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“Make sure you lock the door,” Mom said as she threw things haphazardly in her suitcase.
“I will.”
“And don’t forget to water the plants, Abby. You forgot last time.”
“I won’t forget.”
Mom rushed to the bathroom as she suddenly remembered something that needed packing. Ray, my stepdad, was already packed. He clicked his tongue impatiently and glanced at his watch. Mom was always unprepared.
“Ok,” she sighed finally, throwing her toothbrush inside. “I think that might be it.”
“Are you sure?” Ray asked.
Mom hesitated before running back into the closet and rifling through clothes. My stepdad heaved an impatient sigh. I rolled my eyes at Peter, my stepbrother, who was lounging around shirtless in his boxers. Damn, I thought as I studied his ripped body. He filled out nicely. When did he lose his baby fat?
He was definitely entering that Brad Pitt lean stage as he grew older. My eyes misted over as I pictured Brad shirtless in that scene in Fight Club, the sweat glimmering over his muscles as if he had been oiled in all the crevices. I looked at Peter again, where a small film of perspiration beaded on his chest in the summer heat. Heat rushed to my nether regions and I felt my pussy instinctively clench.
Whoa.
My mind snapped to the present. Mom and Ray were leaving on a week-long trip to the Caribbean. Both of us were college age, but they still treated us like we were in elementary school. It was a small wonder why they hadn’t asked the neighbor to check up on us.
“We’ve left you some money on the kitchen counter,” Ray said as they finally made their way to the front door. “And I’ve asked the neighbor’s daughter to check in on you guys.”
“What?” Pete screeched in protest. “I’m nineteen! Abby’s eighteen. We don’t need a babysitter. And, plus, she’s our age!”
“She has more maturity than the both of you put together,” he said in a stern voice. “I don’t want any parties while I’m gone, you hear?”
“Okay,” we echoed.
I rolled my eyes as mom gave me a tearful peck on the cheek. She could be overly dramatic sometimes. Finally, after many tears from mom and assurances from us, the door closed behind our parents and Peter pumped his fist in the air.
“Yes, they’re gone!”
Peter bolted into the bedroom as I sat down on the kitchen table and munched on some Oreos.
Peter and I had been living together for five years. Ray had moved in as soon as mom married him, bringing his son along with him. It was a tough adjustment. My mom made me watch a children show about the subject which starred a man in a giant purple, rhino costume.
“My stepdad’s not mean, he’s just adjusting!” the purple rhino would strum a banjo as children around him sang the lyrics. There would be a pause in the music and the rhino would say: “But if he ever is abusive to you or your mom, what’s the magic number?” The pigtailed girls around him would scream out: “911!”
The show did nothing to alleviate tensions between me and Peter. It was a frequent occurrence for them to find me with a tearful face, pointing at Pete as I screamed: “He started it!”
The animosity continued until we were threatened with therapy sessions. Pete and I reached a mutual agreement that the boredom of weekly therapy sessions would be far worse than tolerating each other.
Peter had recently started college classes at the local community college and I had recently graduated high school. I couldn’t wait to get out of the house, mostly because it was impossible to get laid. He often joked about how loose college girls were, and he’d describe fucking them in the park, in the woods, in the pool. I was jealous of him. And I would be lying if I said I didn’t fantasize about him thrusting inside the girls. At night I would think about it, my hand probing inside my pussy as I twisted in my sheets.
When Ray moved in, he had demanded the spare bedroom as his office and I was forced to share a room with Pete. Many nights I still catch Peter slipping his hand in his boxers, thrusting his cock furiously, often with the sound of lube slipping in his fingers as he moans into his pillow. Heat rushed to my pussy just thinking of it. But it was wrong, wasn’t it? We were siblings by marriage. True, unrelated by blood—but if we ever got caught…
Thoughts of Peter had piqued my arousal, and I decided to sneak past our room to see what he was doing. There were curious sounds emanating from his computer. Female voices. I peeked my head around the corner.
