
All in the Family, Chapter 2 
© 2018 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 1 of 9 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

You lie next to your husband, the frustrating heat of arousal still burning between your legs. You know 
that he’s awkward about having sex around his parents, but it’s not like they’re in the room with you; it’s 
not like they could have seen anything if he’d begun stroking you in the hot tub, not with all the bubbles!  

You sigh. 

Your mind wanders to when everybody said their goodnights, to how Sean so casually ran his fingers 
over your ass. It was so subtle that you thought it must have been a mistake. But then you saw his face: 
there was no mistaking that expression, not in a thousand years. 

You bite your lip and close your eyes, feeling your hand straying down between your legs. You know you 
shouldn’t. You might wake your husband, and he’s been very good to you. But damn it, why does he have 
to be such a chicken when his stepbrother is so upfront about it? Admittedly, Sean isn’t as attractive as 
your husband, but you get the feeling he probably makes up for it in performance. 

Wait, what are you saying? You shake your head. Just go to sleep. Maybe Truth or Dare will stir things up 
a bit tomorrow. 

You hear the door creak and gasp. In the darkness, you see Sean poke his head in. He sees you awake 
and gestures for you to follow him. 

Your heart skips a beat. Do you dare? No, of course not! You won’t be unfaithful to your husband! You 
shake your head and make a subtle shooing gesture, silently mouthing the word, “No!” 

Even in the darkness, you can still see Sean raise an eyebrow. 

Don’t give me that knowing look! you think to yourself. You repeat the shooing gesture, more 
emphatically. 

Sean smirks. 

You sigh. What are you going to do? Sean isn’t taking ‘no’ for an answer—does he know that you really 
want to say, “yes,” or is he just a pig?—and you worry that if you shoo any more forcefully, you’ll jar your 
husband awake. The burning between your legs has stoked itself to an inferno, and you’re almost 
sweating with desire. 

Sean beckons again. 

You swallow hard. Your sex screams for release. Everything fades from view—your husband, his parents, 
their house, everything—except for Sean and his patiently beckoning finger. 

Your legs begin to move on their own. A small piece of your mind still urges you to hold back, to fight the 
temptation, but the allure of the man in front of you is just too much to take. You feel the thick, soft carpet 
under your feet. Sean opens the door with just the softest squeak, takes you gently by the hand, and 
leads you away from the room. You start to look back, but at that moment, Sean’s hand brushes over 
your breast so gently, setting off tiny fireworks through the thin fabric of your nightgown. All thoughts 
vanish. 

You go through the living room, through the sliding glass door, and out onto the deck. The moonlight 
casts a pale glow over the hot tub in the cool night air. But as nervous and aroused as you are, you don’t 
even notice the chill. Sean puts his finger to your lips as he closes the door. 

“Thank you for joining me,” he says in a hushed voice, inviting you to sit next to him on a wooden bench. 

You swallow hard as you sit. “What—what are we doing out here?” you ask. 

“I couldn’t sleep,” he replies, “and it seemed that you couldn’t, either. Why lie in bed alone and unable to 
sleep when we could sit outside together and enjoy the nice night?” 

Your heart pounds in your ears. Did you mistake his intentions? Is this really all innocent? Are you about 
to make a fool of yourself by coming onto him? But the touch on your ass earlier—the touch on your 
breast—his face!—how could those all be innocent mistakes? 

“Oh, uh, I guess that makes sense,” you manage, both disappointed and relieved. 
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“Were you expecting something else?” he asks. 

Is he being coy? Is he waiting on you to make the first move? There’s no way you can do that! 

“N–no,” you say hesitantly. 

“No?” he asks, cocking his head. 

He would be a great poker player. His expression is completely relaxed and doesn’t give anything away. 

“No,” you say. Two can play at this game. “Why would I?” 

He smirks. “Well, you did seem mighty torn with yourself as to whether to join me or not,” he says. “If you 
didn’t expect anything else, what was your hesitation?” 

Check. 

“Maybe I was comfortable in bed and didn’t want to get out from under the covers.” 

Safe. 

“Ah, I see,” he says, chuckling softly.  

His hand strays down to brush your thigh. You gasp, your chest heaving with anticipation. 

“I’ll assume that I shouldn’t do things like that,” he says. 

“No!” you hiss, grabbing his arm and keeping it against your thigh. 

He raises an eyebrow. That’s all he has to say. 

Checkmate. 

You swallow. What do you do now? You’ve just given yourself away. The ball’s in his court now. You 
stare at him breathlessly. What will he do? 

