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Chapter One

 


Nathan looked down at the girl crouched
between his legs, her mouth full of his cock. “You look good that
way; my cock in your mouth,” he commented with a grin. “Very
ladylike.”

Lara responded by removing his shaft from her
mouth, wiping her lips with the back of her hand, and saying, “Shut
the fuck up,” before she went back to giving him head.

“Maybe not so ladylike. But you're
very good at it.” He closed his eyes and sighed as she swirled her
tongue around his cock’s crown while sucking harder. “Makes you
beautiful.”

She snorted and pulled off again. “You going
to keep talking or are you going to let me give you a blowjob?” she
asked. In appearance she was almost his opposite. He was tall and
athletic with blond wavy hair. She was short, soft in all the right
places, with fragile pale skin because she avoided the sun. In
contrast to his blond curls she had black straight hair that fell
to the nape of her neck. The swath of black was broken up by two
streaks of blue painted into her thick tresses. The only trait they
shared was their ice-blue eyes.

“Sorry,” he replied. “I just think
you’re beautiful when I’m inside you. Mouth or pussy.”

She snorted again, rolled off his bed, and
trotted out the door. He heard her footsteps retreating down the
hallway. “Fuck,” he commented. Lara had left her clothes in a pile
beside his bed…except for her panties. Those she was still
wearing—plain white cotton, she always wore plain white cotton
panties—when she left. He liked watcher Lara’s even when covered in
panties. Even naked. Even when covered by jeans. It was a fantastic
curvy ass, not fat, just the right set of curves to catch his eye.
He contemplated the ceiling a minute, then she was back. She hadn’t
been too upset by his comment apparently. She was still wearing
only her panties, her heavy breasts were bobbling as she walked.
That was part of her charm as well. Her tiny pink nipples were
erect in the cool air and she was carrying her digital
camera.

For a moment he thought she was going to start
taking pictures of him for some nefarious purpose. Lara wasn’t the
type to spend large amounts of time mooning over nude photos and
masturbating to them. She could get an eyeful of Nathan any time
she wanted. For the briefest of moments he wondered if she would be
pleased with nude pictures of him. His body was trim and muscular
from playing lacrosse for the school team. His skin was lightly
tanned in contrast to hers. His semi-erect cock was lying across a
nest of his curly blond pubes. If he were a little more arrogant
about his looks he would have declared himself a treat for any
female eyes, but he didn’t. Or at least he kept his thoughts to
himself.

“Here,” she handed him the camera
as she got back on the bed and wrapped her hands around his shaft
and balls. “Take a picture. It’ll last longer.” She resumed sucking
his cock.

“I could have used my cell phone
if you wanted a porn pic,” he said.

One more time she released his cock. He needed
to remember to stop talking while she blew him. “And have you share
it with your jock friends? No. And deal with the shitty quality of
a cell phone pic? No.”

“So you want a high quality porn
pic?”

“I want to use it as reference for
some pencil drawing,” she said. “Now shut up.”

He silenced himself and started taking
pictures of Lara sucking him. She was conscious of his camera work.
Periodically opening her eyes and looking into the camera, posing
with her tongue out, or kissing the side of his shaft.

“You want me to take pics as I
cum?” he grunted. It was hard to focus on the task at hand while
she sucked him.

“No. You almost ready?”

“Uh-huh.” His cock was hard and
throbbing. She could feel his heat in her mouth and the pulse of
his heartbeat as his excitement built. Knowing he was about to peak
she pulled off her panties and quickly mounted him, setting her
pussy onto his shaft, letting it fill her up. The dark triangle of
hair pointed down to her clit as she tried to bounce on his cock,
but Nathan was inflamed by passion. IN a blink he rolled them over
and fucked her fiercely. He lasted less than a minute before
emptying his balls inside her tightness.

“Oh fuck, I’m sorry,” he
apologized when he realized she hadn’t cum with him.

“You know what to do,” she told
him with a touch of resignation. She preferred to cum when he
fucked her.

“Uh-huh,” he said, half in
resignation, half in anticipation. He didn’t mind going down on his
stepsister while her pussy was full of his cum, he just didn’t want
his friends finding out that he did it for her.

“Just be quick,” she ordered him.
“The Mom and The Dad will be back soon.”

He was quick and she was satisfied with his
work. When she started pulling her clothes back on he asked her,
“What are you going to do with those pictures?” he asked her. He
was fairly certain they wouldn’t wind up on the internet but with
Lara it was impossible to tell sometimes. Besides, it was only his
cock on display next to her face. It would be hard to prove that it
was him she was posing next to.

“I told you already,” she said
grabbing it away from him. “I’m using them for reference pictures
for some pencil drawings.”

