
        
            
                
            
        

    
What She Needs Part II

Other books you might enjoy:

Kingsley House

Orion’s Genesis

Master of Mothers

See them all here!

All characters are over 18.

A hot preview

Elizabeth moaned softly, her head lolling back.  "Yes, Brian!  God...fucking put it inside me."

I stroked my cock, getting her ready.  She lowered herself down onto me, slowly letting it slide into her tight pussy.  I looked into her eyes as she began moving, slowly, gently.  

I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples harden.  She was dripping wet, and her pussy was so tight.  I started thrusting, and she started moving against me.  

"Damn, you're tight," I grunted. "You feel really good inside."

"You're so big," she gasped.

"I can feel you so deep...I love it."

The more we fucked, the more into it I got.  I started thrusting harder, fucking her faster. I took out my anger at Jessica on Elizabeth's pussy, pounding her hard and fast. She clearly loved it though, because she was moaning loudly, and she turned her head to kiss me.  I could feel my balls tightening as I got closer to orgasm.  

I moaned out.  "I'm gonna cum."

"Cum inside me.  I want you to fill me up, Brian," she said.  

What She Needs Part II: Jessica and Brian

My stepsister Jessica was a knockout. She had big boobs, blonde hair, and a personality that everyone loved. She was popular in high school, then when she got to college, she retained that persona.

I, on the other hand, was the complete opposite. I was shy, introverted, and awkward. I was always in her shadow, wishing I could be like her. But as we got older, I realized that maybe I didn't want to be like her after all.

One summer day, Jessica and I decided to go to the beach. We laid out our towels and started to sunbathe. As we lay there, I couldn't help but notice the way that all the guys were staring at her. It made me feel uncomfortable, almost jealous.

Jessica noticed my discomfort and came over to talk to me. "Hey, what's wrong?" she asked.

"I don't know," I replied. "It's just weird how all the guys are staring at you. I wish I could be as confident as you are."

Jessica laughed. "Trust me, confidence isn't always a good thing. Sometimes it attracts the wrong kind of attention."

As we continued to talk, I realized... I was looking at my stepsister the same way the men were. At some point, she had gone from being just my older stepsister to a desirable woman. And that was a problem.

She left me to go for a swim. She was out in the water for a while, then finally came back.

As I watched her walk toward me, I noticed two blonde beach guys heading towards her. One of them said something to her, then they both laughed.

Finally she came back to our towel and began to dry off.

"What was that about?" I asked.

She rolled her eyes. "You know, men trying to get my number. It's so annoying."

"You can't blame them," I said.

She laughed. "Oh?"

"Yeah, I mean you are really..." I realized I was about to admit my true feelings to her, and cleared my throat, shaking my head. "I just mean, you're a catch. No surprise they want you."

Jessica smiled at me, and I felt a warmth inside of me. She looked at me like she could see right through my awkward exterior to the real me.

"Thanks," she said, squeezing my hand and giving it a pat before standing up. "Come on, let's go for a walk."

We walked down the beach together, taking in the sun and the sea air. We stopped to collect shells along the way, marveling at their beauty and discussing our plans for the future. As we talked about college and life after that, Jessica seemed content with her decision to become an artist while I felt uneasy about my own future. But instead of making me feel worse about it, Jessica gave me her usual encouraging words and reminded me that I was capable of anything I put my mind to.

"Thanks for saying that," I said, as we approached the hotel. "Your support means a lot."

Jessica smiled at me, her blue eyes sparkling in the sunlight. "Of course, little brother. You're my bro, and I'll always be here for you."

I couldn't help the fluttering in my stomach at her words. I knew she meant I was just her sibling, but the way she looked at me, so intently, it was almost like more.

Or maybe I'm just wishing it was, I thought, sighing to myself.

She paused for a moment, glancing down at her watch. "Hey, do you want to grab some dinner at that place we saw on our way here?"

I nodded. "Yeah, I'm starving."

As we walked towards the restaurant, I couldn't help but notice the way that men were looking at her. It made me feel uneasy, like I was sharing something precious with the world. I wanted to protect her, to shield her from their lustful gazes.

Jessica, however, seemed unfazed by it all. In fact, she didn't seem to notice, or care. In the restaurant, she seemed totally focused on me, and what I was saying. Which seemed totally lame, but there you have it.

"Jessica, I just want to say I'm really glad to have you in my life," I admitted at dinner.

