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Chapter 1: Caught Her Masturbating– First Raw Creampie in Her Bedroom

The door clicked shut behind me as I stepped into the house, the weight of the day sloughing off my shoulders like a heavy coat. College lectures had dragged on forever, and all I wanted was a cold beer and some silence. But silence wasn't what greeted me. Instead, a faint, rhythmic hum echoed from upstairs, barely audible over the hum of the AC. I paused at the base of the stairs, my hand on the banister, listening. It wasn't music. It wasn't the TV. It was... something else. Something intimate. Something that made my cock twitch instinctively.

My new stepsister, Emily, had moved in just yesterday. Dad's whirlwind marriage to her mom had thrown us together under one roof, two strangers suddenly playing house. She was 22, fresh out of some art school dropout phase, with a body that screamed trouble—curves in all the right places, long legs that went on forever, and tits that strained against whatever skimpy top she chose to wear. I'd caught glimpses of her unpacking, bending over boxes in those tiny denim shorts that rode up her ass cheeks, revealing the smooth, tanned skin beneath. She'd flashed me a smirk then, like she knew exactly what she was doing. Bratty little thing.

The hum grew louder as I climbed the stairs, my sneakers silent on the carpet. Her room was at the end of the hall, door slightly ajar. I should've turned away, gone to my own room, jerked off to the mental image of her ass and called it a day. But curiosity—or maybe something darker—pulled me forward. The sound sharpened into soft moans, breathy and desperate. My heart pounded in my chest, blood rushing south. What the fuck was she doing?

I edged closer, peering through the crack in the door. There she was, sprawled on her bed, legs spread wide, her hand buried between her thighs. She was naked from the waist down, those same tiny shorts discarded on the floor beside a buzzing vibrator. Her crop top was pushed up over her breasts, exposing perfect, perky tits with nipples hardened into peaks. Her eyes were squeezed shut, head thrown back against the pillows, lips parted as she gasped. "Oh fuck... yes... right there..."

My cock hardened instantly, straining against my jeans. I couldn't tear my eyes away. She was fingering herself furiously, the vibrator pressed against her clit, her hips bucking up to meet her own touch. Juices glistened on her inner thighs, her pussy shaved smooth except for a neat landing strip. She was soaked, the wet sounds of her fingers plunging in and out filling the room. "Mmm, harder... fuck me harder..." she whimpered, her voice a sultry whisper that sent a jolt straight to my balls.

I shifted slightly, and the floor creaked under my foot. Her eyes snapped open, locking onto mine through the door crack. For a split second, time froze. Her cheeks flushed deeper, but instead of screaming or covering up, a wicked smile curved her lips. She didn't stop. If anything, her fingers moved faster, delving deeper into her slick folds. "Like what you see, stepbro?" she purred, her voice dripping with challenge.

I pushed the door open, stepping inside without a word. My mind was a haze of lust, rational thought evaporating. "What the hell are you doing?" I growled, but my voice came out rough, betraying the hunger building inside me.

She arched her back, moaning louder now that she had an audience. "What does it look like? I'm getting off. And you... you're watching like a perv." She pulled her fingers out, holding them up to show me how they glistened with her arousal, then sucked them clean, her tongue swirling around each digit. "Wanna taste?"

That was it. The dam broke. I crossed the room in two strides, grabbing her wrist and pinning it above her head. She gasped, but her eyes sparkled with excitement, not fear. "You little tease," I muttered, my free hand yanking the vibrator away and tossing it aside. It buzzed uselessly on the floor as I hovered over her, my knee pressing between her legs, forcing them wider.

"Tease? Me?" She bucked her hips up, grinding her wet pussy against my thigh. "You've been staring at my ass since I got here. Don't act like you don't want this."

I crushed my mouth to hers, the kiss brutal and demanding. She kissed back just as hard, her tongue invading my mouth, tasting of her own sweetness. My hand roamed down her body, squeezing her tit roughly, pinching the nipple until she whimpered into my mouth. She was right—I'd wanted this from the moment she sauntered in with that smug grin. Forbidden fruit, right under my nose.

Breaking the kiss, I trailed my lips down her neck, biting the sensitive skin there. She moaned, her free hand clawing at my shirt, trying to pull it off. "Fuck, yes... touch me," she begged, her voice breathy.