His fingers wiggle under your hand, stroking your thigh as they move under your nightgown. His hands 
are very smooth, and you shudder as you feel skin-on-skin. 

“You sure you didn’t have anything else on your mind?” he asks. 

You hang your head. “I—” You try to speak, but the words just won’t come out. “I can’t say it,” you 
whisper. 

Sean cocks his head and smiles faintly. 

“All right,” he says. “I will give you one freebie. But the next time, you have to fess up.” 

You gasp. Next time?! 

He moves fluidly off the bench and kneels in front of you. His head disappears under your nightgown, and 
you gasp as you feel hot breath on your labia. You exhale slowly. You can’t see what he’s doing under 
the nightgown, but you can feel him taking his time. 

His tongue caresses your vaginal lips, and you let out a whimper. 

“Shh,” he says, popping his head out from inside your nightgown and putting his finger to his lips. “Don’t 
want to wake anyone.” 

You bite your lip and exhale sharply as his tongue again begins to move over your labia, tracing their 
outline and making you want to squeeze your legs together to force him into you. 

More hot breath. You close your eyes, a pained expression on your face, as he stokes your inferno ever 
hotter. Why must he tease you? Why won’t he just give you the relief you desperately needed from him, 
needed from your husband? 

His tongue laps over your clit, and you gasp loudly, your toes curling and your fingers gripping the bench 
tightly. He begins to wiggle his tongue back and forth, quickly flicking against your clitoris over and over. 
Your heart races, and your breathing comes in fast, shallow pants. You feel the heat between your legs 
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get hotter still. Your orgasm is like a balloon of heat rising from your sex, slowly growing and spreading. 
Your clit tingles, and then your hips, and then your stomach flutters. The feeling rises into your chest, 
feeling like a pleasurable tightness that continues to grow. Your nipples tingle and then buzz. Your arms 
and legs feel like lead, though both are contracted tightly. The warmth rises to your neck. You feel your 
chest flush.  

Any second now. 

Your lips begin to burn with desire. 

Oh…it feels so good!  

Your nose suddenly feels hot. 

You’re gonna cum! 

You squeeze your eyes closed. Your whole body trembles, and you hold your breath in anticipation. 

This is it! 

The sensations stop. Your eyes snap open and dart left and right. You start breathing again, panting fast 
and hard. 

Sean’s head pops out from under your nightgown and looks at you sweetly. 

You let out a desperate moan. No! Why did he get you this close and then leave you hanging like that?! 

You reach down to rub yourself—you just needed a little bit more!—but Sean quickly grabs your hand and 
gently but firmly moves it aside. 

“Feeling the burn?” he asks with a smirk. 

You give him a pleading look in response. 

“That’s how I’ve felt ever since I saw you,” he replies, pulling down his pants. 

You gasp. He’s going to—to—! 

You hear a familiar crinkle and look up to see him tearing open a gold pouch. Looking down his body, you 
see the biggest bulge you’ve ever seen tenting his underwear. 

“Safety first,” he says quietly. 

You lie back on the bench. You don’t care that he’s going to penetrate you! In fact, you want him to! As 
good as his tongue felt just teasing your clitoris, how much better must that man’s huge penis feel? 

He drops his underwear and rolls the condom on in a fluid motion. Your jaw hangs open. No wonder he 
needs Magnums. He must be a good eight inches long—two inches longer than your husband—and 
much thicker! You feel yourself get even wetter at the thought of welcoming that large member into you. 

He leans over you and strokes your breasts through your nightgown. 

“Ready?” he asks softly. 

“Yes,” you reply breathlessly. 

He squats and lowers his gloved cock between your legs. You feel the heat of his groin as he guides 
himself in. His cock-head presses against your clit, and he slowly pulls himself down and slips effortlessly 
between your lips. You let out a whimper. He feels so big inside of you, giving you just the right amount of 
fullness with only the tip of his cock. 

But he hasn’t even begun to get started. He presses in about an inch and then slowly slides back out all 
the way to graze your sensitive spot again before pushing in once more. Just as he toyed with you with 
his mouth, he’s doing it again with his prick. You feel that bubble form again, starting all over as it spreads 
from your pussy to your stomach to your chest. His dick rubs against your G-spot, and you squeeze your 
eyes shut, gritting your teeth. He feels so impossibly good inside of you! The bubble spreads to your 
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throat. He grasps your nipples in his hands and rubs them between his thumbs and forefingers, creating 
new bubbles of pleasure that quickly expand to overlap the one in your crotch. 

