke for stroke.

Just when he thought he might erupt, she pulled off with a soft pop. She looked up at him, her lips glistening, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored his own.

“My turn,” she whispered.

She stood and, without breaking eye contact, pulled her t-shirt over her head. No bra. Her breasts were perfect, high and full with dusky pink nipples that were already hard pebbles. She unbuttoned her jeans, shimmying out of them and her underwear, kicking them aside. She stood before him, completely naked, and Robby’s mouth went dry. She was all smooth, tanned skin and delicious curves. Every fantasy paled in comparison to the reality of her.

She pushed him backward onto the bed, climbing over him, straddling his hips. Her heat pressed against his stomach. She leaned down, capturing his mouth in a deep, searching kiss. He could taste himself on her lips, a wildly taboo flavor that sent another jolt of desire through him.

Reaching between them, she took his length in her hand, guiding him to her entrance. She was already wet, slick and ready. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she sank down onto him, sheathing him completely in her incredible heat.

A guttural moan was torn from both of them. Tight. So incredibly tight and hot.

She began to move, rising up until just the tip of him remained inside her, then plunging back down, taking him all the way. She set a relentless, rhythmic pace, her hips grinding against his with each downward stroke. Her hands were braced on his chest, her head thrown back, a curtain of dark hair swaying with her movements. He gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, helping her, meeting her thrusts. The room filled with the sound of their ragged breathing and the wet, slapping rhythm of their bodies joining.

“You feel so good,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering open to look down at him. “So much better than just my panties, wasn’t it?”

He could only nod, his words stolen by the sensations overwhelming him.

Her rhythm changed, became more frantic. “I want more,” she breathed, her voice husky with need. “I want you to fuck my ass, Robby.”

She climbed off him, leaving him suddenly empty and cold. She got on her hands and knees on the bed, presenting herself to him. The sight was so breathtakingly lewd he almost came then and there.

He moved behind her, his hands trembling as he ran them over the perfect, round curves of her ass. He leaned down, kissing one cheek, then the other. He spit onto his fingers, rubbing the moisture against her tight, hidden hole. She gasped and pushed back against the pressure.

“Yes… just like that…”

One finger, slowly, carefully, pressed inside. She was impossibly tight, a silken, clenching heat that made his cock twitch violently. He worked it in and out, adding a second finger when her moans became pleas. She was writhing against his hand, lost in the sensation.

“Now, Robby. Please. I need you inside me. There.”

He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against that incredible tightness. He pushed, gently, the resistance making him groan. With a low, desperate cry from Alana, the head popped past the ring of muscle, and he was inside. The sensation was overwhelming, a vice-like heat that threatened to undo him instantly. He held still, letting her adjust, his own body shaking with the effort.

“Fuck me,” she demanded, pushing back against him.

He needed no further encouragement. He withdrew almost all the way and then thrust back in, hard. She cried out, a sound of pure pleasure. He set a pace, each powerful thrust burying himself to the hilt in her incredible ass. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as he drove into her, over and over. The slapping of skin was louder now, more animalistic. He could feel every clench, every tremor that wracked her body.

“I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her voice strained. “I’m cumming!”

Her inner muscles clamped down on him in a series of violent, rhythmic spasms. The intense pressure was the final push he needed. With a raw, guttural shout, he plunged deep one last time and released, jets of his climax pulsing into her, his vision whiting out at the edges.

He collapsed over her, spent, both of them slick with sweat and breathing in ragged, shuddering gulps. After a moment, he carefully pulled out and rolled onto his back. She curled into his side immediately, her head on his chest, one leg thrown over his.

They lay in silence for a long time, the only sound their slowing breath.

“We can’t ever tell anyone,” he finally whispered, his voice hoarse.

She traced a finger over his stomach. “I know.” A pause. “They’re going out of town next weekend.”

7 - FROM ANGER TO TABOO ATTRACTION
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The thumping bass from Rick’s shitty speakers vibrated through the floorboards, a grating counter-rhythm to the frantic moans coming from his laptop. Kayla squeezed her eyes shut, trying to focus on her organic chemistry textbook, but the words blurred into an indecipherable mess. God, he was so obnoxious. He’d been back for two months, a twenty-three-year-old parasite who contributed nothing but empty food containers and a pervasive smell of stale weed.

This was the last straw. With their parents out for the evening, the house was supposed to be hers for a few precious hours of quiet study time. Instead, it had become the venue for Rick’s one-man porn festival.

She stormed down the hall, her rage a hot, tight coil in her chest. She didn’t bother knocking, just shoved his door open. He was sprawled on his bed, shirtless, jeans unbuttoned, one hand idly tucked into his waistband. The graphic sounds and images filled the small, messy room.

“Are you fucking kidding me, Rick? Turn that off! Some of us are actually trying to do something with our lives!”

He barely glanced at her, a lazy, infuriating smirk on his face. He paused the video, and the sudden silence was almost as loud. “Chill out, Kayla. It’s just a video. Don’t pretend you’ve never seen one.”

“I don’t blast it for the whole house to hear, you loser.” She crossed her arms, her heart hammering against her ribs. “You have zero respect for anyone.”

He finally turned to look at her, his eyes dark and unnervingly focused. He sat up slowly, swinging his legs over the side of the bed. “Or maybe you’re just pissed ‘cause you’re curious. That’s why you really came in here, right? Wanted to see what all the fuss is about?”

“What? No! That’s disgusting,” she spat, but the heat in her cheeks felt less like anger and more like something else, something she refused to name.

“Yeah? You sure?” he pressed, standing up and taking a step toward her. He was taller than her, broader. The proximity was suddenly overwhelming. “ ‘Cause you’re still standing here.”

Her retort died in her throat. He was right. She hadn’t left. Her eyes flickered downward for a fraction of a second, and his smirk widened. He closed the distance between them in one swift movement, his hand snaking behind her neck, pulling her into a kiss.

It wasn’t gentle. It was demanding, possessive, a clash of lips and teeth and pent-up frustration. And she… she didn’t push him away. A shockwave of pure, illicit sensation shot through her. Her hands, which had been balled into fists at her sides, unclenched. A small, startled sound escaped her throat, and she felt him smile against her mouth.

This is wrong, this is so wrong, her mind screamed, but her body was screaming something else, something primal and hungry. Her tongue met his, tentatively at first, then with a desperation that shocked her.

When he broke the kiss, they were both breathing heavily. His eyes searched hers, and what he saw there must have been all the confirmation he needed. Without a word, he undid his button and fly, pushing his jeans and boxers down in one rough motion.

There it was. Thick, already fully hard, and jutting out from a dark thatch of hair. Her breath hitched. She’d never seen one like this, not up close, not… real.

“Go on,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble. “You know you want to.”

Her hand moved of its own volition, fingers wrapping around his length. It was hot. Velvety soft skin over an iron-hard core. A bead of moisture glistened at the tip. She gave an experimental stroke, and he groaned, his head falling back.

God, the sound he made. It fueled something deep inside her. She began to move her hand in a firmer, more steady rhythm, her thumb smearing the precum over the slick head. He kissed her again, deeper this time, his hands roaming down her back to grab her ass, pulling her tight against his hip.

He guided her to her knees on the scratchy carpet. The reality of her position—on her knees before her stepbrother—should have horrified her. Instead, a dizzying thrill coursed through her. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to taste him. Salty, musky, uniquely him. She took him into her mouth.

It was awkward at first, a clumsy, unskilled bob of her head. But he didn’t complain. His fingers tangled in her hair, not forcing, just guiding. “Yeah, just like that,” he grunted. “Fuck, Kayla.”

His praise was a drug. She relaxed her jaw, taking more of him, learning the rhythm he liked. The world narrowed to this: the weight of him on her tongue, the scrape of his zipper against her chin, the ragged sound of his breathing. She was lost in the act, a slave to the sensations and the shocking power she had over him.

He pulled her up, his kisses becoming frantic. He yanked her t-shirt over her head, fumbling with the clasp of her bra. When her breasts were free, he groaned, palming them, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, sensitive peaks. He bowed his head, sucking one into his hot mouth, and her knees almost buckled. The sharp, pulling sensation went straight to her core, which was now throbbing with a desperate, wet ache.

He laid her back on the bed, peeling off her leggings and panties. His eyes darkened as he looked at her, completely naked and exposed. He pushed her legs apart, lowering his head between them.

The first flick of his tongue made her cry out. It was expert, relentless. He wasn’t gentle; he was devouring her. He licked a long, slow stripe from her entrance to her clit, then circled the aching nub with a torturous precision. One finger, then two, slid inside her, curling, finding a spot that made her back arch off the bed. “Oh, God, Rick…”

She was hurtling toward an edge, her hips moving against his face, her hands clutching at the messy sheets. Just as she was about to tip over, he stopped. He moved over her, his body covering hers. He was heavy, solid. He positioned himself at her entrance, and with one powerful, unceremonious thrust, he was inside her.

She gasped at the sudden, delicious fullness. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He set a punishing, deep rhythm from the start, each thrust hitting that perfect, sensitive spot inside her. The lewd, wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, louder than the porn had ever been. Her moans were ragged, uninhibited. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“Roll over,” he commanded, his voice gravelly with lust. “On your hands and knees.”

She obeyed without thought, her mind hazy with pleasure. He knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. She felt his thumb, slick with something cool, press against her other hole, circling, applying pressure. She stiffened for a second, a spike of fear and anticipation. “Relax,” he breathed, and one slick finger pushed inside.

It was a strange, stretching, incredible sensation. He worked it gently, preparing her, before withdrawing. Then she felt the broad, insistent head of his cock pressing there instead. “Breathe,” he instructed. She did, and he pushed.

The stretch was intense, a burning fullness so different from before. He slid in, inch by incredible inch, until he was fully sheathed inside her. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, and the feeling of being so completely, impossibly full was overwhelming. Then he began to move.

It was a slower, deeper rhythm. Every withdrawal was agony, every thrust back in was ecstasy. He reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight, frantic circles. The dual sensations, the sheer taboo of it, sent her flying. Her orgasm crashed over her, a silent, screaming wave of pleasure that clenched around him, her ass milking his cock with frantic pulses.

Her climax triggered his. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering as he came inside her, his hot release filling her. He collapsed over her back, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged unison.

The reality came crashing back down. She slid out from under him, her body trembling. She gathered her clothes with shaking hands, not looking at him. “This… this can’t happen again,” she said, her voice hoarse.

He just lay there, watching her with a knowing, smug expression. She fled to her room, shutting the door and leaning against it, her heart still racing. It can’t happen again. But as she replayed every filthy, incredible second in her mind, her body still thrumming with aftershocks, she knew she was lying. The hunger he’d awakened wasn’t going away. It was just getting started.

8 - STEPSIBLINGS REUNITE
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“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” Mary gasped, her voice a ragged whisper against Keith’s lips.

His own breath was hot on her cheek, his hands already working the button of her jeans. “Believe it,” he murmured, his voice a low, thrilling rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “We’re not kids sharing a bathroom anymore.”

His words sent a fresh, illicit shock through her system. He was right. The last time she’d seen him, he was a lanky teenager with acne and a surly attitude. Now, his shoulders were broad under the soft cotton of his henley, his jawline was sharp and stubbled, and the look in his eyes was pure, unadulterated hunger. For her.

—

It had started just hours earlier, in the fluorescent-lit aisle of the local grocery store. She’d been comparing prices on cereal, her cart a sad testament to a life starting over, when a voice behind her said, “Mary? Mary Lawson?”

She’d turned, and for a moment, time folded in on itself. The man before her was a stranger, and yet utterly familiar. The same intense green eyes, now framed by laugh lines. The same dark hair, though it was shorter, more styled. “Keith?” The name felt foreign on her tongue, a relic from a past life. “Oh my god. Keith.”

They’d stood there, blocking the Cheerios, a decade of separation collapsing between them. He looked her up and down, a slow, appreciative smile spreading across his face. “You look… incredible.”

The compliment warmed her more than it should have. They made awkward small talk about the absurdity of running into each other here, of all places. He’d asked her to dinner. Just to catch up, he’d said. She’d said yes before her brain could process the potential weirdness.

Dinner was a blur of shared memories and cheap red wine. They laughed about their parents’ disastrous, short-lived marriage, the forced family vacations, the invisible line he’d drawn down the middle of their shared bedroom. But the past quickly gave way to the present. He was an architect, single. She was recently divorced, a graphic designer trying to find her footing. The chemistry was instant and undeniable, a live wire sparking between them across the table. Every glance held a second meaning, every brush of his hand against hers as he passed the salt felt electric.

When the check came, he didn’t hesitate. “My place is just around the corner. We could… keep talking.”