A video of a blonde pig-tailed girl with fake tits being nailed from behind splashed obscenely over Peter’s monitor. It was big enough that I could see the veins in the man’s cock as he drove deep into her pussy. Peter’s boxers were around his ankles as he stroked his cock. I could see his wrist working.
I let my shorts drop to the floor silently as I stepped to the floor. Peter heard me step inside and wheeled around, his cock still hard in his lap, his eyes widening as he took in my thong.
“What are you watching, brother?” I asked innocently.
“Nothing,” he said wildly as he attempted to pull up his boxers and turn off the monitor at the same time.
“Leave it on, I want to watch.”
I pulled up a chair next to him and turned on the monitor. The sounds of flesh smacking together filled the room. I looked at Peter’s cock, which was still half covered by his boxers and rock hard. He was staring at me; his brown eyes wide like a frog’s.
I had never had sex before. I had never even touched a penis before and realized now that I wanted to more than anything. My hand shot out and grasped his cock. It was still sticky with lube.
“What the hell are you doing?”
“If you don’t let me, I’ll tell mom about watching porn on the internet.”
“We’re related!” he protested.
“Oh, like you’ve never fantasized,” I smirked. “I’ve caught you in my underwear drawer, sniffing my panties.”
He flushed horribly and stammered. “I wasn’t—I was looking for—”
“Yeah, yeah.”
I ignored his protests and began to gently stroke it. I turned up the volume of the porn video. The girl on the video was giving a blowjob, and the slurping and sucking was making my panties wet.
Peter gasped as my hand slid up and down the length of his cock. The tip of his cock was red, and a bead of liquid pooled on the slit. I bent my head to it and licked it curiously. Pete moaned. It didn’t taste bad at all.
“Do you want this, brother?” I asked as my lips touched his cock. My tongue slid out and I tasted his cock, which was pleasantly salty.
“Fuck,” he moaned as he widened his hips.
I opened my mouth wide as his hands slid up the base of my neck and pressed down. His cock was surprisingly wide, and it was hard to accommodate all of him in my small mouth. I sucked half of his cock and massaged his dick with my tongue in little circles. Peter moaned and pushed on my head, forcing me to swallow more of him.
The girl in the video was gagging from swallowing his penis, and I realized I wanted to do the same. I forced myself to drive him in deeper, elucidating moans and gasps from Peter as it touched the base of my throat. I gagged and withdrew my mouth as a layer of slime covered his cock. I sucked his cock dry and sat upright.
“Now it’s your turn,” I told him.
“What?”
“I’m wet and I need you to eat me out.”
It was true. My pussy was aching for contact, and juices were running down the inside of my thighs. I slipped off the thong, and guided his fingers inside my clit.
“Fuck,” he said as his fingers wiggled inside my slippery pussy.
I removed his hand and climbed on his bed. I spread my legs apart for him. He climbed on eagerly, removing his shirt as I removed my tank top. He immediately groped my breasts but I smacked his hand away.
“Get down there.”
He kissed my stomach as his blonde head moved downward. My pussy clenched as I felt his hot breath on my lips. Growing impatient, I nudged my heel into his back.
I felt his thick lips on my clit, and his tongue slid up and down my juicy clit. I moaned and arched my back. His mouth closed over me and began to suck in earnest. Pleasure emanated from his tongue like a wave, but it made my pussy ache for more. His tongue slid inside my folds, and my back arched like a mannequin, my fists closing around the sheets.
Peter’s hot mouth was sucking and licking all my juices, which flowed freely from my vagina. His tongue kept sliding in and wiggling, he pushed it in as deep as it could go and arched upward so that it just brushed my g-spot.
I moaned as my pleasure nerves ignited. My body felt like it was on fire. I had never experience such bliss, but I knew I had to have more. Every fiber of my being was begging to be fucked. I wanted him to suck and bite my tits; I wanted his fat cock to split me open.
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