I released her wrist, both hands now free to explore. I shoved her crop top higher, exposing more of her flawless skin, and latched onto one nipple, sucking hard while my fingers teased the other. She arched into me, her body responding like it was made for this. "God, your mouth... don't stop..."

But I had other plans. My hand slid lower, over her flat stomach, down to the heat between her legs. She was dripping, her pussy lips swollen and slick. I dipped two fingers inside her without warning, curling them to hit that spot that made her cry out. "So fucking wet," I groaned against her breast. "You've been thinking about this too, haven't you? Getting fucked by your stepbrother."

She nodded frantically, her hips rocking against my hand. "Yes... fuck, yes. I saw the way you looked at me. I want your cock. Give it to me."

Not yet. I wanted to make her beg more. I pumped my fingers faster, my thumb circling her clit in rough, insistent strokes. Her moans grew louder, unrestrained now. "Oh shit... I'm gonna come... don't stop..."

I pulled my fingers out just as she teetered on the edge, earning a frustrated whine. "Not without me inside you," I said, my voice low and commanding. I stood up, stripping off my shirt and jeans in record time. My cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, pre-cum beading at the tip. Her eyes widened, licking her lips as she stared at it.

"Big brother has a big cock," she teased, spreading her legs wider in invitation. "Come on, fuck me. Raw. I want to feel every inch."

No condom. No hesitation. I climbed back onto the bed, positioning myself between her thighs. The head of my cock nudged her entrance, slick with her juices. I paused there, teasing her, rubbing up and down her slit. "Beg for it, Emily. Tell me how bad you want your stepbrother's cum inside you."

"Please," she whimpered, her hands grabbing my ass, trying to pull me in. "Fuck me. Breed me. Fill my pussy with your hot load."

That was all I needed. I thrust forward, burying myself balls-deep in one brutal stroke. She screamed, her walls clenching around me like a vice. Tight. Hot. Perfect. "Fuck, you're so tight," I grunted, pulling back only to slam in again.

She wrapped her legs around my waist, meeting every thrust with her own. "Harder! Fuck me like you hate me!"

Our bodies slapped together, the room filling with the obscene sounds of skin on skin, her wetness coating my cock. I pounded into her relentlessly, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise. She clawed at my back, nails digging in, urging me on. "Yes... oh god, yes... deeper..."

I flipped her over onto her stomach, yanking her ass up in the air. She pushed back eagerly, presenting herself like a bitch in heat. I re-entered her from behind, the angle letting me hit even deeper. "Take it, you slutty little stepsis," I growled, spanking her ass cheek hard. It jiggled under my palm, turning pink.

She moaned into the pillow, muffling her cries. "Spank me again... make it hurt."

I obliged, alternating smacks with thrusts, her pussy squeezing tighter each time. Sweat dripped down my chest, mixing with hers as I leaned over her, biting her shoulder. "You're mine now. This pussy belongs to me."

"Yes... all yours... cum inside me... please..."

The pressure built in my balls, the familiar tingle signaling I was close. I reached around, rubbing her clit furiously. "Come with me. Milk my cock."

She shattered first, her body convulsing, pussy pulsing around me. "Fuck! I'm cumming!"

That pushed me over. I buried myself deep, ropes of cum erupting inside her, painting her walls white. No pulling out. Just raw, unprotected breeding. She moaned through her orgasm, feeling every spurt.

We collapsed together, my cock still twitching inside her as cum leaked out around us. But this was just the beginning. Day one, and I was already addicted.

I pulled out slowly, watching my seed drip from her well-fucked pussy. She rolled over, a satisfied grin on her face. "That was... intense. Round two?"

I smirked, already hardening again. "You have no idea."

But as the high faded, a sliver of reality crept in. Our parents could be home any minute. The risk only made it hotter. I grabbed her chin, forcing her to look at me. "This stays between us. But don't think we're done. Every day, I'm going to fill you up."

She bit her lip, nodding. "Promise?"

"Promise."

Little did I know, this was the start of twelve days of pure, filthy obsession.

The afternoon sun filtered through the blinds, casting striped shadows across Emily's bed. We lay there for a moment, catching our breath, but the fire hadn't died. If anything, it roared hotter. My cum was still oozing from her, a creamy trail down her thigh, and the sight made my cock stir back to life. She noticed, her hand reaching down to stroke me lazily. "Already? Greedy stepbro."

I swatted her hand away, flipping her onto her back again. "You started this. Now you're going to finish it."