The question hung in the air, thick with unspoken intention. Mary’s heart hammered against her ribs. This was madness. He was her stepbrother. Former stepbrother, a logical part of her brain corrected. The divorce had severed that legal tie years ago. They were just two adults. And she wanted him. Desperately.

“Yes,” she’d said, the word feeling like both a surrender and a victory.

—

Now, in his living room, the “talking” had lasted all of thirty seconds before he’d pinned her against the door, his mouth crashing down on hers. And that’s where she found herself now, her moral hesitation dissolving under the expert pressure of his kiss.

His fingers finally undid her button and fly, and he pushed her jeans and panties down her hips in one smooth, practiced motion. They pooled at her ankles. He broke the kiss to kneel before her, his hands sliding up her bare thighs, making her shiver.

“So beautiful,” he breathed, his voice full of awe.

The world tilted, and all she could see was him, his intent gaze fixed between her legs. He didn’t dive in immediately. He just… looked. The intensity of his study made her blush, a wave of heat spreading from her core to the tips of her ears.

Then he leaned forward, and his tongue flattened against her entire sex in one long, slow, devastating lick.

Mary cried out, her head thudding back against the door. It was an assault of sensation, pure and perfect. He didn’t just lick; he worshipped. His tongue was agile and relentless, tracing every fold, circling her clit with torturous precision before sucking it gently into the heat of his mouth. Her fingers tangled in his hair, not to guide him, but to hold on for dear life as he licked and probed and drank from her.

She was melting, dissolving into a puddle of pure need. A steady, pleading moan was pulled from her throat with every flick of his tongue. “Keith… god, right there… don’t stop…”

He growled his approval against her, the vibration pushing her closer to the edge. She could feel the climax coiling deep within her, a tight, delicious pressure. But just as she was about to fall over, he pulled back, his lips glistening. He stood, his own breathing heavy, and grabbed her hand. “Bedroom. Now.”

He led her down a short hall and into a room dominated by a large, messy bed. He turned her to face him and finally, finally, stripped her shirt and bra off. His eyes darkened as he took in her nakedness. “Lie down.”

She complied, sinking into the soft comforter. He undressed quickly, shucking his pants and boxer briefs. And then she saw it. Her breath hitched. He was… substantial. Thick and long and already leaking with his own desire. The last tiny fragment of doubt vanished, replaced by a throbbing, primal need to feel him inside her.

He climbed onto the bed, settling his weight between her legs. He kissed her again, deep and searching, and she could taste herself on his lips. It was the most erotic thing she’d ever experienced.

He reached between them, his fingers positioning himself at her entrance. He pushed forward, just the head, and they both groaned at the sensation. She was so wet, so ready, but he was so big. He held himself there for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead pressed to hers.

“Okay?” he whispered, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

“Yes,” she panted, wrapping her legs around his hips. “Please, Keith. I need all of you.”

It was all the encouragement he needed. He drove into her in one long, slow, inexorable thrust, filling her completely, stretching her in the most exquisite way. She gasped, a sharp, satisfied sound as he buried himself to the hilt. He held still, letting her feel every inch of him, and for a moment, they were perfectly, utterly connected.

Then he began to move.

His rhythm was punishing and perfect. Deep, hard strokes that hit a spot inside her she didn’t know existed. Each thrust was a jolt of pure pleasure, winding her tighter and tighter. Her moans became screams, muffled by his shoulder. She clawed at his back, meeting his every movement with a desperate rock of her own hips. The slap of their bodies was a raw, animalistic music.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted, his own control fraying. “So tight. So fucking perfect for me.”

She was getting close again, the pressure building even higher and faster than before. Sensing it, he suddenly rolled them over, keeping himself buried deep inside her. She straddled him, now in control. She placed her hands on his hard chest for leverage and began to ride him, rising and falling, taking him as deep as she could.

The angle was even better. She could see him, watch the pleasure contort his handsome face. She could control the rhythm, grinding her clit against his pelvis on every downstroke. It was too much. The coil snapped.

Her orgasm exploded through her, a silent, seizing wave of ecstasy that stole her voice and her vision. Her inner muscles clenched around him, a frantic, pulsing rhythm that milked his length. Through the haze, she heard his own guttural cry. “Mary…!”

He bucked beneath her, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise as his own release tore through him. She felt the hot, sudden flood of him filling her, pulse after pulse, and she collapsed onto his chest, spent and boneless.

They lay there for a long time, a tangled mess of limbs and shared breath. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He stroked her hair, placing a soft kiss on her forehead.

“I want to see you again,” he said, his voice husky. “Tomorrow. The next day. All the days.”

She nuzzled into his neck, a contented smile on her lips. “Yes.”

9 - DEALING WITH DIVORCE
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The basement was dimly lit, the faint hum of the washing machine in the corner the only sound breaking the heavy silence. Ariel sat on the edge of the worn leather couch, her knees pulled up to her chest, her arms wrapped around them tightly. Kevin sat beside her, his elbows resting on his knees, his head hanging low. The air between them was thick with unspoken words, the weight of their parents’ impending divorce pressing down on them like a suffocating blanket.

“I don’t want to move out,” Kevin finally said, his voice low and strained. He turned his head to look at her, his dark eyes searching hers. “I’ll miss you, Ariel.”

Ariel’s heart clenched at the raw vulnerability in his voice. She reached out, her fingers brushing against his arm. “I’ll miss you too,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “But… maybe it’s for the best. You know how things are here. It’s not healthy.”

Kevin shook his head, his jaw tightening. “I don’t care about that. I care about you. You’re the only thing that’s kept me sane through all of this.”

Ariel’s breath hitched, her chest tightening with emotion. She had always felt a deep connection to Kevin, ever since their parents had married and they’d become step-siblings. They’d been each other’s rock through the constant fights, the screaming matches that echoed through the house late at night.

Now, they were both college freshmen, living at home while attending classes. And their relationship had only gotten closer. Kevin was Ariel’s most trusted companion—her best friend. But this… this was different. This was something more.

“Kevin…” she started, but he cut her off, his hand reaching up to cup her cheek. His touch was warm, his thumb brushing gently over her skin.

“I can’t keep pretending, Ariel,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I have feelings for you. More than just… more than just as a sister.”

Ariel’s heart raced, her breath coming in shallow gasps. She had always pushed those feelings down, buried them deep where they couldn’t hurt her. But now, with Kevin’s hand on her face, his eyes burning into hers, she couldn’t deny it anymore.

“I… I feel the same way,” she admitted, her voice trembling. “I always have.”

Kevin’s eyes darkened, his gaze dropping to her lips. He leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull away, but she didn’t. Their lips met in a soft, tentative kiss, the kind that sent shivers down her spine. It was gentle at first, a mere brush of lips, but then Kevin deepened it, his hand sliding to the back of her neck to pull her closer.

Ariel’s hands found their way to his chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. She could feel the rapid beat of his heart beneath her palm, the heat of his body seeping into her skin. The kiss grew more urgent, their tongues tangling together in a desperate dance. It was as if all the emotions they had been holding back were pouring out in that moment, their connection deepening with every passing second.

Kevin’s hands moved down her body, his fingers skimming over her sides before settling on her hips. He pulled her onto his lap, her legs straddling his thighs. Ariel could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against her through his jeans, and a jolt of desire shot through her. She ground her hips against him, eliciting a low groan from his lips.

“Ariel,” he breathed, his voice rough with need. “I want you. I’ve wanted you for so long.”

Ariel’s heart pounded in her chest, her body aching with the same desire. She nodded, her hands moving to the hem of her shirt. “Take it off,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Kevin didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled her shirt over her head, tossing it to the side. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in the sight of her in her bra, the soft curves of her breasts, the smooth skin of her stomach. He leaned in, his lips trailing down her neck, his teeth grazing her skin lightly.

Ariel’s head fell back, a soft moan escaping her lips. His hands moved to her back, unhooking her bra with practiced ease. He pulled it off, his eyes darkening as he took in the sight of her bare breasts. His hands cupped them, his thumbs brushing over her nipples, which hardened under his touch.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his voice filled with awe.

He leaned down, his lips closing around one nipple, sucking gently. Ariel’s breath hitched, her hands tangling in his hair as he teased her with his tongue. He moved to the other breast, giving it the same attention, his hands roaming over her body.

Ariel’s hips rocked against his, the friction sending waves of pleasure through her. She could feel the wetness pooling between her legs, her body begging for more. Kevin’s hands moved to the button of her jeans, popping it open and sliding the zipper down. He pushed them down her legs, along with her panties, leaving her completely bare.

Kevin’s eyes drank in the sight of her, his cock straining against his jeans. He stood up, pulling her to her feet. He quickly undid his own jeans, pushing them down along with his boxers. His cock sprang free, thick and hard, and Ariel’s breath caught in her throat at the sight of it.

She dropped to her knees, her hands wrapping around his length. She stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the tip, spreading the precum that had gathered there. Kevin’s hands tangled in her hair, his breath coming in ragged gasps as she leaned in, her lips closing around the head of his cock.

Ariel’s tongue swirled around him, her mouth taking him deeper with each bob of her head. Kevin’s hips bucked slightly, his cock hitting the back of her throat. She gagged slightly, but didn’t pull away, her hands gripping his hips to steady herself. She could feel him throbbing in her mouth, the taste of him driving her wild.

“Fuck, Ariel,” Kevin groaned, his hands tightening in her hair. “You’re so good at that.”

Ariel hummed around him, the vibrations sending a jolt of pleasure through him. She could feel him getting closer, his cock twitching in her mouth. But before he could cum, he pulled her up, his lips crashing into hers in a heated kiss.

He guided her back to the couch, laying her down on the soft leather. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her entrance. He looked into her eyes, his gaze filled with a mixture of desire and something deeper, something that made her heart ache.

“Are you sure?” he asked, his voice rough with need.

Ariel nodded, her hands reaching up to cup his face. “I’m sure,” she whispered. “I want you, Kevin. I’ve always wanted you.”

Kevin’s eyes darkened, and he pushed into her slowly, his cock stretching her in the most delicious way. Ariel’s breath hitched, her nails digging into his back as he filled her completely. He paused for a moment, letting her adjust to his size, before he began to move, his hips rocking against hers.

The sensation was overwhelming, the friction sending waves of pleasure through her body. Kevin’s lips found hers again, their tongues tangling together as he thrust into her, each movement driving her closer to the edge. His hands roamed over her body, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles.

Ariel’s moans grew louder, her hips meeting his thrusts with equal fervor. She could feel the tension building inside her, her body tightening around him. Kevin’s pace quickened, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars.

“Kevin, I’m close,” she gasped, her nails raking down his back.

“Me too,” he groaned, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Cum with me, Ariel.”

The words were all it took. Ariel’s body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Kevin followed her over the edge, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum. They clung to each other, their bodies trembling with the intensity of their release.

As they lay there, their breathing slowly returning to normal, Kevin pressed a soft kiss to her forehead. “We’ll figure this out,” he whispered. “We’ll find a place together. Just you and me.”

Ariel nodded, her heart swelling with a mixture of love and relief. “Just you and me,” she echoed, her voice filled with determination.

“I’ll have to get another job and switch to night classes, but I think we can do it,” Kevin declared, his fingers tangling in Ariel’s hair.

Ariel smiled. “I have some money saved up,” she offered. “We’ll make it work.”

Kevin gave Ariel a kiss. “Then, it’s settled. We’ll look at apartments tomorrow.”
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Keri had always hated weddings. The dresses, the speeches, the forced smiles—it was all too much. But this one was different. This was her mother’s wedding, and it wasn’t just any wedding. It was a lavish affair, the kind of event her mother had always dreamed of, and Keri was stuck in the middle of it, feeling more out of place than ever.

By the time the rehearsal dinner rolled around, Keri’s nerves were frayed. Her mother, a slender, elegant woman who looked like she’d stepped out of a fashion magazine, had spent the entire evening making pointed comments about Keri’s weight. Did you really need that second glass of champagne? she’d whispered during the toast, her voice dripping with disapproval. That dress would look so much better if you’d just lost a few pounds.

Keri sat at the table, picking at her food, acutely aware of how tight her dress felt around her curves. Her mother was across from her, laughing with her fiancé, a wealthy man named Richard. And then there was Jeremy, Richard’s son, sitting next to Keri. He was tall, with dark hair and a smile that made her stomach flutter in a way she wasn’t ready to admit.

When her mother made yet another comment about her food choices—"Keri, are you sure you want the pasta? Maybe a salad would be better"—Jeremy had spoken up. "I think Keri looks beautiful just the way she is," he said, his voice warm and sincere, and for the first time all evening, Keri felt like she could breathe.