Jessica gave me a bright smile and wrapped her arm around my shoulder. "Of course, Brian. I'll always be here for you, no matter what."

Her touch sent a shiver down my spine, and I realized that I had been harboring feelings for her for a long time. It wasn't just admiration or sibling love... but something deeper and more primal.

I tried to shake the thoughts out of my mind as we entered the hotel room, but it was too late. I couldn't stop thinking about her curves, her smile, her touch. And I knew that I had to do something about it. Yeah, like maybe therapy, I thought.

As we settled into our beds for the night, I felt tiredness seep into my bones. It had been a long, but good day. I started to drift off when I heard her voice.

"Brian, can I ask you something?"

"Sure," I said, sitting up to look at her. "What?"

"I know this might sound weird, but... have you ever thought about us being more than just brother and sister?"

My eyes widened in surprise. I looked at my stepsister lying on the bed next to me, and for the first time, I noticed just how sexy she really was.  I loved the way the light reflected off her golden body, and her blonde hair fell around her shoulders like a halo. She was so beautiful, and I realized how much I wanted her.

"I....uh...what do you mean?"

She looked me in the eyes. "I'm not sure. It's just...I've always thought you were more of a guy than a stepbrother. The way you've been so protective of me, and always looking out for me...sort of makes me feel like you want more."

I tried to keep my cool, but I felt my body grow warm and my heart pound. "What do you mean?"

"I mean, like... maybe you want to have sex with me."

Holy shit.  I couldn't believe she was saying that.  All the feelings I had been harboring for her suddenly exploded into a jumble of emotions. I wanted her more than anything, but I knew that this was wrong.  We were brother and sister, and it was taboo.  I didn't want her to be disgusted with me.

"Jess, I..."  I took a deep breath and decided to be honest with her. "Yeah. I mean, I can't deny it, if I'm being completely truthful."

She lowered her gaze, biting her lip. She went quiet for a moment, and all I heard was the pounding of my heartbeat in my ears.

"I probably shouldn't have told you," I said. "I..I can't take it back, now."

"No, I'm glad you did," she said. "I mean... I've been thinking about this for a long time, but I've always been too afraid to say anything."

"You mean... you feel the same way?"

She nodded. "I've had a thing for you for a long time," she admitted. "I kept trying to pretend it wasn't real. That I just wasn't interested in dating other guys because I was too focused on work. But now...I realize it was because... I'm in love with you, Brian."

The way she said it, it was the most timid I'd ever seen her. Like she was actually afraid of the consequences, or maybe my reaction.

Seeing her falter actually gave me confidence. I squeezed her hand. "Look, Jess...I don't know what this means. But I know one thing: I love you, and nothing will ever change that."

I tilted her chin up towards me. She smiled, and there were actually faint tears in her eyes. Tears or joy? I hoped so, anyway.

I pressed my lips gently to hers, and she closed her eyes, moaning softly. I felt a sudden spark of electricity between us, a heat I had never felt before. The kiss was brief, but it was not chaste. Her lips slowly rubbed mine, and she sighed against me.

She placed a hand on my chest, over my heart, and I could feel the way her body was reacting to me. I knew then that it wasn't just lust, but something just as powerful. Maybe deeper.

I looked at her and smiled. "Do you want to go to bed?"  I asked.  I didn't want to push her for anything she wasn't ready for.

"Yeah," she said. "I want to sleep with you tonight.  Is that okay?"  She bit her lip.

"Of course," I said, tucking her in close to me. She snuggled up against me, her butt against my crotch.

"Goodnight, Brian," she whispered.

"Night, Jess."

I fell asleep quickly, and for the first time, I didn't have a nightmare that night. Instead, I had dreams about the possibilities of what the future could hold. A future where maybe, just maybe, we could work this out... and even be together.

****

In the morning, I woke up to her kissing me gently on the cheek.  She had pulled the covers down to expose my chest, and was nuzzling herself against me.  I could feel my boner pressed against her, and I let out a little moan.  I could tell that she was just as turned on as I was, and the feeling of her soft body against mine was driving me insane.

I felt something brush against my dick, and I was shocked when I realized it was her hand.  I gasped, and she giggled.  "You're so cute when you're sleeping," she grinned.

"Do you always wake up horny?"  I asked, smirking.  She just giggled again.