The feelings of pleasure are so strong! You feel dizzy and giddy all at once. You want to laugh and to cry 
at the same time as the bubble hits your forehead. 

He stops. 

“No, please…” you whimper. “Don’t stop!” 

“Attagirl,” he says. 

He thrusts once more, and your body convulses as your first orgasm in days rips through you. You feel 
like you’re going to pass out, and you do begin laughing uncontrollably as pleasure and raw emotion flood 
your senses. 

But Sean is still thrusting. Even before your first orgasm dissipates, you feel another bubble growing in 
you, far faster than the first. Before you can protest or beg him to slow down, the second orgasm rolls 
over you. Your head swims in bliss, and your body basks in the wonderful feelings. 

Sean suddenly gasps, and you feel him buck hard against you. His cock throbs inside of you. Damn, it 
feels good! How did you ever feel full with your husband?  

It doesn’t matter. You let your head rest on the bench, and Sean collapses on you. You both bask in the 
afterglow, feeling peaceful and so very satiated. 

He smells nice, you realize. You don’t think he’s wearing any cologne, but there’s just something about 
him that smells good. Masculine. Primal, but not offensive. The smell of a man unafraid to pursue what he 
wants. A very nice smell… 

************* 

You awake with a start. It’s still dark outside. What time is it? 

“You look very peaceful when you sleep,” Sean says beside you. 

You gasp and whip your head to look at him. He’s got his pants back on and is sitting in a deck chair, 
watching you serenely. 

“Don’t worry,” he says. “I wouldn’t have let you sleep much longer. How do you feel?” 

You sigh and smile. “Very relaxed,” you say. 

But then a thought enters your mind: your husband. Your eyes suddenly widen, and your heart begins to 
pound. As you start to sit up, Sean grabs your shoulders. 

“It’s okay, Linda,” he says soothingly. “It’s all right. Just relax.” 

Something about his calm is infectious, and you feel yourself being gently lowered back down onto the 
bench. 

“I’ll never tell him,” Sean says. “What happened was me doing something he should have been doing. 
You’re a very sexual woman, Linda, and you have needs, too.” 

You swallow and look at him. It’s as if he’s reading your mind. Yet you know that if your husband were to 
find out, he would be very upset. Angry? Hurt? You don’t know which. Maybe both. The fear and guilt 
creep back into your mind. 

“Just breathe, Linda,” Sean says, smiling faintly. “Just breathe. It’s all going to be okay.” 

You sit up. Sean means well, but suddenly, you can’t bear to be around him, trapped with the man with 
whom you cheated on your husband. 

“Thank you, Sean,” you say. “I’m all right. I just—I need to get to bed.” 

Sean nods knowingly and stands to get the door for you. You slide past him, not making eye contact, and 
quickly retreat to your room, close the door behind you, and climb into bed. 
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Your husband stirs and leans up, looking around. You lie very still and pretend to be asleep. Does he 
know? No, he must not, or he’d be grilling you. Your heart pounds deafeningly in your ears. Surely he 
must be able to hear it beating! 

He lies back down, and you hear the sound of him softly snoring again. 

You breathe a sigh of relief. It seems you got away with it. It was all so stupid! Now that you’ve quenched 
your fires, the whole thing was so disrespectful to your husband! So reckless! What if he had awoken and 
come looking for you? What would you have told him? How can you even bear to be in the same room, 
knowing what you did? 

But it’s best that you stay here. If you sleep somewhere else, he’ll know that something’s up. 

The clock on the wall ticks loudly, slowly counting out your sleepless seconds. The clock on the 
nightstand reads 1:17. 

Try as you might, you can’t put the thought of what happened out of your mind. How could you do that to 
your husband?  

But Sean did feel so good…  

No! You’ve got to tell your husband what happened. Maybe he’ll take pity on you and won’t divorce you 
right here at his parents’. Oh, what would they think if they knew? Their daughter-in-law sleeping around 
like some kind of slut? The fat Latina slut getting it on with all the boys! 

No…they’re not like that, right? And who’s to know? Sean said he’d never tell. He’s trustworthy, right? 

As trustworthy as a man who will sleep with is stepbrother’s wife. 

You gasp and sit up. You can’t take it! You’ve got to tell your husband. 

You sigh.  

No. What good would it do? Wouldn’t he be better off not knowing? What good could come of telling him? 
You can just tell Sean that it’ll never happen again, and this can be your dark secret from now on. Why 
burden your husband with this awful news? You do still love him, after all! 

The clock reads 1:19. 