—

Now, at the wedding reception, she couldn’t stop thinking about him. The way he’d defended her, the way his eyes had lingered on her as they danced earlier, like he could see something no one else could. She knew it was wrong, knew she shouldn’t feel this way about her soon-to-be stepbrother, but the thoughts wouldn’t stop. She watched him across the room, laughing with a group of guests, and when he caught her eye, her heart skipped a beat.

They’d both had a few drinks by the time he approached her. "You look like you could use some fresh air," he said, his voice low and inviting.

She followed him outside, the cool night air a relief after the stifling heat of the reception hall. They leaned against the balcony, passing a cigarette back and forth in silence, the tension between them thickening with every exhale.

"You know," Jeremy said finally, his voice husky, "I meant what I said earlier. You’re… beautiful, Keri. I can’t stop thinking about you."

Her breath hitched. "Jeremy, we—we can’t—"

"Can’t what?" he interrupted, stepping closer, his body mere inches from hers. "Who cares about our parents? We’re not related. And I like you, Keri. I like curvy women. Women like you."

Before she could protest, his lips were on hers, soft and insistent, and she melted into him. His hands were in her hair, pulling her closer, and she could feel the hardness of his body against hers. When he broke the kiss, she was breathless, her heart pounding in her chest.

"Come with me," he whispered, taking her hand and leading her down the steps to the parking lot.

She didn’t resist. He opened the back door of his car, and she slid inside, the leather seats cool against her skin. He climbed in after her, the space suddenly small and intimate, the smell of his cologne filling her senses.

He unzipped his pants, and her eyes widened as he pulled out his cock, already hard and throbbing. "Touch me," he said, his voice rough with need.

She reached out tentatively, wrapping her fingers around his length. He groaned, his head falling back against the seat as she began to stroke him, her movements slow and unsure at first, but growing bolder as she felt him respond to her touch.

"Keri," he murmured, his hands tangling in her hair as he pulled her closer. "Suck me. Please."

She hesitated for only a moment before lowering her mouth to his cock, her lips closing around the tip. He hissed in pleasure, his fingers tightening in her hair as she took him deeper, her tongue swirling around his shaft. She could feel him growing harder in her mouth, could taste the saltiness of his pre-cum as she worked him, her own desire building with every moan that escaped his lips.

When he finally pulled away, his breathing heavy, she thought they were done. But then he reached for her, his hands slipping under her skirt to find the waistband of her panties. He tugged them down, and she lifted her hips to help him, her heart racing as he positioned himself between her legs. She felt the head of his cock press against her entrance, and then he was inside her, filling her completely.

"Ride me," he whispered, his hands gripping her hips as she moved on top of him, her body taking control.

She moaned as he thrust up into her, the sensation overwhelming, the pleasure building with every movement. She could feel him deep inside her, could feel every inch of him as she rode him, her own orgasm building quickly.

When she came, it was with a cry that escaped her lips before she could stop it, her body shuddering with the intensity of it. He followed soon after, his hips bucking as he spilled himself inside her, his grip on her hips almost painful. They stayed like that for a moment, both of them breathing heavily, before he finally pulled out of her, and she collapsed against his chest.

"We—we can’t tell anyone," Keri whispered, her voice trembling as reality began to set in.

"Never," Jeremy agreed, his fingers tracing patterns on her bare skin. "But that doesn’t mean we can’t do it again."

She looked up at him, her heart pounding. “Okay,” she agreed, giving him a gentle kiss.

“We’d better get back to the reception before anyone notices we're gone,” Jeremy said, zipping up his pants.

As they walked back through the parking lot, Keri couldn’t help but smile. She’d finally met someone who liked her for who she was. And if he happened to be her stepbrother, that was okay.
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Nicole adjusted the straps of her sundress, feeling the fabric cling to her curves as she walked through the grocery store. The summer heat was relentless, and she could already feel a light sheen of sweat forming on her skin.

Mark trailed behind her, his presence a comforting constant in her life. They were close—always had been—and today was no different. The family barbeque was less than an hour away, and they’d been tasked with picking up the last-minute essentials. Hot dog buns, of all things.

Who forgets the buns? Nicole thought, shaking her head with a small laugh.

As they turned down the bakery aisle, a man in his late twenties leaned against the shelf, smirking as Nicole approached. His eyes raked over her, and before she could even reach for the buns, he sneered, “Damn, girl, you sure you need those? Looks like you’ve already had enough carbs for the week.”

Nicole froze, her cheeks burning. She opened her mouth to respond, but Mark was already stepping in front of her, his presence towering over the man.

“What the hell did you just say?” Mark’s voice was low, dangerous, and the man’s smirk faltered.

“I—uh—was just joking,” the man stammered, taking a step back.

“Keep your damn mouth shut,” Mark growled, his eyes narrowing. “Apologize. Now.”

The man glanced at Nicole, his face red. “Sorry,” he muttered before scurrying away.

Nicole blinked, her heart racing. She looked up at Mark, her chest swelling with gratitude—and something else. Something she hadn’t dared to name before. Mark had always been protective of Nicole, ever since they were kids. But this… this was different.

“Thanks,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Mark’s expression softened, and he gave her a small smile. “Don’t let assholes like that get to you, okay? You’re beautiful, Nicole.”

The words hit her like a jolt of electricity. Beautiful. He’d called her beautiful.

They finished their shopping in silence, the air between them thick with unspoken tension. By the time they got back to the car, Nicole’s mind was swirling. She couldn’t keep it bottled up anymore.

“Mark…” she started, her hands gripping the steering wheel tightly as they pulled out of the parking lot.

“Yeah?” He looked over at her, his gaze intense.

“I… I have feelings for you. Like, more than just family.” The words tumbled out before she could stop them, her heart pounding in her chest.

Mark didn’t say anything at first, and Nicole’s stomach twisted. Had she made a mistake?

But then he reached over, his hand brushing against hers. “Nicole… I’ve felt the same way for a while now. I just didn’t know how to say it.”

Her breath caught, and she glanced at him, her eyes wide. “Really?”

“Really,” he confirmed, his voice steady.

The rest of the drive passed in a blur. When they got back to her house, Nicole led the way inside, her heart racing. They started putting away the groceries, but the tension between them was unbearable. She couldn’t wait any longer.

Mark was reaching for the last bag when Nicole turned to him, her chest heaving. “Mark…”

He looked at her, his eyes darkening with desire. Without a word, he stepped closer, his hand cupping her cheek.

And then he kissed her.

It was soft at first, tentative, but when Nicole melted into him, it deepened. His tongue slipped into her mouth, exploring every inch as his hands slid down her back, pulling her closer.

Nicole moaned, her fingers tangling in his hair as he pressed her against the counter. His lips moved down her neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” Mark whispered against her skin, his voice rough with need.

“Me too,” Nicole gasped, her hips arching into his.

He tugged at the straps of her sundress, pulling it down until it pooled at her feet. His hands roamed over her curves, his touch electric.

“You’re perfect,” he murmured, his lips finding hers again.

Nicole’s hands fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, desperate to feel his skin against hers. When it was finally off, she dropped to her knees, her fingers working at the waistband of his jeans.

“Nicole…” Mark groaned as she freed him from his boxers, her hand wrapping around his thick length.

She looked up at him, her eyes hooded with desire, before taking him into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around the tip, teasing him as her hand stroked the base.

“Fuck,” Mark hissed, his fingers tangling in her hair. “You’re so good at this.”

Nicole moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his cock as she took him deeper. Her free hand cupped his balls, massaging them gently as she worked him with her mouth.

When he was rock hard, Mark pulled her up, his lips crashing into hers as he guided her toward the bedroom. Clothes were shed along the way, leaving a trail of fabric behind them.

By the time they reached the bed, Nicole was trembling with need. Mark laid her down, his eyes drinking in the sight of her.

“So fucking beautiful,” he muttered before lowering his head between her legs.

His tongue flicked over her clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through her. Nicole cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth as he licked and sucked, driving her closer to the edge.

“Mark!” she moaned, her hands gripping the sheets.

He didn’t stop, his tongue working magic as he slid two fingers inside her, curling them just right. Nicole’s orgasm crashed over her, her body shaking as she came.

But Mark wasn’t done. He moved up her body, his lips capturing hers as he positioned himself at her entrance.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with desire.

Nicole nodded, her legs wrapping around his waist. “Yes. Please.”

He pushed into her slowly, filling her inch by inch until he was buried to the hilt. They both groaned, their breaths mingling as he began to move.

“You feel incredible,” Mark whispered, his hips thrusting into hers.

Nicole’s nails dug into his back as he set a steady rhythm, his cock hitting that perfect spot inside her with every stroke.

“Harder,” she begged, her voice breaking.

Mark obliged, his thrusts growing more forceful. The sound of skin against skin filled the room, mingling with their moans and gasps.

“I’m close,” Mark growled, his pace faltering.

“Me too,” Nicole panted, her toes curling as another orgasm built.

With a final thrust, they both came, their bodies shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over them. Mark collapsed on top of her, his breath hot against her skin.

For a moment, they lay there, basking in the afterglow. But then Nicole glanced at the clock on the nightstand.

“Shit,” she muttered, pushing Mark off her. “The barbeque’s going to start soon.”

They hurried to get dressed, their movements frantic as they tried to erase any evidence of what had just happened. When they were finally ready, Nicole turned to Mark, her heart racing.

“We should keep this a secret,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mark nodded, his eyes softening. “For now.”

Nicole couldn’t help but smile. She’d been so afraid that Mark would reject her, but he hadn’t. And now, she couldn’t wait to see where it would lead.
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The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the air conditioner and the occasional creak of settling wood. Cici stood in the hallway, her heart pounding so loudly she was sure it would wake the entire house. Her bare feet pressed into the cool hardwood floor as she hesitated outside Mark’s door. She hadn’t planned this. Not really. But the pull was too strong, the ache too deep to ignore any longer.

She needed him.

Ever since their parents had gotten married, Cici and Mark had been close. But slowly, Cici started noticing things about Mark—the way his eyes crinkled when he laughed, his broad shoulders, and strong biceps. She was falling in love with him, but there was no way she could tell him.

Then, they’d gone away to college. As Cici packed up and moved to the dorm, she knew she would miss seeing Mark’s handsome face every day. She tried to put him out of her mind and move on. But it was impossible. She thought about him all the time.

Now, Mark and Cici were home for spring break. And Cici had something she desperately needed to reveal before they went back to school for the next semester.

Her hand trembled as she reached for the doorknob, turning it slowly. The door opened with a soft click, and she slipped inside, her breath catching in her throat. Mark was sprawled on his bed, shirtless, the sheets tangled around his waist. The moonlight streaming through the window illuminated the muscles of his chest, the curve of his jaw, and for a moment, Cici couldn’t move. She just stared, her body humming with a mix of fear and desire.

“Mark,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

He stirred, his eyes fluttering open. When he saw her, he sat up, running a hand through his messy hair. “Cici? What are you doing here?” His voice was soft, but there was something else in it—something that made her stomach flip.

She stepped closer, her heart racing. “I… I couldn’t sleep.”

He didn’t say anything, just watched her with those dark eyes that always seemed to see right through her. She swallowed hard, her pulse quickening as she climbed onto the bed, her knees sinking into the mattress. She was so close now she could feel the heat radiating from his body.

“Mark,” she said again, her voice trembling. “I can’t stop thinking about you. I know it’s wrong, but… I don’t care anymore.”

His breath hitched, and for a moment, he just stared at her, his chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. Then, without a word, he reached out, his fingers brushing against her cheek. “Cici,” he murmured, his voice thick with something she couldn’t quite place.

That was all it took. She leaned in, her lips pressing against his in a kiss that was as desperate as it was tender. His hands slid into her hair, pulling her closer, and she melted into him, her body burning with a need she could no longer suppress. His lips were soft, but the way he kissed her was anything but gentle. It was hungry, demanding, and it sent shivers down her spine.

She didn’t resist when he pushed her back onto the bed, his body covering hers. His hands roamed her body, tugging at her shirt until it was off, tossed carelessly to the floor. Her skin prickled under his touch, every nerve ending on fire as his lips trailed down her neck, her collarbone, her chest. He took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently at first, then harder, until she was gasping, her fingers tangling in his hair.

“Mark,” she moaned, her back arching as he moved lower, kissing a path down her stomach.

His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs hooking into the waistband of her shorts. She lifted her hips, letting him pull them off, along with her panties. The cool air hit her wetness, making her shiver, but then his mouth was on her, and she couldn’t think anymore.

His tongue slid through her folds, teasing her clit with slow, deliberate strokes. She bit her lip to stifle a moan, her hands gripping the sheets as pleasure built low in her belly. He was everywhere, his hands, his mouth, his breath hot against her sensitive skin. He pressed two fingers inside her, curling them just right, and she cried out, her body trembling as he worked her to the edge.

