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         If there were no ifs, there would be no obstacles. At least not the big, heavy obstacle that is now standing in my way and about to put an end to possibly, maybe and perhaps.

         Maybe it’s a good thing. Of course it is. Strictly speaking. Because I realize how wrong it is. How unwise it is to even think about it. And to then go from briefly thinking about it to feeling something – to move your thoughts to a place of physical sensations, even desire – is of course simply disgusting. I know that, I really do. I’m not stupid. But still, still, still. Oh, why does it have to be like this? Why does it have to feel like this? And why, why, why couldn’t I fall for someone other than him?

         My name is Jenni. I am neither old nor young enough to blame this on my age. I am old enough to be expected to be able to tell right from wrong. I’m expected to be someone who knows her limitations, her rights and her surroundings. I’m generally a fully functional person. My studies take up most of my time. I prepare for exams and put a lot of effort into doing a good job in school so that I can eventually reach my goal of becoming a journalist at a newspaper. I have my own apartment and I recently adjusted to standing on my own two feet. I really like it. And I feel like I’m on the right track in life, going down a path that leads me in the right direction.

         Everything could be great.

         Everything should be great.

         It could all be, you know, the way you want life to be – with no complications. When it all moves at a comfortable speed and no challenges seem impossible. But maybe that’s too much to ask for in this thing we call life and everyday life. Maybe it would be greedy to ask for a life that isn’t filled with complications? I try to think like that when it feels too hard to fend off the challenges and the rough patches. But I’ll admit it’s hard. At least it’s not simple.

         Christoffer will be staying with me this summer. He is in-between studies and has just applied for a new apartment he won’t be able to move into until a few days before the semester starts. I’ll be working these months, but I will also have some time off. Of course Christoffer can stay with me. I did not hesitate when he asked me.

         But that’s how it begins.

         The thing that mustn’t happen.

         It’s like a seed starting to grow inside me. It wasn’t there at first. It has never been there before. Consequently, this means that it’s new and foreign, and I have never even thought about it before. Or perhaps I did subconsciously?

         It starts very small, but then it mobilizes and grows bigger and stronger and takes up more space. The way things like this tend to do. And that is the case this time too, with this tiny and initially insignificant seed. But I have learned not to fool myself. Because even the smallest, the most innocent and seemingly insignificant things can change things significantly.

         You see, I’m starting to see him, my stepbrother.

         I’m starting to see him in a different light than I used to.

         At first, I just ignore the thought. My reason catches me doing something I absolutely shouldn’t. It looks at me with a sober glance, and guilt instantly washes over me and quickly makes me stop. I do this for a long time. Dismiss the thought with such force and pressure that I think it will fly far away from me and never be able to find its way back.

         My eyes linger on him when we talk. It sticks to him again and again, even if we’re not speaking. It feels as if I’m trying to capture everything about him without missing out on anything. As if I want to see and distinguish more and more parts of him. Like the birthmarks on the front and back of his neck. The lines in his face. His dimples. The crease that appears around his mouth whenever he smiles. The way his gaze, eyes, lips, forehead and cheeks all move in sync in different ways depending on his emotion and situation.

         I keep forgetting it’s him. I look at him the way I look at other people of our age. Friends and acquaintances, even people I date.

         I marvel at the way he moves – the way he is confident without being arrogant, the way his gentleness is slightly awkward, the way he keeps pushing his hair away from his face, putting a strand of hair behind his ear so that it won’t fall into his eyes. But a few seconds later, it always does. His words are soft and smooth. I haven’t looked at him this way before, so in a weird way it feels like I’m meeting a new person. He has been around ever since our parents met. And we have known each other ever since. We are very close. But I have never looked at him like this. Is that even possible?

         Initially, it’s harmless. I just notice things without questioning it. Images. Movements. But when the feelings start coming, I start putting them away. I do it quickly. But they keep coming back, again and again. And as I’m trying my best not to absorb these feelings or give them space inside my mind, I start looking at him more and more and in new ways. He comes closer. Becomes more real. Under my skin. Not through words, but through my gaze. When he’s so close that I start dreaming about him and seeing details I know no one else does – that’s when it hits me.

         I want him.

         I’m scared. I panic. I jolt awake in the middle of the nights, feeling like I’m on a roller coaster. I ask myself if I’m losing my mind. Perhaps I already have? What was I thinking? I ask myself if I really am this stupid and unrealistic. I ignore these thoughts. Try to escape. Hide. Resign. I try to spit out every part of me that accepts these thoughts and feelings. This far and no further – this is enough. It is obvious that this can’t happen. I can’t feel lust for his body. It is so far from acceptable. It’s wrong in so many ways. We don’t share blood or heritage, but we are one in a way. Siblings. Even though we don’t share parents, we were raised as equals. Our parents and their relationship set the rules. There aren’t many rules in this world, but one of the clearest of them all is what it means to be a family. What it means to have parents and siblings. The lines are clear – it goes without saying. There is no room for questioning it. Siblings, half-siblings or stepsiblings. You just don’t. Because you can’t.