************* 

You can’t sleep. It’s 3:00, and you’re sitting with your back against the headboard, still undecided as to 
what to do. 

Your husband stirs. 

“Linda?” he asks. 

************* 

You’re shocked at your husband’s reaction. You expected him to be furious, but instead, he seems turned 
on by the idea! Here you were, thinking of never being alone in the room with Sean, and now your 
husband wants you to sleep with him again! 

The idea makes you laugh. He seemed so turned-on that you half-expected him to start having sex with 
you right then, but he didn’t. At least you finally got to sleep. 

As soon as the sun rises, you disappear into Sean’s room and close the door. 

“He wants to watch us,” you tell him. 

His jaw drops, and then he grins. 

“I know. I’m shocked,” you say, “But if it’s what he wants, well, I’d do anything to make it up to him,” you 
confess. 
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Sean nods. “I was feeling a bit torn up about it myself,” he admits. “My stepbrother is…well, you know, he 
can be sensitive about things sometimes. I wouldn’t want him to feel like I emasculated him or anything, 
but I know when a woman needs a man’s touch.” 

You blush fiercely but don’t deny it. 

“I need to get back to him,” you say, “But I wanted to tell you.” 

He thanks you, and you go back to your room and snuggle up to your husband. 

“Did he like the news?” he murmurs. 

You gasp. 

“I know you, Linda,” he says, his eyes still closed but a faint smirk crossing his features. “You can’t keep a 
secret to save your life,” he chuckles. 

“We both just don’t want you to feel hurt,” you say. 

“I was at first,” he admits, “But I do want you to be happy, and if that means getting my brother to do 
something I’m too squeamish to do, then, well…so be it.” 

You hug him. “I can’t believe you’re being so understanding,” you say. “Thank you, Honey.” 

“I reserve the right to change my mind later,” he murmurs before dozing back off. 

************* 

There is an almost palpable tension at breakfast. Though your husband’s parents don’t seem to notice it, 
you can feel it amongst the younger generation as you, your husband, and your brother-in-law all 
exchange knowing glances. 

“So, what’s on the docket for today?” your father-in-law asks. 

“I dunno,” your husband replies. “We didn’t really plan to do much while we were here. Mostly just come 
and visit with you guys, get away from the city, and take it easy. What about you? I hope we’re not 
interrupting anything.” 

“Of course not!” Irene replies. “I just need to go to the grocery store and get some things for dinner, but 
other than that, we were planning on taking it easy, too.” 

“Sounds like a nice, relaxing time for everybody,” Sean says. “Anybody up for a game later?” 

“Sure!” Alex says. “We’ve got a lot of board and card games in the cabinet over there.” 

“Let me go shopping first,” Irene says. “I want to make sure I can get what I need in case I need to go to 
more than one store.” 

“I’ll go, too,” you say. 

Your husband and Sean both look at you. 

“Girls’ day out!” you grin sheepishly. 

“I could use the company,” Irene says. 

“Great! All settled, then,” Alex says. “You boys can help me with this beer problem I have.” 

“Beer problem?” Sean asks. 

“Yeah, there are too many beers; I need to get rid of some of them!” Alex grins. 

“Oh, shucks, Dad. Sounds like a tough job, but we’ll help ya out,” your husband chuckles. 

Everybody gets the kitchen cleaned up, and then you hop into the passenger seat of Irene’s car. 

“My son really is lucky to have found you, Linda,” Irene says as she heads towards town. “He was head-
over-heels for you when he saw you, and we all love you like our own daughter. You know that, right?” 
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“Of course, Irene,” you say, but something in the back of your mind makes you wonder what she’s getting 
at. 

“He said that you were nervous about coming over,” Irene continues. “I have to ask: why were you 
nervous? Have we given you the impression that we’re too good for you? That’s not at all what we think, 
and if we have, I’m very sorry.” 

You breathe a sigh of relief. “No, Irene,” you say, “It’s just...well, have you ever felt like maybe you weren’t 
good enough for Alex? That’s kinda how I feel. I mean, he takes really good care of me, and he’s good-
looking, successful, kind...and I’m...well, I’m...” 

“You’re the one he chose, Linda,” Irene says, looking over at you and putting her hand on your shoulder. 
“He’s a smart kid, and he wouldn’t settle for less than what he wanted. If he chose you, then you don’t 
ever need to feel like you’re not good enough.” 

You smile and look out the window. The tall pine trees glide by effortlessly as you drive down the 
highway. Irene slows and turns to exit. 