“Oh God, Mark,” she panted, her hips rocking against his face. “Don’t stop… please don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He kept going, his tongue flicking her clit as he added a third finger, stretching her, filling her until she was writhing beneath him. The pressure inside her built, tighter and tighter, until it finally snapped, sending her spiraling into ecstasy. She came with a gasp, her body tightening around his fingers as waves of pleasure washed over her.

Mark pulled back, watching her with a hunger that made her stomach clench. He stripped off his boxers, his cock springing free, thick and hard. She licked her lips, her mouth watering at the sight of him. He was even bigger than she’d imagined, and the thought of him inside her made her ache with need.

She sat up, her hand wrapping around his shaft, feeling the weight of him in her palm. She pumped him slowly, her thumb brushing over the head, spreading the precum that had gathered there. His breath hitched, his hips jerking forward, and she smiled, leaning in to take him into her mouth.

He groaned as her lips closed around him, her tongue swirling around the tip before she took him deeper. She bobbed her head, her hand working the base of his cock as she sucked him, her moans vibrating against his skin. He tangled his fingers in her hair, guiding her, his hips thrusting gently into her mouth. She took him as deep as she could, her throat relaxing around him, her eyes watering slightly as she swallowed him down.

“Fuck, Cici,” he growled, his voice rough with desire. “You’re so fucking good at this.”

She pulled back, looking up at him through her lashes. “I want you inside me,” she said, her voice husky with need.

He didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed her back onto the bed, spreading her legs wide. He positioned himself at her entrance, the tip of his cock pressing against her wetness. She gasped as he pushed inside, her body stretching to accommodate him. He was so big, so thick, and it burned a little, but the pleasure outweighed the pain.

He moved slowly at first, letting her adjust to his size, but soon he was thrusting into her, harder and faster, his hips slapping against hers. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, her hands clutching at his back as he pounded into her. Every thrust sent a jolt of pleasure through her, her body tightening around him as he filled her completely.

“Yes, Mark,” she moaned, her nails digging into his skin. “Fuck me… please, fuck me harder.”

He obliged, his pace quickening, his cock hitting that spot inside her that made her see stars. She could feel the tension building again, her body coiling tighter and tighter until she shattered, her orgasm crashing over her in waves. She cried out, her body shaking as she came, her pussy clenching around him.

Mark groaned, his hips stuttering as he thrust into her a few more times before he stilled, his cock pulsing inside her as he came. He collapsed onto her, his breath warm against her neck as he kissed her softly.

“Cici,” he murmured, his voice filled with something she couldn’t quite place.

She clung to him, her heart racing as they lay there, tangled together. “Promise me this isn’t a mistake,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

He lifted his head, looking into her eyes. “It’s not,” he said firmly. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

“Me too,” she admitted, her cheeks flushing. “But… what do we do now?”

“We keep it a secret,” he said, his voice steady. “For now. But someday… someday we’ll be together. I promise.”

She nodded, her heart swelling with hope as she cuddled closer to him. She knew it was wrong, but it felt so right. And she couldn’t wait for the night when they could be together again.
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“I want you, Sam. God, I know it’s wrong, but I want you so much it hurts.”

The words hung in the air of his quiet apartment, a reckless confession that seemed to suck all the oxygen from the room. Jessa’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat echoing the terrifying leap of faith she’d just taken. She watched his face, every nerve ending in her body screaming, waiting for his reaction, bracing for the gentle, inevitable rejection that would shatter her.

Sam didn’t move. He just stared, his deep brown eyes—eyes so like her own—widening in pure, unadulterated shock. The silence stretched, thin and taut, and Jessa felt a hot flush of shame creep up her neck. She’d ruined everything. This connection, this incredible finding of a missing piece of herself she never knew existed, was about to be obliterated by her own uncontrollable desire.

Then, something in his expression shifted. The surprise melted, replaced by a dawning, intense heat that made her breath catch. “Jessa,” he breathed, her name a low, rough sound that was nothing like his usual calm tone. “Do you have any idea how many times I’ve stopped myself from saying the exact same thing?”

Relief, potent and dizzying, washed over her. It was all the permission she needed. She closed the small distance between them, her hands coming up to frame his face, and pressed her lips to his.

—

It all started with a confession from Jessa’s father. A few years before Jessa was born, he had an affair. The woman got pregnant. It ended badly. Jessa couldn’t believe what she was hearing. She had a brother. A brother she never even knew existed.

He was out there somewhere, and she knew she had to find him. It proved to be easier than she thought. She typed the name her father had provided into the search bar of her social media page. Sam Alvarez. Instantly, she was scrolling through photos of her long-lost brother. He lived in the same town, just a few miles away.

Her hands trembled as she typed a message. Hi! I think I might be your sister. Do you want to meet?

His response was quick. Of course, he had a lot of questions. They met for coffee, and Jessa immediately noticed how handsome and charming he was. Why does he have to be my brother? She wondered. He’s perfect.

As the weeks passed, they spent more and more time together. They had so much in common, and Jessa wished they’d met much sooner. It felt amazing to finally have a sibling. But still, Jessa found herself having thoughts that were more than sisterly. Determined to enjoy their newfound relationship, she put those thoughts out of her mind.

But then, one evening, she couldn’t hold back any longer.

—

Now, they were in Sam’s apartment, and Jessa had opened a door that couldn’t be shut.

Their lips met in a fiery kiss. A weeks-long build-up of stolen glances, lingering touches, and hushed conversations that had veered into territory far too intimate for a brother and sister. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her tightly against him, and his mouth opened to hers. The taste of him—the coffee from dinner, something uniquely him—was intoxicating. This was no longer about shared DNA or a fractured family tree; it was about heat, and need, and a desperate, clawing hunger that demanded to be fed.

He broke the kiss, his breath coming in ragged gusts against her cheek. “Are you sure about this?” he murmured, his voice thick with a desire that mirrored her own. “Once we start… there’s no going back to just being siblings.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she whispered back, her fingers tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck. “I don’t want to go back.”

That was all he needed to hear. He took her hand, his grip firm and sure, and led her from the muted light of the living room down a short hall to his bedroom. It was sparsely decorated, all clean lines and muted colors, but Jessa barely registered any of it. Her entire world had narrowed to the feel of his hand in hers and the frantic, thrilling beat of her own heart.

He stopped beside the bed and turned to face her. His eyes never left hers as his hands came up to the hem of her soft cotton top. He slowly lifted it, and she raised her arms, letting him pull it over her head and toss it aside. His knuckles brushed against the sensitive skin of her stomach, and a shiver racked her body. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of her jeans, popping the button, sliding the zipper down with a slow, deliberate hiss. He knelt, helping her step out of them, his hands sliding down her calves, taking her socks with him, leaving her standing in just her lace bra and panties.

He rose back to his full height, his gaze a physical caress as it traveled over her body. “You are so damn beautiful, Jessa,” he said, his voice full of raw wonder.

His fingers found the clasp of her bra. It gave way, and the delicate fabric loosened. He gently pulled the straps down her arms, letting the bra fall to the floor. The cool air of the room hit her bare skin, and her nipples pebbled into tight, aching points. He didn’t make her wait. He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut peak.

Jesus. A sharp, electric jolt of pleasure shot straight to her core. His tongue was warm and wet, laving her, circling her nipple before sucking it deep into the heat of his mouth. His hands came up to cup her breasts, his thumbs stroking her while he worshiped her with his mouth. She cried out, her head falling back as sensations, too intense to process, overwhelmed her. He switched to her other breast, giving it the same devoted attention, nipping and sucking until her knees felt weak and a throbbing ache built between her legs.

He stood then, his own need apparent. He stripped off his shirt, revealing a toned chest dusted with dark hair. Then his jeans and boxers followed, kicked aside in a hurry.

And God… he was huge. Thick and long and already hard, standing proud from a thatch of dark curls. A fresh pulse of desire, mixed with a tiny, thrilling spike of nervousness, shot through her.

He guided her onto the bed, the comforter soft beneath her back. He followed her down, covering her body with his, the weight of him delicious and solid. He kissed her again, deep and searching, as his hand slid down her stomach, slipped beneath the waistband of her last remaining garment, and into the wet heat waiting for him. She moaned into his mouth as his fingers found her clit, stroking her with a perfect, knowing pressure that had her bucking against his hand.

“Please, Sam,” she begged, her voice barely recognizable. “I need you. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He peeled her panties down her legs, his eyes dark with hunger as he took in the sight of her, completely bare and wanton for him. He positioned himself between her thighs, the broad head of his cock nudging at her entrance. He pushed forward, just an inch, stretching her, filling her in a way that was almost too much. She gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders.

“Okay?” he whispered, pausing, his forehead pressed to hers.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Don’t stop.”

He buried himself inside her in one long, slow, relentless thrust. A choked cry was torn from her throat. He was so big, stretching her to her limits, filling an emptiness she hadn’t even known was there. He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that quickly built into something more urgent, more primal. Each thrust sent shocks of pure pleasure radiating through her. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, filled the room, a raw and animalistic music. She met his thrusts, her hips rising to meet his, driving him deeper, deeper.

“God, Jessa,” he groaned, his voice strained. “You feel… incredible.”

He shifted then, rolling so she was on top of him. She sat up, straddling him, taking his length inside her all over again. She placed her hands on his firm chest and began to move, riding him, finding a rhythm that made her see stars. She threw her head back, her hair tumbling down her back, as she rose and fell, taking him so deep she could feel him in her soul. His hands gripped her hips, guiding her, his thumbs digging into her flesh. He sat up slightly to capture a nipple in his mouth again, sucking hard as she rode him, the dual sensations pushing her closer and closer to the edge.

Just when she felt her orgasm beginning to coil tightly within her, he stilled her. “Not yet,” he panted. He gently moved her off of him and guided her onto her hands and knees. The new position made her feel exposed, vulnerable, and utterly consumed by lust. She heard him fumble in a drawer by the bed, the snick of a cap opening.

A cool, slick trickle landed between her ass cheeks. She flinched at the sudden sensation, but his hands were on her, massaging the lube, one thumb circling her other entrance while his other hand stroked her wetness from behind.

“I want all of you, Jessa,” he murmured, his voice husky with need. “I need to feel you everywhere.”

She nodded, wordless, her body trembling with anticipation. He positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her tight ring of muscle. He pushed, slowly, inexorably, and she cried out as he breached her, an unbelievable fullness that quickly transformed into a dark, decadent pleasure. He slid all the way in, his groan of satisfaction echoing her own cries. He filled her completely, owning her.

He began to move, his thrusts into her ass deep and measured. One of his hands snaked around her hip, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing furious, perfect circles. The dual assault was too much. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shaking wave that seemed to tear her apart. She screamed his name, her body convulsing around him, milking his length.

Feeling her climax was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, his own release hot and pulsating deep inside her. He collapsed over her back, his breath hot on her neck, both of them spent and trembling.

They stayed like that for a long moment, until he gently pulled out and gathered her into his arms, turning them so they lay side-by-side on the tangled sheets. The silence now was comfortable, filled only with the sound of their slowing breaths. Jessa rested her head on his chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of his heart. The scent of their sex hung heavy in the air, a permanent marker on the moment.

She traced a pattern on his damp skin, the reality of what they’d just done finally settling over her. I just had sex with my brother. The thought should have horrified her. It should have sent her scrambling from the bed in a panic of regret.

Instead, a slow, sated smile touched her lips. She tilted her head up to look at him. “We can’t tell anyone. Ever.”

He brushed a sweat-damp strand of hair from her forehead, his expression serious but his eyes soft. “No one will ever know. This is just for us.” He kissed her, softly this time, a promise.13 -
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The lock clicked open, and Carrie pushed the heavy front door closed with her hip, letting the silence of the empty house wash over her. Another long shift at the cafe, another evening spent deliberately avoiding the one person she ached to see. Her shoulders slumped with a fatigue that had nothing to do with carrying trays.

A floorboard creaked behind her.

She spun around, her heart leaping into her throat. Joey leaned against the doorway to the living room, his arms crossed over his chest. The setting sun through the window haloed his broad frame, casting his face in shadow.

“You’re home late,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the quiet foyer.

“Joey. You scared me.” She clutched her bag tighter, a flimsy shield. “Yeah, just… busy. Inventory.”

He pushed off the doorframe, taking a step closer. The air between them crackled, thick and heavy. “Inventory on a Tuesday night? You’ve been busy a lot lately. For weeks.”

“College prep. You know. Lots to do.” The excuses were ash in her mouth. She tried to move past him, toward the stairs, toward the safety of her room and the journal where she poured out all the things she could never say.