She laughed, a throaty sound that sent shivers down my spine. "Make me."

Challenge accepted. I dove between her legs, my tongue lapping at her cum-filled pussy. The taste of us mixed together was intoxicating—salty, sweet, forbidden. She gasped, her hands tangling in my hair. "Oh fuck... eat your own creampie? That's dirty."

I hummed against her clit, the vibration making her buck. "You love it."

She did. Her moans filled the room again as I tongue-fucked her, cleaning every drop while driving her wild. My fingers joined in, three this time, stretching her as I sucked her clit. She came fast, her juices flooding my mouth, but I didn't stop. I kept going until she was begging, oversensitive and squirming.

"Stop... too much... fuck me again!"

I rose up, my face slick with her, and slammed back inside. This time slower, savoring the way her pussy gripped me, still pulsing from her orgasm. "Feel that? That's me owning you."

We fucked like animals, switching positions—her on top, riding me reverse cowgirl so I could watch her ass bounce; me pinning her against the headboard, thrusting up into her; doggy again, this time with my thumb pressing against her asshole, teasing the tight ring.

By the time I came a second time, deep inside her once more, we were both exhausted, bodies slick with sweat. But the day was young, and so was our secret.

As evening approached, the house remained empty—parents out for dinner or something. Emily slipped into the bathroom to shower, but I followed, unable to stay away. The water cascaded over her body as I joined her, soaping her up, my hands everywhere. We fucked against the tiles, her legs wrapped around me, water mixing with our cum as it swirled down the drain.

That night, as we lay in her bed, tangled in sheets that reeked of sex, she whispered, "Tomorrow... do it again?"

I pulled her close, my hand cupping her breast. "Every day. Until you're addicted to my cum."

She smiled in the dark. "I already am."

But this was only day one. The obsession had just begun.

The next morning, I woke to her mouth on my cock, sucking me awake. "Good morning, stepbro," she murmured around my shaft. I groaned, thrusting up into her throat. She gagged but took it, her eyes watering as she deepthroated me.

I flipped her over, eating her ass while fingering her pussy, making her scream into the pillow. Then I fucked her missionary, slow and deep, our eyes locked as I filled her a third time.

We barely made it downstairs for breakfast without touching. Under the table, her foot teased my crotch, a promise of more.

The day blurred into stolen moments—quickies in the laundry room, her bent over the washer; a blowjob in my room while I "helped" with her unpacking; fingering her on the couch during a movie, muffling her moans with kisses.

By nightfall, I'd cum inside her five times, each load deeper than the last. Her pussy was swollen, leaking constantly, but she begged for more.

"You're ruining me," she panted as I pounded her from behind.

"Good," I growled. "That's the point."

As we collapsed, spent, I knew this was no fling. This was possession.

Day one set the tone—raw, relentless, creampie after creampie.

I couldn't wait.

Chapter 2: Bent Over the Kitchen Counter While Parents Are in the Next Room

The house was quiet except for the low drone of the living-room TV and Dad’s occasional snort-laugh. Mom’s voice floated in every few minutes, light and oblivious. Ten feet away, one thin wall, half-open archway. That was all that separated us from total ruin.

Emily was already bent over the kitchen island when I walked in, shorts peeled down to her knees, tank top rucked up under her arms, heavy tits squashed flat against cold granite. Her ass was tilted up like an offering, cheeks spread just enough for me to see everything: swollen pussy lips glistening, the tiny pink knot of her asshole twitching, and a slow, steady drip of this morning’s load still oozing out of her, hanging in a thick white string that finally snapped and splattered on the tile.

My cock was out before I even crossed the threshold, thick, veined, angry purple, pre-cum already leaking in a long strand from the slit. The risk hit me like a fist to the chest: one cough, one “kids, everything okay?” and it was over. That thought alone made me so hard it hurt.

Emily looked back over her shoulder, eyes blown black with lust, lips wet. She didn’t speak. She just mouthed two words: 

Fuck me.

I didn’t tease. I stepped up, fisted the root of my dick, and dragged the fat head through her sloppy slit, coating myself in the mess I’d left in her hours ago. She bit her lip until I saw blood. I lined up and slammed in, one single, brutal thrust that punched the air from her lungs and buried me balls-deep in scalding heat.

Her whole body lurched forward. Tits scraped granite. A raw, choked scream tore out of her throat.