“I...did something I shouldn’t have,” you confess. You can’t believe you’re saying it, but the words just slip 
out. You immediately want to take it back. 

“Oh?” Irene asks, glancing at you. 

Too late. 

“It’s...” You can’t bring yourself to say it. Not to his mom! 

Irene chuckles. “It’s Sean, isn’t it?” 

You gasp and whip your head to look at her. 

“He takes after his father,” Irene murmurs. “I told him to leave you alone, but...ahh, boys will be boys, I 
guess.” 

You swallow. 

“For the record, his father is better,” Irene says conspiratorially. 

Your jaw drops. 

“Irene...did you...?” 

“Yes, just like you did, Linda,” Irene confesses. “They’re both very good at what they do.” She grins wryly. 
“I’ve always wanted to get them both at it together, but I dunno...that might be too weird for them, and 
there’s no way I’d ever bring it up!” 

You nod emphatically. 

“Still, I can’t help but wonder what the two of them could do together,” Irene says wistfully. “Sean’s the 
gentle one. Alex...well...” she trails off, but the way she flushes tells you it must be a pretty amazing 
experience. 

“I’m really surprised,” you say. “I thought you were really awkward about sex. I figured that’s where my 
husband got it from.” 

“I used to be,” she admits, “but that was before Alex. He kinda reintroduced me to my body. My former 
husband...well, he was rather...traditional, and so I was, too. It took a long time for me to get past that, 
and I’m sure it rubbed off on my son, too.” 

She parks the car and turns to you. 

“Don’t tell him, all right? I don’t want him to think any less of me. It’s better that he still thinks of me as a 
prude.” 

You nod but grin inwardly. It seems like everybody is hiding something. The thought crosses your mind: if 
Irene has considered a threesome with Alex and Sean, would your husband want to watch something 
similar with you in the middle? 
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You shake your head as Irene gets out and follow her to the store. 

“Now, then, I need some flour...” 

************* 

************* 

“So…you’re not mad?” Sean asks you. 

You wait until your dad out of earshot. 

“I was pretty upset at first,” you say. “Why, Sean? Why would you hit on my own wife?” 

Sean swallows and looks embarrassed. “I—she looked horny,” he says. 

You blink. “Really? That’s it? That’s your excuse?” 

Sean sighs. “I’m sorry, Bro.” He holds up his hands helplessly. “When I see someone who looks horny, I 
try to help.” 

A mental image from your youth flashes into your head. In it, you see Sean offering to give you a hand job 
and you turning him down. The two of you must’ve been in high school at the time. 

You sigh and shake your head. He has always been like that. 

“You’re a real horn-dog, you know?” you say. 

He grins sheepishly. “Yeah.” 

“I take it Linda told you my conditions, then,” you say, your heart pounding even as you try to speak 
casually. 

Sean grins ear-to-ear. “Yeah,” he says. “And you call me a horn-dog!” 

You blush but grin and shrug helplessly. “I dunno…I just, the thought of someone really getting Linda 
worked up just…” you trail off, unable to express it but feeling it nonetheless. “And I always knew you 
were better…erm…equipped than I am.” 

Sean shakes his head. “It’s not what you’ve got; it’s how you use it,” he says. 

You scoff and roll your eyes. “Says the guy with a foot-long dick!” 

“Please!” he laughs. “Eight inches, but you know what? I don’t even have to use it sometimes.” 

“I know, I know,” you say, shaking your head. 

He cocks his head. “Why don’t you join in? She’s your wife, after all.” 

You sigh. “I just…I don’t wanna do it here, at home. Doesn’t it weird you out?” 

He shakes his head. “Nope! I’ve had sex with a lot of people here.” 

“But doesn’t it seem…disrespectful or something?” 

“Dad introduced me to a quarter of the people I’ve been with,” Sean replies with a grin. “I don’t think he 
cares too much. Besides, I always strip the sheets and stuff so Mom doesn’t have to deal with it. And you 
know her: she would have stripped them anyway, even if I hadn’t done anything.” 

You purse your lips, mulling it over. 

“Not saying you have to,” he says, putting his hand on your shoulder. “It’s just something to consider. 
Linda seemed pretty pent-up. Are you really gonna let some squeamishness over something that doesn’t 
bother anybody else prevent you from giving her what she wants?” 

He pats your shoulder and stands up. “Just something to think about, is all.” 

“Hey, are you guys coming?” your dad asks, poking his head in. “These beers aren’t gonna drink 
themselves!” 
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You and Sean exchange glances and grin. “Yeah, we’re coming!” 