He moved, a quick, fluid step, blocking her path. His proximity was a physical heat. “Stop lying to me, Carrie.”

Her defensiveness flared, hot and immediate. “I’m not lying. I’m just… busy. God, do you need a written report on my schedule?” The irony of the question would have choked her if she’d let it.

“I read your journal.”

The world tilted. The air vanished from her lungs. No. No, he didn’t. Her private, desperate, shameful thoughts. The leather-bound book she hid under the loose floorboard beneath her bed. Her face flamed, then went ice-cold. Rage, white-hot and humiliated, surged through her veins.

“You did what?” The words were a venomous whisper. “You read my… you had no right! No right, Joey!” She shoved at his chest, but it was like pushing a mountain. He didn’t budge.

He caught her wrists, his grip firm but not painful. His eyes, usually so light and teasing, were dark and deadly serious. “I had every right. You disappeared on me. You were pulling away and I didn’t know why. I found the book by accident, but I read it on purpose. I had to know the truth.”

“That was private!” she spat, trying to wrestle free, her body trembling with a confusing cocktail of fury and utter exposure.

“I love you, Joey.” he said, his voice dropping, repeating the words she’d scrawled on a tear-stained page. “It’s wrong and I’m sick for wanting my stepbrother, but I can’t stop thinking about you. That’s what you wrote.”

All the fight drained out of her instantly, leaving her weak and bare. She went limp in his grasp, tears welling in her eyes. He knew. He knew her deepest, most forbidden secret.

“Carrie,” he murmured, his thumb stroking the inside of her wrist, feeling her frantic pulse. “Look at me.”

She couldn’t. The shame was a living thing, coiling in her stomach.

“Look at me.”

She forced her gaze up to meet his. The anger in his eyes was gone, replaced by an intensity that stole what little breath she had left.

“I feel the same way,” he said, the words simple, final, and earth-shattering.

The last of her resistance melted. The confession hung between them, a bridge across an abyss they’d both been staring into for months. Without another thought, without a single word, she closed the small distance between them and crushed her lips to his.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a collision, a release of months of pent-up longing and fear. His hands released her wrists to cup her face, tilting her head as he kissed her back with a ferocity that matched her own. His mouth was hot and desperate, his tongue sweeping past her lips to taste her, to claim her. A low moan escaped her throat, swallowed by his kiss.

He broke away, both of them breathing heavily. His eyes were blazing. “Your room or mine?”

“Yours,” she breathed. “Hurry.”

He grabbed her hand and practically pulled her up the stairs, not letting go until they spilled into his bedroom. The door slammed shut behind them, the sound echoing in the charged silence. His hands were on her immediately, pushing her lightweight jacket from her shoulders. It pooled on the floor. His fingers, clumsy with need, found the hem of her shirt and tugged it over her head.

She stood before him in just her jeans and a simple lace bra, her skin pebbling in the cool air. His gaze raked over her, hot and hungry, and she’d never felt more beautiful, more desired.

“God, Carrie,” he groaned, reaching behind her to unclasp her bra. It fell away, and his warm, calloused palms covered her breasts, his thumbs circling her nipples until they were hard, aching peaks. She arched into his touch, a helpless sound catching in her throat.

He lowered his head, his mouth closing over one taut peak. The warmth, the wetness of his mouth, the gentle scrape of his teeth—it sent a jolt of pure electricity straight to her core. She tangled her fingers in his hair, holding him to her as he worshiped her breasts, laving one then the other until she was trembling, her knees weak.

He urged her backward until her legs hit the edge of his bed. With a look of raw hunger, he unbuttoned her jeans, peeling them and her panties down her legs in one swift motion. She stepped out of them, now completely naked and exposed under his searing gaze. He laid her back on the comforter, her skin cool against the fabric.

He didn’t join her. Instead, he knelt on the floor at the edge of the bed, his hands running up the inside of her thighs, pushing them apart. She was laid bare for him, utterly vulnerable. She expected him to move, to get undressed, to take her. But he just looked, his eyes dark with awe.

“So beautiful,” he whispered, and then he lowered his mouth to her.

The first brush of his tongue against her core made her jerk, a cry tearing from her lips. It was so much more intense than she’d ever imagined. He didn’t just kiss her there; he devoured her. His tongue was a wicked, clever thing, licking a slow, torturous path through her wetness before circling the sensitive bundle of nerves that was the center of her universe. Her hips came off the bed of their own accord, seeking more pressure, more friction.

He held her hips down, pinning her as he feasted on her. He licked and sucked, his rhythm building, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her. The coil of pleasure in her belly tightened unbearably. Her world narrowed to the feeling of his mouth on her, the scent of her own arousal, the sound of his eager hunger. She was crying out, a litany of his name and incoherent pleas, her fingers gripping the comforter as the pressure built to a terrifying peak.

And then he pushed two fingers inside her, curling them, and she shattered.

The orgasm ripped through her, blinding and absolute. Waves of pleasure radiated out from her core, wracking her body with convulsions. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound of release, as he gently drew out her climax with soft, lapping strokes until she was a boneless, trembling mess.

Before she could even come down, he was stripping off his own clothes. His shirt went flying, revealing the hard planes of his chest and stomach, the muscles she’d secretly admired for years. He kicked off his jeans and boxers, and her breath hitched. He was fully erect, his length thick and straining, more impressive than any fantasy she’d ever had.

He crawled onto the bed, covering her body with his. The feel of his hot, naked skin against hers was a new kind of bliss. She reached between them, wrapping her hand around him. He was velvet over steel, and he hissed through his teeth at her touch.

“My turn,” she murmured, guiding him toward her mouth.

He hesitated for a fraction of a second before shifting, kneeling beside her head. She turned, taking him into her mouth. She tasted herself on him, a musky, intimate flavor that sent a fresh thrill through her. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the vein on the underside before taking him deeper, sucking gently. His groans were the most beautiful music she’d ever heard. His hands fisted in her hair, not forcing, but guiding, as she learned his rhythm.

“Carrie… God… I’m not going to last,” he choked out.

She released him with a soft pop, lying back, her eyes glazed with want. “Then don’t. I need you inside me. Now.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself between her legs, the blunt head of his cock pressing against her soaked entrance. He looked into her eyes, a question in his.

“Yes,” she begged, arching her hips. “Please, Joey.”

He pushed inside her in one long, slow, breathtaking thrust. She cried out at the fullness, the slight stretch, the utter rightness of it. He filled her completely, his hips flush against hers. He held still for a moment, letting her adjust, his forehead resting against hers, their ragged breaths mingling.

Then he began to move.

It started slow, deep strokes that made her see stars. But the slow burn quickly ignited into an inferno. His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper, driving her up the bed. Each snap of his hips was a jolt of pure, undiluted pleasure. The sound of their bodies meeting, skin slapping against skin, was obscene and exhilarating.

“You feel… so fucking good,” he grunted, his voice strained. “So tight. All mine.”

She could only moan in agreement, her nails digging into the hard muscles of his back. He shifted, hooking her legs over his shoulders, and the new angle made her scream. He was hitting a spot deep inside her that made her vision blur. The room was a haze of sensation—the smell of sex, the feel of his sweat-slicked skin, the guttural sounds tearing from his throat.

“I want to be on top,” she gasped.

In an instant, he rolled them over, never slipping out of her. She straddled him, sitting up, taking his length even deeper. She braced her hands on his chest, riding him with a frantic, desperate rhythm. She was in control now, setting the pace, chasing her second climax. She watched his face, watched his eyes darken with pleasure, watched him bite his lip as she bounced on his cock.

The sight of him beneath her, the feel of him filling her, the friction against her clit with every downward stroke—it was too much. The tension coiled again, tighter and fiercer than before. Her movements became more frantic, less controlled.

“Joey… I’m gonna… I’m…”

“Let go, Carrie,” he commanded, his hands gripping her hips, helping her move. “Cum for me.”

The command, his touch, the feel of him—it was the final push she needed. Her orgasm exploded through her, a violent, shattering convulsion that tore a scream from her lungs. She clenched around him, milking him, her body shaking uncontrollably.

The feel of her pulsing around him was his undoing. With a guttural roar, he thrust up into her one last time, his own release surging hot and deep inside her. She collapsed onto his chest, spent and shuddering, feeling the wild hammering of his heart against her own.

They lay like that for a long time, tangled together, sticky and breathless. The reality of what they’d done began to seep through the post-coital haze. The wrongness of it. The complexity.

She lifted her head, looking down at him. The confusion must have been plain on her face.

“Don’t,” he said softly, brushing a strand of hair from her damp forehead. “Don’t think yet. Just feel.”

“How can we…” she started, her voice barely a whisper. “After I leave…?”

He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking her skin. “We’ll make it work. We have to.”

15 - HER STEPBROTHER’S FREAKY PHOTO ALBUM

MF / Taboo / Kissing / Nipple Play / Blowjob / Cunnilingus / PIV Sex / Anal

The borrowed laptop hummed softly on Annabelle’s knees, a familiar weight. She clicked through Nate’s photo library, a digital album of their blended family’s last few years—birthdays, holidays, a trip to the coast. She was looking for a specific picture from that beach trip, the one where a seagull had stolen her sandwich. Her finger paused over the trackpad.

This folder was different. Not labeled ‘Vacation’ or ‘Mom’s Birthday’. It was just a string of numbers.

Curiosity, a sudden and electric impulse, made her double-click.

Her breath hitched. The screen filled with a high-resolution image of her stepbrother, Nate, sprawled naked on a rumpled hotel bed. He wasn’t alone. A woman with dark hair was draped over his chest, her back to the camera, his hand possessively on her bare hip. He was looking right at the lens, a confident, almost challenging smirk on his face.

Annabelle’s pulse hammered in her ears. This is wrong. Close it. Close it now. Her moral compass screamed, but her body didn’t listen. Her finger slid on the trackpad, clicking to the next photo.

Another woman. This one was on her knees before him, her lips wrapped around the thick, impressive length of his erect cock. His head was thrown back, muscles in his neck corded with pleasure.

Oh, god. Heat flooded Annabelle’s core, a sudden, shocking wetness between her thighs. She’d never… she’d never seen him like this. He was just Nate. Her stepbrother. The guy who borrowed her charger and teased her about her taste in movies. But this… this was a different person. A man. A man who was clearly very experienced, very desired. Her skin felt too tight, her breathing shallow. She clicked again.

Another. And another. A gallery of anonymous women and one very familiar, very naked man. Each image was a lesson in his sexuality, a testament to a side of him she never knew existed. A coil of heat, tight and demanding, twisted low in her belly. She was mesmerized, horrified, and utterly, completely aroused.

The soft click of the apartment’s front door opening barely registered.

“Annie? You still here? I forgot my—” Nate’s voice cut off abruptly.

Annabelle’s head snapped up. He stood frozen in the doorway to the living room, his keys dangling from his hand, his gaze locked on the screen she was too stunned to hide. Time slowed. She fumbled for the laptop, a frantic, guilty motion, and slammed it shut. The sound was like a gunshot in the silent room.

The air thickened, charged with a tension she could taste. Nate didn’t move. He just stared at the closed laptop, then at her burning face.

A slow, dangerous smile spread across his lips. It wasn’t his usual easy grin. This was the smile from the photographs. “Annabelle,” he said, his voice a low rumble that vibrated straight through her. “Did you like what you saw?”

Denials piled up on her tongue. It was an accident. I was looking for the beach photos. But the ache between her legs, the flush on her skin, they were betrayals. She couldn’t lie. Her voice was a shaky whisper. “Yes.”

He took a step into the room. Then another. He moved with a predator’s grace she’d never noticed before. He stopped just in front of her chair, looking down at her. “I’ve thought about you,” he admitted, the confession rough and raw. “So many times. Wondering what you’d look like… what you’d feel like.”

Her world tilted. He’d thought about her? The admission shattered the last of her resistance. This wasn’t just her secret shame anymore. It was theirs.

He cupped her face, his thumb stroking her cheek. “Tell me to stop, Annie. Tell me now, or I’m going to kiss you.”

She couldn’t speak. She could only give a tiny, almost imperceptible shake of her head. Don’t stop.

That was all the permission he needed.

He leaned down, and his mouth captured hers. It wasn’t a tentative, exploring kiss. It was deep and hungry, all claiming tongue and possessive pressure. It tasted of mint and desire and forbidden heat. A small, desperate sound escaped her throat as her hands came up, tangling in the soft fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breathing ragged. “The bedroom. Now.” He took her hand, his grip firm, and led her down the short hall without another word. The world had narrowed to this path, to the feel of his hand in hers.