I sat up in the bed and glared playfully at her.  "Okay, you made your point," I said.  "Now it's time to wake up."  

I pulled her into my arms and tickled her, making her laugh and squirm.

I loved the feel of her body writhing under my hands, even if tickling was usually more of a wrestling move, but it was too funny to pass up.  I continued to tickle her, making her laugh so hard that she grabbed my arm.

"Okay, okay, I'm -- STOP!" she finally managed to say.  She was panting, and her body was slick with sweat.  God, this girl was beautiful.  Her golden skin glistened with moisture, and her hair had fallen into disarray.  I had never seen her look so sexy.

I loved the feeling of her soft body against mine, and I realized just how beautiful she was.  She looked up at me with her bright green eyes, her expression full of curiosity...and something more.  She wanted me, and I wanted her just the same.  And after all these years of wondering, we could finally act on our feelings.

I leaned down and kissed her.  

I had only meant for it to be a light, peck kind of kiss...but the moment our lips touched, everything changed.  It was like our lips were magnetized to each other, and neither of us wanted to break the kiss.

It was soft and gentle, but it was full of passion.  I was surprised at how filled with desire she was. I pulled her deeper into the kiss, my hands lightly caressing her neck.  She moaned, and her hands found their way to my chest. She gripped me tightly. The kiss deepened for a few moments, before I finally pulled away.

"Is this...okay?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said, breathless, her lashes fluttering. "It was way, way more than okay."

I smiled. "Good."

We held each other for a few more minutes. Then finally, I took a deep breath.

"We should probably get dressed, huh? We have to get back before 6 tonight."

She nodded. "Yeah.  I should probably get packed, too."

"Do you want some breakfast?"

"Sure.  I'll be down in a few minutes."

We checked out of our room and got breakfast downstairs. Things seemed almost like normal, even though we knew things were probably going to be very different from here on out.  I mean, we were stepbrother and stepsister...and now we were going to be a couple.

But what did that even mean?

I took a deep breath.

It meant we had a lot of work ahead of us.  But one thing was for certain.  We loved each other, and I was going to do whatever it took to make sure we worked this out, no matter what.

I held her hand as we walked back to the car.

"So, um...what do we do now?"

"Whatever we want," I said.

"I mean, how do we... I don't know... start dating, now?" she asked, blushing.

"We just do," I said.  "We go on a date...and we make out...and then we see what happens.  We just go with it and see where it takes us."  I paused.  "And that's...that."

She looked away shyly.  "You're right.  It's kind of exciting, isn't it?"

"Yeah," I said.  I kissed her on the cheek.  "It's exciting, it's scary." I let out a breath. It wasn't like I hadn't dated before, just... never my stepsister.

It was weird seeing my normally confident stepsister so out of her element. She was so giggly and playful and shy, almost, with me. It was a side of her I'd never seen.

But once we got back home, she slipped into her old self again. We both still lived with our parents, despite her being 22 and me being 20. Around them, she was reserved, confident, capable... the same as I'd always known her.

We both went back to our lives, and things seemed strangely normal for a couple weeks, even though we both knew it was a facade.  Each time we were alone, we couldn't keep our hands off of each other. Her soft, exploring hands would roam over my body, feeling every part of me. My hands would do the same to her.  

We still weren't having sex, but I knew she wanted to take it slow. At least, I thought she did, until we had finished our third date, and we were making out in my bed.  I was on top of her, and she had her arms wrapped tightly around my neck.  I couldn't keep my hands off her body.  Her skin was so soft and smooth.  It was fucking heaven.  And knowing that she was my stepsister made this the most erotic experience of my entire life.  

I slipped my hand under her shirt, and I felt her shudder against my body as I ran my hands over her ribs.  She teased the hair on the back of my neck, and I let out a low moan.

I slipped my hand around to her back and unhooked her bra.  I slipped my arms under her, supporting her back as I pulled her bra off.  I held her tight against my chest.  I loved the feeling of her soft naked breasts pressed against me, and I felt myself getting hard.  

"Is this okay?" I asked as I placed kisses along her neck.  

She began moaning, and her hips began to move against mine.  "Yeah, it feels so good," she whimpered.

I began to kiss down her chest, nipping at her perfectly soft breasts.  She held my head against her chest, and I began to kiss down her flat stomach.  

We were both so fucking turned on right now, and it was hard to believe that we were doing this with each other.  We'd both wondered about it for so long, but now that the moment had finally arrived, it was like we were both afraid to admit it.  