         I use mental violence to suppress my realizations. I dedicate myself to start thinking about something else.

         I reach out to other people. Friends and acquaintances. Even old crushes. I start thinking I could replace one thing with another. (Yes, that’s how naïve I am). I meet with them and genuinely try my very best to feel something that just isn’t there. I meet up with Patrick, my first boyfriend, and I try to revive the feelings we once had for each other. And I try to look at him the way I did back then. I look back at the time of inexperience and remember how we both used to fumble our way to pleasure. How his body and mine went from cautious to confident. From discomfort to comfort and pleasure. I picture his cock pressing against me. How I wrap myself around it. How he stretches me out, how I shudder. How his hands touch me, caressing me from top to toe. But try as I might – nothing happens. Even though I really, really want to feel something spark to life and burn within me with longing and attraction – it just feels empty.

         A nothingness.

          
      

         “Why are you being so weird?”

          
      

         That’s Christoffer. I smile and try to dismiss his comment by flashing him a smile to calm him down. As if to say no, what do you mean? Everything is normal, the way it should be. Nothing is different. But he is persistent.

         “Something’s up with you. Do you think I can’t see it?”

         “It’s nothing.”

         “Promise?”

          
      

         He tilts his head to the side the way he always does when he wants to have something his way. He opens his eyes a bit wider, something he has been doing since forever.

          
      

         “I promise.”

          
      

         I know he asks because he cares and that that’s all. But I can’t tell him about this no matter how much I trust him – no matter how understanding he is. I am still set on making these feelings go away. Set on getting over him one of these days.

         But the days pass, and nothing happens, except for the fact that I start dreaming about him again. I wake up in the middle of the nights with a sensation of intoxication – but no longer because I am running away from myself and my thoughts. I wake up sweaty, drenched in lust. And the first thing I think about is him. I decide to try a different strategy. I decide to let these feelings run wild inside me. At least no one will know about them as long as I keep it bottled up. But I can’t utter a word, even a thought, that could in any way reveal this – my innermost feelings for him. But I might feel less crazy if I could keep it bottled up inside, close to my desire, without letting anybody else know about it? I think about it for a few days, twisting and turning my options, looking at the pros and cons. I am still well aware that the best thing would be to ignore anything that has to do with him – both feelings and thoughts. But since that hasn’t worked, even though I have tried with such intensity, I have no other choice than to adopt a new strategy.

         So, I welcome the fantasies.

          
      

         In my fantasies, we are slowly moving closer to each other. He is just as insecure as I am. Our movements are searching without taking. Where is the line drawn? We let this moment last for a long time, making sure not to miss out on a single sensation. And we have all the time in the world – nothing is stopping us.

         We’re sitting across from each other on a rug that feels soft against my body. Our legs are crossed, and we look at each other as if this was a part of some ceremony. Can I kiss him? I want to. I lean both my head and my upper body forward. My lips are getting closer to his, slowly, slowly. How will he react? He has an indecisive expression on his lips. He is not backing away, but he’s not leaning in either. But he receives my kiss. Opens up his mouth and welcomes me with a kiss that’s both warm and wet, yet somewhat tentative. A jolt of electricity goes through my body. A power plant firing up. His lips are soft and plump, and I want them on me again. His increasingly longer and more confident kisses make me feel so good.

         We move closer – a mutual initiative. He strokes my lower arm, and his touch and the fact that I don’t know what will happen sends a chill across my skin. His skin is warm, and I can picture the blood rushing inside him. He holds one hand around my wrist, and I caress the palm of his hand. He gazes at me with a focused look, careful not to lose sight of my movements. We add our tongues and start kissing faster, bigger and more intensely. His mouth closes around mine, and mine around his in a gape of limitless hunger.

         The lust inside my body is escalating, blowing like a hard wind on new territories. The more I touch him, his lips and his strokes, the more I want. Once the desire is awakened, it’s impossible to silence. And I want nothing more than to touch him even more. My body is unable to do anything else. I can’t control my otherwise obedient patience. And the only thing you can do about attraction when it’s this strong is to listen to it.

         A kiss is just a kiss. Kisses are just kisses. Lips. Nothing more, nothing less. But the other things, the things that will happen if we take the next step – are more than that. Does he want what I want? Or is his line drawn at exchanging saliva? I get up and start walking towards my room. If he wants this, he’ll come after me.

         And he does.

         We move into the bedroom. The mattress is soft, and we sink down onto it like it was a bed of feathers. Our faces eliminate the air and the space between us. Skin meets skin, his forehead presses against mine and our lips keep exploring. It’s amazing how lips can discern such power inside you. How they can make your body react in so many different ways. I feel heat rising in my lower belly. My pussy is tickling. And my breathing becomes heavy, even though my body relaxes. It’s like I’m put in a trance in which the lust between us is the only thing there is. Him and I. And the way our lips move.