Inside his room, he turned to her. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with want. “I’ve wanted to unwrap you for years,” he murmured, his fingers going to the hem of her soft cotton top. He lifted it slowly over her head, tossing it aside. His calloused thumbs brushed over the sensitive skin of her stomach, making her shiver. He reached behind her, his fingers deft and sure, and her bra came undone. It fell away.

His gaze dropped to her breasts. “Fuck, Annie. You’re perfect.”

He lowered his head, and his hot mouth closed over one taut nipple. He suckled deeply, his tongue laving the peak until she cried out, her knees buckling. He held her upright, switching to her other breast, giving it the same lavish attention. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pleasure that shot straight to her core, making her clench around nothing.

His hands went to the button of her jeans, popping it open, dragging the denim and her panties down her legs in one smooth motion. She stood naked before him, exposed and trembling. He took a moment, his eyes raking over her from head to toe, a look of pure, unadulterated hunger on his face. Then he undressed, shucking his clothes with an efficiency that left her breathless.

And there he was. Fully erect. He was thick and long, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. The photos hadn’t done him justice. Not even close. A primal need overtook her. She sank to her knees on the carpet, her hands on his lean hips.

Looking up at him, she opened her mouth and took him in.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound, as her lips stretched around his girth. She swirled her tongue over the slick head, tasting the distinct, musky flavor of him. She took him deeper, using her hand to stroke what she couldn’t fit, setting a rhythm that had his fingers tightening in her hair.

“Your mouth… god, Annabelle, just like that.”

He gently fucked her face, holding her head as he guided himself in and out. The power of it, the submission, sent another fierce throb of need through her.

He pulled her up, his kisses messy and urgent, and laid her back on the bed. He knelt between her legs, spreading her wide. He didn’t enter her. Instead, he lowered his mouth to her core.

His tongue was a wicked, clever thing. He licked a slow, torturous path through her soaked folds, finding her clit and circling it with a precision that made her back arch off the mattress. She was gasping, writhing, her hands clutching at the comforter. Just when she was hovering on the edge, he plunged two fingers inside her, curling them upward.

She cried out, the dual sensation of his tongue and his fingers almost too much. Then his thumb found her other hole, circling the tight, untouched rosette. She gasped at the unfamiliar sensation. He pressed gently, a promise of what was to come, as his tongue continued its relentless assault on her clit. The pressure built, coiling tighter and tighter until it shattered. Her orgasm ripped through her, a silent, blinding wave that left her shaking and breathless.

Before she could recover, he was moving her, turning her onto her hands and knees. He positioned himself behind her. The broad head of his cock pressed against her soaked entrance, and with one powerful thrust, he was inside her, filling her completely. He set a relentless pace, each drive of his hips pushing a moan from her lips. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room.

He leaned over her, his chest to her back, and his hand snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again, stroking in time with his thrusts. “You feel… incredible… so tight for me,” he growled in her ear.

Another climax began to build, deeper this time. He reached over to the nightstand, fumbling for a moment before returning with a small bottle of lube. The cool liquid shocked her heated skin as he slicked his fingers and pressed one against her asshole. She tensed for a second, then forced herself to relax as he worked the tip inside, stretching her gently.

He replaced his finger with the head of his cock, pressing against that impossibly tight ring of muscle. “Breathe, Annie,” he commanded, his voice strained. She exhaled, and he pushed, a slow, inexorable invasion that burned for a moment before giving way to a feeling of being utterly, completely filled. He was in her ass, every inch of him.

He began to move, a slow, deep rhythm that was entirely new. The feeling was overwhelming, a friction so intense it bordered on pain but was pure, unadulterated pleasure. Each thrust rubbed against the sensitive inner walls of her pussy through the thin membrane separating them. She was moaning, helpless, completely lost in the sensation of being taken so completely.

He gripped her hips, his pace increasing, pounding into her with a raw, animalistic need. She could feel her own climax coiling again, tighter and hotter than before. “Nate… I’m… I’m going to…”

“Come for me,” he grunted, his own control fraying. “Squeeze my cock with that perfect ass.”

It was the permission she needed. Her orgasm erupted, a seismic event that clenched around him, her ass muscles milking his length. The intense, rhythmic pulsing pushed him over the edge. With a guttural roar, he buried himself to the hilt, and she felt the hot, sudden flood of his release filling her. He held himself there, shuddering, as the last waves of her own pleasure reverberated through her.

They collapsed together onto the sweat-slicked sheets, a tangled mess of limbs. His arms wrapped around her, pulling her back against his chest. The only sound was their ragged breathing slowly returning to normal. He nuzzled her hair.

“No one can ever know,” she whispered into the dark, the reality of what they’d done crashing down around them. “It would destroy everything.”

His arms tightened around her. “I know.” A beat of silence. Then, his voice was a low, promising rumble against her ear. “But I hope we can do it again.”
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“We’re lost, Hank. I’m so scared.” Angie’s voice was a fragile whisper, swallowed by the immense, silent trees.

Hank’s arms tightened around her, his body a solid, warm wall against her back. “I’ve got you, Angie. Just breathe. I’m not going to let anything happen to you.”

She turned in his embrace, her eyes glistening with unshed tears, finding his in the dimming light. The fear was a live wire in her chest, but beneath it, something else—something she’d carried for years—thrummed even louder. “Hank…”

“Yeah?”

“There’s something I have to say. In case… in case we don’t get out of here.”

He brushed a stray strand of hair from her cheek, his calloused thumb lingering on her skin. “You can tell me anything.”

She took a shaky breath. “I think about you. All the time. It’s… it’s more than just being stepsiblings.” The confession hung in the cool air, a terrifying and liberating truth. “I’m in love with you, Hank. I have been for years.”

For a heart-stopping moment, he was silent. Then, a slow, devastating smile spread across his face. “Angie,” he murmured, his voice rough. “You have no idea how long I’ve waited to hear you say that.” His hand cupped her jaw. “I’ve been going out of my damn mind wanting you.”

And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative exploration. It was a claiming. His lips were firm and insistent, parting hers with a desperate hunger that made her knees buckle. She met his intensity with her own, her hands flying up to grip his shoulders, anchoring herself to the raw reality of his kiss. The taste of him—wild and faintly of the peppermint gum he always chewed—was intoxicating. The fear of being lost evaporated, replaced by the dizzying, all-consuming heat of his mouth on hers.

When they finally broke apart, gasping for air, a new kind of electricity crackled between them. Hank’s eyes were dark, his pupils blown wide with desire. Angie didn’t hesitate. Her fingers, trembling not from fear but from need, went to the button of his jeans. She popped it open, then slowly dragged the zipper down.

The sound was obscenely loud in the forest quiet.

She sank to her knees on the soft bed of pine needles, her eyes locked on his. The thick, musky scent of him filled her senses as she freed his erection. He was already fully hard, velvety smooth and hot against her palm. She heard his sharp intake of breath as she leaned forward, her tongue tracing a slow, wet path from base to tip.

“Fuck, Angie,” he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair.

She took him into her mouth, slowly, savoring the weight and feel of him on her tongue. She explored him with a devotion that bordered on worship, her head bobbing in a rhythm that soon had him cursing softly, his hips giving tiny, involuntary thrusts. She loved the sounds he made, the way his grip on her hair tightened just shy of pain, the salty taste of him as he grew even harder. She was lost in him, in the power of giving him this pleasure.

With a growl, he gently pulled her up. “My turn,” he breathed against her lips.

His hands were at her clothes, urgent but not rushed. He peeled her light jacket from her shoulders, then lifted her shirt over her head, leaving her in only a simple lace bra. The cool air pebbled her skin, but his gaze was like fire. He unhooked her bra with a practiced ease that made her gasp, and it fell away.

His eyes drank her in. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, before lowering his head to her breast.

His mouth was hot and wet around her nipple, his tongue circling, flicking, then sucking deeply. A sharp, exquisite jolt of pleasure shot straight to her core, and she cried out, her head falling back. He lavished attention on one breast, then the other, until she was writhing against him, her fingers clawing at his back.

He guided her backward until the rough bark of a massive pine tree pressed against her bare back. He knelt before her, his hands sliding her hiking pants and panties down her legs in one smooth motion. He kissed the inside of her thigh, his stubble a delicious abrasion against her sensitive skin. She was completely exposed to him, to the forest, her heart hammering against her ribs.

And then his mouth was on her.

A low, guttural moan was torn from her throat. His tongue was a flat, relentless pressure against her clit, circling, teasing, before delving into her core. He ate her with a starved intensity, one hand gripping her hip to hold her steady, the other finding her breast, pinching her nipple in time with the thrusts of his tongue. The dual sensations were overwhelming. Pleasure built, a tight, coiling spring deep inside her. She could feel the rough tree bark against her back, smell the damp earth and his own scent, hear the wet, hungry sounds he made as he devoured her.

“Hank… I’m going to…” she panted, her climax rushing toward her, inevitable and terrifying.

He didn’t let up. He drove her over the edge with his mouth and fingers, and she came with a shattered cry, her body convulsing against his face, her vision whiting out.

Before the last tremor had even subsided, he was on his feet, turning her around. “Brace yourself,” he commanded, his voice hoarse.

She leaned forward, her palms flat against the rough tree, her body still humming from her orgasm. She felt the broad head of his cock press against her entrance. He pushed inside her with one long, slow, excruciatingly perfect thrust.

She gasped at the fullness, the stretch. He was so deep. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, both of them trembling. Then he began to move.

His thrusts were slow and deep at first, each one a deliberate, soul-shaking possession. But soon, the pace quickened. The slick, wet sound of their bodies meeting filled the air, a primal rhythm underscored by their ragged breathing and her soft, continuous moans. He gripped her hips, pulling her back onto him with every drive forward.

“You feel… unbelievable,” he grunted into her ear, his breath hot. “So fucking tight.”

She was mindless with pleasure, every nerve ending alight. Each thrust sent a new wave of ecstasy crashing through her. She could feel the sweat on his skin against her back, the powerful muscles of his thighs driving into her. She was completely his, taken in the most raw and elemental way.

The tension began to coil inside her again, tighter and hotter than before. “Hank, I’m… I’m going to come again,” she cried out.

Her words tipped him over the edge. His rhythm became frantic, his thrusts losing all finesse, becoming pure, desperate need. With a guttural roar, he slammed into her one final time, his body shuddering as he poured himself into her. The feeling of his hot release pulsing inside her triggered her own second, shattering climax. Her inner muscles clenched around him, milking every last drop from him as she cried out his name into the silent trees.

They stayed like that for a long moment, slumped against the tree, spent and breathing heavily. Finally, he softened and slipped out of her. He turned her around and held her, his lips against her forehead.

“We can’t tell anyone,” he whispered, his voice laced with regret and wonder. “This has to be our secret.”

“Our secret,” she agreed, her voice dreamy, her body still humming.

Suddenly, distant voices cut through the stillness. “Hank! Angie!”

They froze. Their parents. A park ranger.

They scrambled frantically, pulling on clothes, trying to smooth their hair, their frantic movements a stark contrast to the languid intimacy of moments before.

“We’re here!” Hank called out, his voice miraculously steady.

As their rescuers broke through the tree line, their faces etched with worry, Angie offered a contrite smile. “We’re so sorry. We took a wrong turn.”

But as her mother hugged her, all Angie could feel was the delicious, secret throb between her legs, a thrilling promise of what was to come.
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“Tell me you feel it too,” he breathed against her mouth, his voice a low, desperate rumble that vibrated through her entire body.

Mya’s answer was a soft, whimpering moan as she crushed her lips back to his, the last of her resolve dissolving in the chlorinated water surrounding them. The thought, ‘This is Arnold, my future stepbrother,’ flickered through her mind, a distant warning siren utterly drowned out by the roaring need coursing through her veins.

—

It had started just hours before, a tense cross-country flight fueled by righteous indignation. Her father’s phone call had been a shock.

“Mya, sweetheart, wonderful news! I’ve met someone. Her name is Alexis. We’re getting married.”

The words had felt like a physical blow. Married? To a woman he’d just met? Her father, a kind but notoriously naive tech millionaire, was a prime target for a gold digger. Mya’s protective instincts had launched into overdrive. She booked the first flight to his sprawling California estate, her mind racing with scenarios of a cunning, calculating woman tricking her kindly father.

Arriving at the pristine, sun-drenched villa, her suspicions had only intensified. Alexis was stunning, polished, with a warm smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes, at least not in Mya’s judgmental view. And then there was Arnold. Alexis’s son.

The moment she saw him, a jolt, hot and unwelcome, had shot straight down her spine. He was… magnificent. Tall, with sun-streaked brown hair and eyes the color of the ocean just beyond the property. He had a quiet confidence, a relaxed posture that suggested he was completely at home in his own skin. Mya had immediately bundled that initial attraction into a tight ball of resentment and shoved it down deep. Off-limits. Complicated. Suspicious.