I pushed my boxers off of my hips and pulled them off, freeing my throbbing dick.  She looked down at me, her eyes wide and a look of curiosity on her face.  She grabbed my shaft and lightly teased me with her fingers.

I moaned, my hips arching.

She bent down and kissed the tip of my cock, and I let out a shuddering breath.  She slowly licked the length of my shaft, teasing me with her tongue.  I was gripping her sheets, panting heavily.  She took me into her mouth, moaning as I slid into her throat.  I was thrusting, my cock sliding deeper and deeper into her mouth.  She pulled off of me and slid back up my body.  I grabbed her waist and pulled her up, rolling her over until she was on her hands and knees.  I lifted her skirt over her ass and tugged her panties down, sliding my cock up and down her slit.  She moaned, biting down on her fingers.  

"Fuck, Jess...I know we shouldn't, but I want to be inside you so bad." 

"Then why don't you?" 

I pulled her hips back against me, and I slid my cock against her wet pussy.  She gripped the sheets, biting her lip, our combined agony driving us both insane.

"I don't know if I can wait any longer, Brian."

"I know...me too..."

It took every freaking inch of willpower I had not to stuff my cock inside my stepsister's dripping pussy. But somehow...

"But we said we would wait," I said, gritting my teeth. "We both want to hold on, until graduation, right?"

She moaned, and I could tell she was having too much of a hard time to talk.

I bit back my own moan and slid off of my stepsister's body, lying beside her as I tried to catch my breath.  

She closed her legs and let out a sigh of frustration.

"It's okay," I said. "We'll be able to hold on. It's just a few more years."

"Years?" she asked, shaking her head. "I can't wait that long, little brother." She grasped my thick cock, which was standing straight up. She bit her lip and stroked it slowly. "No way can I wait that long."

I groaned as she slid me back inside her mouth.  

She sucked and teased me with her tongue until I was trembling.  She stroked me faster and faster, and I could feel my balls begin to tighten.  The feeling of her mouth on me was too much for me to handle.  I groaned and buried my hand in her hair, and I came, shooting my load inside her hot mouth.  She sucked me dry, shuddering as she swallowed every last drop.  

"Fuck, sis. That felt amazing."

She smiled. "Glad you enjoyed it."

"Allow me to return the favor."

I helped her pull her skirt down over her hips. Her panties came next, and when she was lying in front of me, nude, I moved between her thighs.

"Brian, what..."

I proceeded to lick my stepsister's pussy,  teasing her clit with my tongue.  She moaned, gripping the sheets.  I could tell she was holding back, grinding her teeth.

I slid my fingers inside her, pumping them in and out of her as I sucked on her clit.  It wasn't long before her moans grew louder and she began to tremble.  Her thighs closed around my head, and she came, moaning my name over and over again.  I loved the taste of my stepsister's sweet juices as they spilled onto my tongue.

"Maybe we can't fuck yet...not all the way. But we can at least do this." I smiled at her.

She pulled me close and kissed me, breathing hard. "You're right. At least it's something."

The next few months were much the same. We would make out a lot, getting naked together in bed. She'd suck me off, and I would eat her pussy. It was enough to scratch the itch, but we both wanted more.

One afternoon she got back from her classes, and our parents were gone. The house was empty. I slid my hand inside her panties, teasing her, making her whimper as I felt her up.  She eagerly spread her legs for me.  I slid my fingers inside her, pumping them in and out until I felt her shudder.  I pulled her panties off of her and licked her pussy, sliding my fingers in and out of her as I did.  I sucked on her clit and slid a third finger into her.  It wasn't long before I was watching my stepsister orgasm, gasping and shuddering, her thighs gripped my head.  

I loved knowing I was turning my stepsister on.  I loved feeling her body as she pressed against me.  She moaned my name, holding me, breathing hard.

God, she was beautiful. This was hot, our pleasuring each other like this...but I had to admit to myself that I wanted more than just sex with my stepsister. I was in love with her, deeply, madly, and truly.

*****

I knew for a fact that I was in love with her when I saw her outside her Business Management class one afternoon, talking to a guy.

He was tall and blonde, broad shouldered, his hair in a man bun.  He also looked like a freaking douchebag.  I had to admit, I was jealous as hell as I watched him talking to her and touching her arm.