         I unbutton the top button of his shirt. Meet his gaze, wondering if I have gone too far. He puts his hands under his head and rests against them. The playfulness in his eyes tells me he wants me to continue. So I unbutton the second button. And the third. And the fourth. Soon, his chest is revealed, and the shirt is hanging like curtains around a window – around his beautiful chest and stomach. He is fit, he is beautiful. The lines across his chest clearly frame his muscles. You can see where they begin and where they end. Like cracks, slopes and mountains. My hands caress his chest, and I can feel the rhythm of his heart beating inside of him. How it starts beating faster. And how he is turned on by my touch.

         I get turned on by seeing him like this. Having him right next to me, in my power. I lower my head to his chest and let my lips close around his left nipple. I carefully kiss him and draw circles with my tongue. He staggers. He writhes and tells me he wants me to continue. He closes his eyes, carried away by this moment. I do as he says. My slit is on fire. First with a gentle hesitation, and then it escalates to a full-fledged, blazing fire. I move my left hand to my clit and start touching myself.

         I’m lying on my side, alternating between kissing and licking his chest. I pull down my pants so that I’m only in my panties. He props himself up, wanting to see more of what he’s getting. I let my left hand slip in under my panties. I keep them on just to make him wait a bit longer. The thought of making him wait for it fills me with excitement, and I let that feeling guide me. I slowly stroke myself, and it feels so good when my fingers graze against my clit. I’m already wet, and it feels amazing when my fingers start caressing, pleasuring. It creates a force inside my pussy that expands and squirms. Everything I long for is concentrated to this force, a spot located inside my mound. My arousal is whimpering. My fingers slide in between my pussy lips with ease.

         It is as if he reads my mind. Because just when I’m about to reach inside the waistband of his pants and pull them down his thighs, legs and calves, he does it himself. He is wearing black briefs that sit tightly around his body. They are snug around his body and the bulge in the middle of it. His erection. There is no doubt about whether he likes what we’re doing or not.

         I sit down on top of him, straddling his body. I can feel his cock against my ass, and we are only separated by the fabric now. His erection is pressed against my ass, and we tease each other eagerly. I love feeling him like this, being the person who makes him like this. So turned on by my hungry lips.

         I move in circles on top of him. I press my body against his cock, and then I release, shifting my weight onto my legs as I move away from him slightly. And I do it again and again. I do it to tease him. To tease his cock with my touch. To make him even harder.

         He smiles at me. I smile back. We both know what I’m doing. And why. He is enjoying it. Getting carried away. His head is resting on his hands again.

         Out of nowhere, he grabs me and spins me around, switching our positions. I am now on my back with my legs wrapped around his upper thighs. I’m in a secure position – he has power over me, and the roles have been switched. His entire body is resting on my much smaller body. He is big, strong. This position makes the lust inside me escalate, but it also makes me feel safe. I move a hand to my sopping wet pussy. His force makes me feel much smaller than him. And that feeling creates a whimpering sensation inside of me. It makes me relentless. He kisses my neck. He pulls my shirt up so that he has access to my breasts and starts kissing them with longing lips.

          
      

         “You drive me crazy.”

          
      

         His words are filled with lust. Something that needs to be released, escalate and roam free forever.

          
      

         “Fuck me.”

          
      

         My words are confident, and there isn’t a shred of carefulness in them. I want nothing more. I want nothing more than to feel his cock inside me.

         But I also know that there is no turning back if he pushes his cock inside me. Lips, kisses and the touch of skin is one thing. Innocent in a way. But being penetrated by him. By his cock. That’s something entirely different.

         He removes my shirt and his own in two swift movements. Then he releases his cock from his briefs. It’s shiny, and I can see it pulsating to the rhythm of his blood. He is swollen, throbbing. I reveal my pussy to him and press my body closer to his. My clit is screaming for attention. My core is preparing to take him in.

         There is no other option. I need him. Need. And he does not say no. Hence, this is both his and my initiative. One person can be foolish, wrong, limitless and so on. But not two people. It is what it is. The limit is erased. His and mine. We become one.

         I lose my mind when he pushes his cock inside me. I breathe everything out as I take him in. And I’m filled with such strength and intensity that the very force of the universe is concentrated on my pussy and his cock – the combination of the two. I surrender to this sensation – this large, powerful, marvelous sensation. He doesn’t just fill my pussy, he fills all of me. My entire body, my entire mind and every sensation inside me is concentrated to this very moment, to his thrusts as he pushes his cock inside me. I clench my body, and my pussy is tight. But every thrust of his cock makes me softer and better at taking him in – and it makes this pleasure more and more indescribable. The sensation is so strong and the lust so big that my skin can’t contain them any longer. I need to pant, moan and gasp. I scream out his name and I beg for more. And he gives with such confidence. He gathers his breath and presses his body against me, making ripples of pleasure reach my inner walls. My pussy squeezes around his hard erection, and he fucks me with the most amazing rhythm. I can feel the lust inside him struggle to fit inside his erection. How it is being consumed, twitching, demanding more space – with no more to give. I want more. He thrusts his cock inside me faster and faster.
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