Her father and Alexis had left for a pre-wedding dress shopping appointment, the air thick with their blissful ignorance, leaving Mya alone with the one person she’d sworn to dislike.

“So,” Arnold had said, leaning against the kitchen island. “You think my mom is after your dad’s money.”

Mya had been taken aback by his bluntness. She’d expected defensiveness, not… this.

“The thought had crossed my mind,” she admitted, crossing her arms. “It’s a little fast, don’t you think?”

A slow, utterly captivating smile had spread across his face. “I was about to say the same thing about your dad. My mom’s a romantic. She gets swept away. I just don’t want her heart broken.”

The common ground was unexpected, a truce forming not in shared approval, but in shared concern. They’d moved to the pool, the tension between them shifting, transforming from familial suspicion into something far more primal.

And then he’d flirted. A comment about her swimsuit. A playful splash. The electric charge in the air became unbearable. And she’d snapped. She’d closed the distance between them in the water and kissed him.

—

Now, pressed against the pool wall, his body solid and real against hers, every coherent thought vanished. His hands were everywhere, one tangling in her wet hair, the other splayed against the small of her back, pulling her hips flush against the hard evidence of his desire straining against his swim trunks. The cool water lapped at their heated skin, a shocking contrast to the fire building within.

He broke the kiss, his lips trailing down her neck, nipping and sucking at the sensitive skin there. A gasp ripped from her throat, echoing across the water. ”Arnold…”

“I’ve been imagining this since you walked in the door,” he murmured, his voice husky. His hand slid from her back, over the curve of her hip, and down. His fingers dipped beneath the tight leg of her bikini bottom, finding her core with an unerring accuracy that made her knees buckle.

He held her up easily, his touch exploratory, then deliberate. One finger, then two, slid inside her, and Mya’s head fell back with a cry. The water muffled nothing; every slick sound, every hitched breath, was excruciatingly loud to her. He worked her with a slow, torturous rhythm, his thumb circling the aching nub at her center. The world narrowed to the feeling of his clever fingers and the rough texture of the pool wall against her back.

“You’re so wet for me,” he growled into her ear. “So perfect.”

Desperate to touch him, to feel his own need, her hand plunged beneath the water’s surface. She fumbled with the waistband of his trunks before sliding her hand inside. He was thick and hard, velvet over steel. She wrapped her fingers around him, pumping slowly, matching the rhythm he was setting inside her. His answering groan was the most satisfying sound she’d ever heard.

“Not here,” he rasped, his breathing ragged.

He took her hand and led her, dripping, from the pool. Water streamed off their bodies onto the sun-warmed patio tiles. The air felt superheated against her wet skin. Without a word, his eyes dark with hunger, he lowered himself onto a wide lounge chair, his erection jutting proudly from his opened trunks.

Mya didn’t hesitate. She followed him down, dropping to her knees between his legs. She leaned forward, her hair brushing his thighs, and took the head of his cock into her mouth. He tasted of clean skin and pool water. She swirled her tongue, savoring the saltiness of him, the way he jerked beneath her touch. She took him deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate his length, one hand working the base. His groans were a continuous, desperate soundtrack, his hands fisting in the lounge chair fabric.

“Mya… god, your mouth…”

She reveled in the power, in the raw, unfiltered pleasure she was giving him. But she needed more. She needed him inside her. Now.

She released him with a soft pop and rose up, straddling his hips. Her own bikini bottom was a nuisance; she tugged it aside, the material digging into her skin. She positioned herself above him, her eyes locked on his. The tip of him pressed against her entrance, a promise of bliss. She sank down in one slow, breathtaking motion, a deep, guttural moan tearing from both of them as he filled her completely.

For a moment, she just stayed there, impaled, feeling the extraordinary stretch, the perfect fit. Then she began to move, rocking her hips, setting a slow, deep rhythm. His hands came up to grip her waist, his thumbs digging into her hip bones, guiding her, helping her find a pace that made her see stars. Her hands braced on his solid chest, her head thrown back as she rode him, the pace quickening.

The coil of pleasure in her abdomen wound tighter and tighter, a live wire sparking with every thrust. Her breaths came in sharp, frantic gasps. She was close, so close. He sat up slightly, capturing one of her nipples through the thin fabric of her bikini top with his mouth, sucking hard. The dual sensation was her undoing.

The orgasm ripped through her without warning, a seismic wave of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that made her cry out, her inner walls clenching around him in rapid, pulsating waves. Her body convulsed, milking him, pushing him over the edge right after her.

His own release was a hoarse shout, his grip on her hips becoming almost painful as he emptied himself deep inside her, his body shuddering beneath hers. She collapsed forward onto his chest, spent, their sweat-slicked skin sticking together. The only sounds were their ragged, slowing breaths and the gentle hum of the pool filter.

After a long moment, he brushed damp hair from her forehead. “So much for not liking me,” he whispered, a trace of humor in his voice.

Mya let out a breathless, incredulous laugh, the reality of what they’d just done—and who they were—crashing down around her. The confusion was there, a nagging whisper at the back of her blissed-out mind, but it was no match for the languid, sated warmth spreading through her limbs.

“This… this has to be our secret,” she murmured against his chest, feeling the strong, steady beat of his heart. “For now.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Our secret.”

She lifted her head, meeting his gaze, a new, thrilling anticipation already beginning to spark.
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“Tell me you want this, Aimee.”

His voice was a low growl against her ear, a stark contrast to the distant, muffled thump of wedding music. His hands, strong and sure, gripped her hips, pressing her against the cool, unyielding metal of the luxury sedan.

“Yes,” she gasped, the word tearing from her throat as his teeth grazed her lobe. “God, yes, Kenneth.”

It was a madness, a delicious, terrifying madness that had started hours ago, days ago, the first moment she saw him.

—

It began over seared scallops and an expensive Sauvignon Blanc. Her mother, radiant and flustered, had patted the empty chair beside her. “Aimee, sweetheart, this is Joe. And this,” she’d said, her voice lifting with a new, girlish excitement, “is his son, Kenneth.”

Aimee had mumbled a polite hello to Joe, a kindly-faced man with a warm smile. But her eyes, against her will, had snagged on Kenneth. He was older than her, maybe by five or six years, with the kind of rugged, confident ease she’d only ever seen in movies. His smile was a flash of white, his gaze direct and unsettlingly perceptive. When his fingers brushed hers in a handshake, a jolt, hot and entirely inappropriate, shot straight up her arm.

Don’t be ridiculous, she’d chastised herself, focusing intently on the menu. He’s going to be your stepbrother.

But throughout dinner, he was… impossible to ignore. He was witty, drawing laughter from her mother and his father with sharp, playful jokes. But his attention, again and again, returned to Aimee. He asked about her career in graphic design, his questions insightful, not just polite small talk. He listened, his head cocked, his eyes holding hers a beat too long. A subtle brush of his foot against hers under the table could have been an accident. The second time, and the third, felt like a deliberate, secret message.

The wedding day was a blur of chiffon and champagne flutes. Aimee stood as her mother’s maid of honor, reciting her lines, smiling for photos, all while her blood hummed with a single, traitorous thought: Kenneth.

He stood across the altar, his broad shoulders filling out his tailored suit impeccably. Every time she glanced his way, she found his eyes already on her, a faint, unreadable smile playing on his lips. It was a game, a silent, electric current arcing between them in a room full of celebrating strangers and family.

At the reception, the current became a live wire. He found her near the bar, a fresh glass of champagne in her hand, the alcohol blurring the sharp edges of her inhibition.

“Escaping the well-wishers?” he asked, his voice a low hum that vibrated deep in her core.

“Something like that,” she said, her own voice breathier than she intended.

He leaned in, close enough for her to smell his clean, spicy cologne mixed with the scent of whiskey. “You’ve been driving me crazy all day in that dress.”

The directness, the raw hunger in his tone, shattered her last pretense of propriety. The champagne courage surged. “The feeling is… mutual,” she whispered, the words feeling both dangerous and liberating.

His eyes darkened. Without another word, he took her hand, his grip firm and certain. He led her through a side door, out into the balmy evening air of the parking lot, away from the music and the lights, into the shadowy canyon between two parked cars.

And then his mouth was on hers.

It wasn’t a tentative, getting-to-know-you kiss. It was a conquest. A claiming. His lips were demanding, his tongue sweeping into her mouth with a raw urgency that made her knees weak. She kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands fisting in the lapels of his expensive suit jacket, pulling him closer.

He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “I’ve wanted to do that since I saw you nervously rearranging your silverware at dinner.”

Before she could respond, his hands were at his belt, the quiet clink of the buckle loud in the silence. He freed himself, and her breath hitched. He was thick and hard, the pale length of him standing proud in the dim light. The sight sent a fresh, slick heat pooling between her legs.

Wordlessly, her desire overriding all coherent thought, she sank to her knees on the cool asphalt. The rough texture bit faintly through her nylons. She looked up at him, at his hooded, intense gaze, before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth.

He groaned, a deep, guttural sound of pure pleasure. His hand came to rest on the back of her head, not forcing, but guiding. She explored him with her tongue, tracing the velvety head, loving the way his hips gave a tiny, involuntary jerk. She took him deeper, her own arousal spiking as she heard his breathing grow more ragged, felt the muscles in his thighs tremble. The taste of him, musky and male, was intoxicating.

“Fuck, Aimee…” he breathed.

Suddenly, he was pulling her up, turning her, pressing her front against the cool passenger door of the car. His hands gathered the delicate fabric of her dress, pushing it up around her waist. The night air kissed the exposed skin of her thighs, her backside. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties and sheer stockings, dragging them down to her knees in one swift, decisive motion.

Then his mouth was on her again, but lower. His tongue, so skilled and demanding on her mouth, now lavished attention on her most sensitive flesh. He licked a slow, torturous stripe through her slick folds, and Aimee cried out, her forehead pressing against the car window. He circled her clit with the very tip of his tongue, a teasing, maddening pressure that had her grinding back against his face. He slipped two fingers inside her, crooking them, finding a spot that made her see stars as his mouth continued its relentless, devouring work. Her orgasm built fast, a tight, screaming coil in her abdomen, fueled by weeks of pent-up fantasy and the illicit thrill of their location.

Just as she was about to tip over the edge, he pulled away. She whimpered at the loss, but then she felt him, the blunt, insistent head of his dick pressing against her entrance.

“Tell me you want this, Aimee.”

“Yes. God, yes, Kenneth.”

He drove into her with one powerful, smooth thrust, filling her completely. A strangled moan was torn from her throat. He held himself there for a moment, buried to the hilt, letting her feel every inch of him. Then he began to move.

His pace was relentless, each thrust a perfect, delicious friction that stole her breath. He gripped her hips, holding her steady as he plunged into her, again and again, the car rocking faintly with their rhythm. The sounds were obscene and thrilling: their ragged breathing, the wet slap of skin on skin, her own helpless moans punctuating the night.

“You feel… incredible,” he grunted, his voice strained with effort. “So fucking tight for me.”

His words, filthy and approving, pushed her higher. One of his hands slid around her hip, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing tight, frantic circles as he fucked her. It was too much. The pleasure shattered through her, a blinding, overwhelming wave that wracked her entire body. She screamed his name into the night, her inner muscles clamping down around him in violent, pulsating waves.

Her climax triggered his. With a final, deep, grinding thrust, he buried himself as far as he could go, his own groan a raw release of pleasure as he emptied himself inside her. They stayed like that for long moments, pressed together, panting, their sweat-slicked skin cooling in the night air.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of her. He gently tugged her dress down and turned her to face him. His expression was a mix of awe and fierce satisfaction. He brushed a stray curl from her damp forehead.

“We can’t…,” she started, her voice hoarse. “They can’t know.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across his face. “Our little secret,” he murmured, leaning in to kiss her, soft and lingering this time. “For now.”

He tucked himself back into his trousers, and she straightened her dress, her legs still unsteady. As they walked back toward the distant music, the promise of what would happen next thrummed between them, a secret more intoxicating than any champagne. She could already feel a fresh, aching need beginning to build, a desperate hunger for the next time.
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The creak of the floorboard was so faint, Bethany almost dismissed it as the old house settling into the deep winter night. But then the door hinges whispered a protest, and a sliver of hallway light cut across the bed. Her breath hitched. She’d been drifting in that warm, fuzzy space before true sleep, and now she was painfully, acutely awake.

She kept her eyes shut, feigning sleep, every muscle tensed under the comforter. Heavy, quiet footsteps padded across the rug. She could feel a presence standing over the bed, could hear the soft rhythm of his breathing. Freddie.