My protective brother instincts kicked in, and I was instantly pissed off, wondering if he was hitting on her.  

I pretended to be completely focused on my biology book as I watched them.   He said something to her, and she laughed at his stupid joke or whatever.  

Suddenly, he leaned down and kissed her.  

Oh my fucking God...he was kissing her.

I gripped my book and carefully stood up, so I could see better.  

He kept kissing her!  My hands were shaking as I watched them. He put his hand on the small of her back, sliding it down to her ass and pulling her against him.  

She didn't protest, though.   She kissed him back, her hand on the back of his head.

I felt something in my chest as I watched them, and it took me a second to understand what it was.  It was a feeling of pure jealousy...and I didn't trust this guy.  

I stood up straighter, watching them.  She was letting him touch her, and she wasn't pulling away or pushing him off.  Why wasn't she?  She knew how I felt about her...why wasn't she pulling away?  

Anger shot through me, and suddenly I was pissed off.  I crossed the room towards them.  

"Hey."

They turned to look at me, startled.  

"Hi," Jess said, giving me a nervous smile.

The douchebag looked me up and down, grinning.  

"How's it going?"  I asked, trying to sound as calm as possible.  "Just thought I'd say hi to my stepsister and her friend."  I gave him a fake smile.  

His grin faltered for a moment, then he looked at Jess.  "Oh...this is my friend John.  John...this is my stepbrother Brian."  

"Nice to meet you," John said.  He sounded surprised. "I didn't know Jess had a stepbrother."

"Yeah.  So you're...some friend of Jessica's, huh?"  

John smirked.  "I'm more than that, actually."  

Jess put her hand on my arm. "Brian, it's not what you think.   John...is my boyfriend."  

I swallowed hard.   "Boyfriend?  Since when?"  

"Since last night."  

I clenched my jaw.  I tried to act cool, but I was anything but cool right now.

Keep it together, I told myself. There has to be some explanation. Jess wouldn't just up and betray you like that, unless she has a good reason for it.

I glanced at my stepsister, and I saw a tiny note of pleading in her eyes. I sucked in a deep breath and let it out. "Well...I...have to admit that I'm surprised, but I'm glad. If this is what you want, Jess, I... I'm happy for you." I was surprised how mature I managed to sound, despite the flopping in my gut.

Jess smiled. "Thanks, Bri.  I really appreciate it."  

I nodded, looking at John.  "So, uh...I think this old lady is gonna call my name now."  I gestured to my Biology class.  

"Nice meeting you, John," I said, and I walked away before he could say anything else.  

I sat in class, seething, but at the same time searching for some explanation of what had just happened.    Jess had a boyfriend?  Since when? And why hadn't she told me? 

"Brian?"

I turned to face the girl sitting next to me.  "Yeah?"

"You okay?  You look upset."

"Oh.  Yeah...I just...had a bad night.  I ...someone broke up with me."  

She reached out, rubbing my shoulder.  "Oh, wow. I'm sorry." Her name was Elizabeth. She was really sweet, a small, petite junior with brown hair and a nice smile. She was a good student, and she usually sat by me in class, though we hadn't talked much.

I glanced at her for a moment before looking away, out the window.  It was staring to rain outside.  "Thanks," I said.  "I'll be fine."  I leaned back in my chair, trying to focus on the professor's lecture.  Elizabeth put her hand on my arm, holding it there, her fingers sinking into my skin.  It was comforting, and I found myself relaxing, at least a little bit.  

After class was over, I was surprised when she walked up to me.  "So, do you have any plans for lunch, Brian?"  

I smiled.  "Oh, no, I don't have any plans.  I live on campus, but I was just gonna grab something in the dining hall.  Do you wanna join me?"  

"Sure."  She grinned at me.  "I'll buy."  

We went to the dining hall and ate together, and I learned that she was really sweet and funny too. It helped me take my mind off Jessica.  We talked for a long time about nothing in particular, and then she invited me over to her place to study.

I was curious about her...thoughts of sleeping with her had been creeping into my head, but I didn't think I'd do it.  I liked Elizabeth, but she wasn't really my kind of girl.  She was sweet and innocent, and while I was attracted to her, I didn't really want to hurt her.

I was still in love with Jessica, after all....

Jessica, who randomly, suddenly has a boyfriend.

As I thought more about it, anger began to boil inside me. She betrayed you. Go on, fuck another girl. Your stepsister never even wanted you anyway.