“You don’t usually do dirty
pictures,” he said. Lara was a good artist but most of her stuff
was either abstract or didn’t involve human figures at
all.

“You won’t recognize my face when
I’m done,” she told him.

“You could have gotten reference
pictures off the internet,” he told her.

“That’s just nasty,” she told him
and stuck out her tongue as she retreated to her
bedroom.

 


It had been almost three months since they had
first wound up in bed together. It was stupid; Nathan would be the
first to admit that. Having spent the last five years living
together in the same house they had become accustomed to each
other’s presence as a necessary evil. Their parents had married and
they had found themselves with a step sibling neither ever wanted.
That might have been tolerable if they hadn’t been the same grade
in school. Riding the bus and attending the same school events
together was terrible. Nathan was a jock and Lara was an artist;
being opposites in personality helped keep them apart which was
fine with both of them. Different friends, different classes,
different last names, different everything.

Their frosty relationship warmed slightly
after the end of junior year partly because both were already
eighteen and they each achieved a certain notoriety in their social
groups.

“Why are you so old and still in
high school,” Nathan asked her bluntly one morning at breakfast
shortly after his mother and her father had married.

“I could ask the same of you,” she
snapped back. “I’m only three weeks older than you.”

“Well?” he asked.

Realizing an answer might stop the questions
she told him. “I failed fourth grade. I never did any work, just
drew my pictures. My teacher was awful and just let me fail.” Lara
was actually quiet intelligent but didn’t care all that much about
her grades. Just her art.

“I was going through a divorce at
the time,” Lara’s father gently explained to Nathan. “It wasn’t
really Lara’s fault.”

“What about you?” Lara
snapped.

His mother stepped in before a fight could
erupt. “His father wanted to start him late in school so he’d be
bigger and do better on the football team.”

Lara sniggered. One of the few things Lara
knew about Nathan at that point was his love of lacrosse and
hockey, and a hatred of football. His father had been killed in a
car crash when he was driving back from a professional game while
he was half-drunk.

Somehow they had managed to live through
nearly all of high school and were waiting out their summer before
their senior year in relative peace. Since they were nineteen,
their parents rationalized, it wouldn’t be a problem to leave them
on their own for an overnight trip. They promised not to hold a
wild party—the other keeping an honest eye on the
step-sibling.

As it turned out any summer parties were
quickly washed out by a thunderstorm that rumbled through the
valley. Nathan was the only one home when the storm came rolling
through. Lara wasn’t afraid of spiders, snakes, or mice. She was
afraid of thunderstorms. This one was loud enough to wake him from
a sound sleep at 1 a.m. He heard Lara’s shriek of terror and
briefly considered getting out of bed to see if she was okay, maybe
someone’s presence would settle her nerves.

Before he could move she came running into his
room still screaming. She didn’t ask permission before jumping into
his bed and started blubbering about being killed by a lightning
bolt coming through the window.

“That’ll never happen,” he told
her awkwardly patting her back and trying to figure out what he
should do. The room was dimly lit by the streetlights coming in
through his window. Flashes of lighting helped to define what he
was seeing. And what he was seeing was Lara in her customary
sleeping attire: white panties and white tank top.

Another close strike caused the house to shake
and she burrowed under his covers and lay trembling next to him. He
didn’t feel the least bit guilty when he popped a boner. Lara was
warm and soft and not at all unattractive—even if she wasn’t the
type of girl he would normally pursue. When she pressed her body
next to him in his bed that she had entered of her own free will he
felt free to have an erection.

“I’m scared,” she told
him.

“I know.” He tried to shift his
body a little so his cock wouldn’t press into her.

She thought he was pulling away and wrapped
her arms around his neck, bringing him closer. After a minute of
the closeness and continual thunder rumbles she realized what she
was feeling against her stomach.

“Do you have a boner?” she asked
him with half a giggle between bouts of thunder.

“Yes, and I don’t remember
inviting you into my bed.” He was a bit embarrassed now, and
responded with anger to hide that embarrassment.

“I didn’t know you cared,” she
joked as another bit of thunder shook the house. She pressed closer
to him.

“Yeah, well, I’m human. I’m a guy.
Get a warm good-looking girl in my bed and I’m all about
boners.”

She smirked. “You think I’m good-looking? You
do care.”

“Sure. I care.” He didn’t want to
see her hurt or upset or scared, that was as far as it went. Then
her hand slipped inside his boxers and she stroked him a few times.
“What are you doing?” he hissed at her, but didn’t pull
away.

“I’m doing what boys like. At
least the ones in art club that aren’t gay. Probably the gay ones
too, but I’ve never jerked them off.”

“How can you do this in the middle
of a storm?” he asked her but made no motion to stop
her.

“I was
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