He’d been a scrawny, awkward boy when she’d left for college a decade ago. The man who stood in her childhood home’s guest room now was something else entirely. Broad-shouldered, with a quiet confidence that had unnerved her all through a painfully polite family dinner. His gaze had been… hungry.

The mattress dipped under his weight as he sat on the edge of the bed. Oh god. Her heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic drumbeat she was sure he could hear. His scent, clean soap and something uniquely male, washed over her.

“Bethany,” he murmured, his voice a low, rough sound in the silent room. “I know you’re awake.”

Her eyes flew open. In the dim light, she could just make out the sharp line of his jaw, the intense dark of his eyes. “Freddie, what are you doing? You need to leave.” Her own voice was a shaky, unconvincing whisper.

He didn’t move. He just looked at her, and that look alone felt like a physical touch. “I couldn’t sleep. I kept thinking about you.”

“This is insane. Our parents are right there.” She tried to sound firm, authoritative, the big sister putting a stop to nonsense. It came out as a breathy plea.

A slow, devastating smile touched his lips. “Then we’ll have to be very, very quiet.”

Before she could form another protest, his hand came up to cradle her jaw. His thumb stroked her cheek, and a violent shiver racked her body. It was wrong. He was her stepbrother. But the heat of his palm, the intent in his eyes, short-circuited every rational thought in her head. Her resistance was a paper wall, and he was a match.

He leaned in, and his mouth found hers.

It wasn’t a tentative kiss. It was a claiming. His lips were firm and insistent, parting hers with an easy confidence that left her dizzy. A low moan escaped her, a sound of pure, startled pleasure she instantly tried to swallow back. No. Stop. But her body wasn’t listening. Her hands, which had been clenched at her sides, came up of their own volition, her fingers tangling in the soft fabric of his t-shirt, pulling him closer.

He tasted like mint and something darkly tempting. His tongue explored her mouth, a slow, deliberate invasion that made her toes curl. The weight of him pressed her deeper into the mattress, and a deep, aching throb began low in her belly. God, yes. All thoughts of right and wrong, of family and consequence, evaporated in the heat he was stoking inside her.

His mouth left hers, trailing a line of fire down her neck. His hands were no longer hesitant. They slid under the hem of her thin sleep shirt, skating over the sensitive skin of her stomach. She gasped, arching into his touch. He found the swell of her breast, his palm rough and warm, and she cried out softly into the pillow when his thumb brushed over her nipple, already a hard peak through the cotton of her camisole.

“So beautiful,” he breathed against her skin, and the raw admiration in his voice shattered the last of her resolve.

He tugged the camisole up and over her head, tossing it to the floor. The cold air hit her bare skin for only a second before he covered her. His mouth was on her breast, his tongue laving her nipple before he drew it into the hot, wet cavern of his mouth. She bit her lip hard to keep from screaming, her hips bucking off the bed. The sensation was electric, a direct line of pure pleasure that tightened everything low in her core. He suckled strongly, worshipping one breast while his fingers plucked and rolled the other, until she was a writhing, desperate mess beneath him.

His journey downward was a slow, agonizing torment. He kissed a path down her quivering stomach, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. He pulled them down her legs, his eyes never leaving hers, and then she was completely bare to him. Exposed. Aroused.

He settled between her legs, pushing her thighs apart with an effortless strength that made her breath catch. He looked at her, his gaze burning with a possessive heat. “I’ve wanted to taste you since you walked through the front door.”

Then his mouth was on her.

The first slick stroke of his tongue up her center was an explosion. Her head fell back, a strangled gasp tearing from her throat. He didn’t just kiss her there; he devoured her. His tongue was relentless, circling her clit with firm, delicious pressure before flicking over it with devastating speed. He plunged his tongue inside her, and she fisted the sheets, a muffled cry dying in her throat. He was mapping her, learning what made her tremble, what made her legs shake. He gripped her hips, holding her in place as he feasted, his groans of pleasure vibrating through her. The coil of tension in her belly wound tighter and tighter, a spring about to snap. She was so close, teetering on the edge, her entire world reduced to the impossible, sinful skill of his mouth.

Just as she was about to shatter, he pulled away. She whimpered at the loss, a pathetic, needy sound. He rose above her, his eyes black with desire. He shoved his pajama pants down, and her breath caught. Oh. He was… big. Thick and hard and veined, standing proudly from a thatch of dark hair.

Without a word, she reached for him. She wrapped her hand around his length, marveling at the silken steel feel of him. She guided him to her mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste the drop of moisture beading at his tip. Salty. Musky. His. She took him into her mouth, as deep as she could, her other hand cupping the heavy weight of his sac. His groan was a guttural, broken sound. She worked him, her head bobbing, using her tongue and lips, lost in the power of making this strong man tremble above her.

“Enough,” he finally gasped, pulling her off him with a gentle tug on her hair. “I need to be inside you. Now.”

He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad head of his cock pressing against her wetness. He looked into her eyes, a silent question there. She answered by wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him down.

He pushed inside.

It was a stretch, a breathtaking, full feeling that made her eyes roll back. She was so wet, so ready for him, but he was immense. He filled her completely, burying himself to the hilt with a long, slow thrust that stole the air from her lungs.

“Bethany,” he groaned, his forehead dropping to hers.

For a moment, he was still, letting her adjust to the incredible intrusion. Then he began to move. Hard. His thrusts were powerful, deep, each one jolting through her with wave after wave of pleasure. The bedframe gave a soft, rhythmic creak against the wall. The wall our parents’ room shares. The thought was a fleeting spike of panic that only made the whole thing more illicit, more thrilling.

He clutched her hips, driving into her with a primal rhythm that had her seeing stars. She met him thrust for thrust, her nails digging into the muscles of his back. She was so close again, the pressure building even higher than before.

“Quiet,” he whispered hoarsely against her ear, his breath hot. “You have to be quiet when you come.”

The command, the sheer dominance of it, pushed her over the edge. Her orgasm ripped through her, violent and silent, a scream locked in her throat as her body convulsed around his. Her inner muscles clenched him, milking his length, and it was his undoing.

With a low, choked groan, he buried himself deep and stilled. She felt the hot, pulsing release of his own climax filling her, and the sensation triggered another, smaller ripple of pleasure deep within her.

He collapsed on top of her, both of them slick with sweat, breathing in ragged, syncopated gasps. The only sound in the room was their desperate attempt to quiet their lungs.

After a long moment, he shifted, pulling out of her. He leaned down and kissed her, a slow, deep kiss that tasted of her and him and their shared secret. He dressed quickly in the dark, his movements sure and silent. He paused at the door, a shadowy figure outlined by the faint light from the hall.

He looked back at her, his voice a dark promise. “Tomorrow night. My room.”

20 - A HEAVY SECRET
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Daryl couldn’t keep his eyes off her. Kaylee, his stepsister, sat on his couch, her curves spilling over the edges of the cushions. She was radiant, her softness accentuated by the tight dress she wore, the fabric straining against her hips and thighs.

He’d always had a thing for fat women, but Kaylee? She was something else entirely. Every time she shifted, her weight pressed into the couch, and he imagined what it would feel like to have her sitting on him, her full body pinning him down, crushing him in the best possible way.

He’d fantasized about her more times than he could count, his private browser history filled with videos of voluptuous women dominating their partners, smothering them with their weight. Kaylee was always at the center of those fantasies, her laughter echoing in his mind as she teased him, her body pressing him into helpless submission.

Today, she was here in his apartment, lounging on his couch like she owned the place. She was oblivious to his staring, scrolling through her phone with a lazy smile. Daryl tried to focus on the TV, but his attention kept drifting back to her, his pulse quickening every time she adjusted her position.

“Hey, Dar?” Kaylee’s voice snapped him out of his thoughts.

“Yeah?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“I think I left my phone at home. Can I borrow yours? I need to call Mom.”

Daryl froze. His phone was filled with tabs of fat fetish porn, videos he’d been watching earlier that morning. His heart raced as he handed it to her, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

Kaylee grabbed the phone, her fingers brushing against his. She swiped the screen, and before he could react, a video popped up—a BBW sitting on a man’s face, her full weight pressing him into the mattress.

Kaylee’s eyes widened, and for a moment, there was silence. Then she burst out laughing.

“Oh my God, Daryl!” she exclaimed, holding up the phone. “Is this what you’re into?”

Daryl’s face burned with humiliation. He wanted to disappear, to sink into the floor and never come back. But Kaylee’s laughter wasn’t cruel—it was playful, almost teasing.

“Yeah,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “I like fat women. I… I want to be sat on.”

Kaylee raised an eyebrow, her grin widening. “You want to be sat on? Like, crushed?”

He nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

Kaylee leaned back on the couch, her curves shifting with the movement. She studied him for a moment, her gaze intense. Then she stood up, her height and presence towering over him.

“Well, boy, looks like you’re in luck,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Because I’m about to give you exactly what you want.”

Daryl’s breath caught in his throat as Kaylee grabbed his hand, pulling him to his feet. She led him to the bedroom, her stride confident, her hips swaying with every step. He followed, his heart pounding, his mind racing with anticipation.

The moment they entered the room, Kaylee turned to him, her hands on her hips. “Strip,” she ordered, her tone leaving no room for argument.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then obeyed, fumbling with his clothes until he stood naked before her. His cock was already hard, straining against his stomach.

Kaylee’s eyes dropped to his erection, and she smirked. “Tiny little thing, isn’t it?” she teased, stepping closer.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t argue. He couldn’t—not when she was standing so close, her scent intoxicating, her presence overwhelming.

Kaylee began to undress, peeling off her dress to reveal her lingerie—a black lace bra and matching panties that clung to her curves. She let the dress fall to the floor, then hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down her hips.

Daryl’s mouth went dry as she revealed herself, her pussy glistening with arousal. She climbed onto the bed, her movements slow and deliberate, her eyes locked on his.

“Lie down,” she commanded.

Daryl obeyed, lying flat on his back. Kaylee straddled him, her thighs pressing into his sides as she lowered herself onto his chest.

The moment her weight settled on him, Daryl gasped. It was everything he’d fantasized about and more. Her softness enveloped him, her warmth seeping into his skin. She was heavy, her full body pinning him down, and he loved it.

Kaylee leaned forward, her breasts pressing into his chest. She grabbed his wrists, pinning them above his head. “Stay still,” she ordered, her voice low and commanding.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with excitement.

Kaylee shifted her hips, grinding against him. “Feel that?” she asked, her voice teasing. “That’s all me. Every single pound.”

Daryl groaned, his cock throbbing beneath her. He could feel the pressure of her weight, the way she dominated him completely.

“You’re such a good little boy,” Kaylee purred, releasing his wrists to trail her fingers down his chest. She reached between his legs, wrapping her hand around his cock.

He gasped as she started stroking him, her grip firm and steady. Her other hand pressed into his chest, her weight making it difficult to breathe, but he didn’t care.

“Please,” Daryl begged, his hips bucking against her hand. “Let me cum.”

Kaylee chuckled, her fingers tightening around his cock. “Not yet,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “I’m not done with you.”

She shifted her weight, lifting herself slightly off his chest. Daryl groaned in protest, but she silenced him with a glare.

“Behave,” she warned.

Daryl nodded, his body trembling with anticipation. Kaylee leaned back, her pussy hovering above his face.

“Eat me,” she commanded.

Daryl hesitated for a moment, then leaned forward, pressing his tongue against her slit. Kaylee moaned, her hips rocking against his mouth.

He licked her eagerly, his tongue delving into her folds, tasting her sweetness. Kaylee’s moans grew louder, her hands gripping the headboard for support.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her voice trembling with pleasure. “Just like that.”

Daryl focused on her clit, licking and sucking until Kaylee’s body shuddered above him. She cried out as she came, her juices coating his tongue.

Kaylee collapsed onto his chest, her breath coming in ragged gasps. She looked down at him, her eyes dark with desire.

“Stroke it,” she ordered, nodding toward his cock.

Daryl obeyed, his hand wrapping around his shaft. He jerked himself off, his strokes quick and desperate.

Kaylee watched him, her lips curving into a smirk. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Cum for me.”

Daryl groaned, his body tightening as he reached his climax. His load shot onto his stomach, his breaths coming in shallow gasps.

Kaylee chuckled, her gaze lingering on his tiny load of cum. “Pathetic,” she teased, her voice dripping with amusement.

Daryl’s face flushed, but he didn’t care. He’d never been more turned on in his life.

Kaylee leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear. “You’re mine now,” she whispered, her voice low and dangerous. “If you want me to keep your secret, you’ll do whatever I say.”

Daryl nodded eagerly, his heart pounding with anticipation. He couldn’t wait to see what she had in store for him next.
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