"I'll come over," I told Elizabeth. "We can study together, sure."

"Great," she said, seeming pleased.

She gave me a quick hug and we parted ways.

****

When I arrived at her house, Elizabeth greeted me warmly, and I could feel the tension between us. We settled into her living room, both of us sitting at opposite sides of the couch with our textbooks on hand. The air felt thick, like something was about to happen.

Suddenly, I noticed how soft her lips were, and how delicately she held her pen while writing down notes from the book. Her skirt was slightly bunched up around her hips, revealing just a hint of pale pink fabric underneath - panties showing. Without thinking twice, I reached out and softly started rubbing her thigh just below where the panties ended.

She looked at me with surprise in her eyes, but it quickly turned to pleasure as I continued running my fingers over her smooth skin. I leaned in closer to kiss her neck before whispering into her ear softly, "Elizabeth...I want you."

She groaned, her voice husky.  "I want you too, Brian."

I moved around the couch, lowering my face to hers so we were mere inches apart.  I could feel the warmth of her breath as she exhaled, and my hands kept moving up her inner thighs, pushing her skirt higher.  Our lips were so close to each other, and both of us were staring into each others' eyes.  

I kissed her.

Softly at first, but then our lips pressed harder together.  She moaned, and I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her down on top of me.  I ran my hands up and down her back, feeling the soft fabric of her top against my skin.  I fixed my lips against hers, kissing her deeply, sliding my tongue inside her mouth.  

In the haze of my lust, I was surprised to feel a hand moving up my chest.  She gripped my shirt and pulled it down, exposing my chest.  As she kissed my neck, her hand continued moving down my chest, over my stomach, and then slowly slipped into the waistband of my pants.  She grasped my cock and stroked me firmly, moving her hand along my shaft.

"That feels good," I said.

"I'm glad."

I knew I was going to have sex with her. In the moment, I just wanted to forget about Jessica, to forget about her stupid boyfriend. I wanted to fuck Jessica -- but right now, Elizabeth was the one in my arms, not my stepsister.

I undid my belt and got up to take off my pants.  I kicked them aside and lay on the couch again, my cock sticking straight up, my boxers being the only barrier between me and Elizabeth.  

She pulled down my boxers with one hand, lowering her head until she could put the tip of my cock in her mouth.  

I groaned as her tongue ran along the sensitive skin, licking up and down my shaft.  She suckled the head of my cock, moaning, her tongue pressing against the underside of the head.  

"Fuck, I love your mouth," I said, my voice raspy.  "Are you going to let me fuck you?  I want to fuck you, Elizabeth."  

She sat up, her face flushed.  "I would love that."  

I sat up, taking off her top.  The sight of her breasts was incredible.  They were full and round, with puffy pink nipples.  I leaned in, squeezing one in my hand, sucking the other one into my mouth.  

Elizabeth moaned softly, her head lolling back.  "Yes, Brian!  God...fucking put it inside me."

I stroked my cock, getting her ready.  She lowered herself down onto me, slowly letting it slide into her tight pussy.  I looked into her eyes as she began moving, slowly, gently.  

I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples harden.  She was dripping wet, and her pussy was so tight.  I started thrusting, and she started moving against me.  

"Damn, you're tight," I grunted. "You feel really good inside."

"You're so big," she gasped.

"I can feel you so deep...I love it."

The more we fucked, the more into it I got.  I started thrusting harder, fucking her faster. I took out my anger at Jessica on Elizabeth's pussy, pounding her hard and fast. She clearly loved it though, because she was moaning loudly, and she turned her head to kiss me.  I could feel my balls tightening as I got closer to orgasm.  

I moaned out.  "I'm gonna cum."

"Cum inside me.  I want you to fill me up, Brian," she said.  

I thrust in hard, and I felt my cock pulse with release.  Elizabeth screamed and moaned as her body convulsed, her pussy tightening around my cock.  We shuddered together as we both came, our bodies and orgasms blending into one.

I panted, burying my head in her neck. She kissed me and sighed happily, the last moments of her orgasm fading. We lay together for a long time, and then I pulled out, my cum seeping from her pussy.

I lay there, feeling confused. I had 'cheated' on Jessica...but then, she had done the same with me by getting a boyfriend. And now I'd had sex with another girl who seemed to really like me, and I might be setting her up for heartbreak.

What was I going to do now?

To be continued.
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