My hand clamped over her mouth instantly, fingers digging into her cheeks. “Shut. The. Fuck. Up,” I snarled against her ear, already dragging back and spearing her again. The island rocked hard enough to rattle the plates in the drying rack. I didn’t give a shit. I fucked her like I wanted to split her in half, short, savage thrusts that punched obscene wet sounds out of her cunt.

Her pussy clamped around me like it was trying to choke my dick off. Yesterday’s loads, this morning’s load, all of it frothed around my shaft, coating my balls, dripping down her thighs in heavy globs. Every time I bottomed out my hips cracked against her ass loud enough that I prayed the laugh track covered it.

She clawed at the granite, nails screeching. Her walls started fluttering, too fast, the greedy little whore was already going to come just from being hate-fucked in broad daylight with our parents ten feet away. I yanked her head back by a fistful of hair, arching her spine until her tits lifted off the counter, and growled, “You come when I fucking say. Hold it.”

A broken whine vibrated against my palm. I shoved three fingers of my free hand under her, found her clit, swollen and slippery, and crushed it between my knuckles. Her entire body seized. Pussy spasmed so hard I saw stars. I bit down on the meat of her shoulder to smother my own groan and jackhammered faster, chasing the edge.

Twenty seconds. Thirty. The couch in the living room creaked, someone shifting weight. My heart slammed against my ribs. I should stop. Instead I punished her harder, hips pistoning, balls slapping her clit with wet smacks.

That did it. I buried myself to the hilt and exploded, thick, burning ropes flooding her already-stuffed cunt. Her walls milked me in violent pulses, sucking every drop deeper like she was starving for it. I ground against her cervix, making sure it took.

When I finally pulled out, a fat gush of cum followed, splattering the floor between her feet in heavy white ropes. She sagged forward, trembling, forehead pressed to the granite, ass still up and twitching.

I gave her exactly two seconds. Then I spun her around, shoved her down to her knees on the cum-slick tile, and fed my still-throbbing cock straight into her mouth. She opened wide and took it greedily, throat convulsing as I hit the back, gagging, drooling, tears streaking her cheeks. Her tongue swirled, tasting both of us, filthy and desperate.

Footsteps. Real ones. Coming toward the archway.

I ripped her up by the hair so fast her knees skidded in the mess. Spun her, slammed her tits-first back onto the island just as Mom’s voice sang out, “You two almost done in there?”

Emily’s voice came out shaky but syrupy sweet: “Yeah, Mom, almost finished!” While she spoke I was already sliding back into her wrecked cunt, slow, cruel, letting her feel every vein while she lied through her teeth.

Mom hummed and turned away. The second her footsteps faded I lost it completely. Grabbed Emily’s hips with bruising force and fucked her like a ragdoll. The island slammed the cabinets so hard a glass tipped and shattered on the floor. Neither of us cared. Her tits bounced painfully against the edge, nipples raw. She buried her face in her forearm and screamed into it as another orgasm tore through her, pussy gushing around my cock.

I lasted maybe forty-five seconds before I came again, harder than the first, hips jerking, flooding her with a second massive load in under five minutes. When I pulled out her cunt gaped openly, dark flushed pink, a river of white pouring out in thick pulses, pooling beneath her.

She stayed folded over the island, panting, thighs shaking, cum running in rivers down her legs. I zipped up, crouched, licked a long stripe up her spine tasting salt and sex, and whispered against her ear:

“On your knees. Lick every drop off that floor before they come back in. That was two. I’m keeping count today.”

She shuddered hard, a fresh trickle of white sliding out of her as if her body was answering for her.

I walked away, cock still half-hard, already planning the next time I’d fill her while our parents sat clueless in the next room.

The day had barely started.

Chapter 3: Sneaking Into Her Shower at 3 A.M.

The clock on my phone burned 3:07 A.M. in blood-red digits. I hadn’t slept. Couldn’t. My cock had been iron-hard for hours, leaking into my sheets, throbbing with every memory of the kitchen: Emily on her knees licking my cum off the tile while Mom loaded the dishwasher ten feet away, her tongue dragging through thick white puddles like a starving animal.

I was done waiting.

I rolled out of bed, sweatpants shoved down just enough to free my dick, already dripping. The hallway was black and silent. I knew every creaky floorboard; I ghosted past them like a predator. Her bedroom door was cracked open exactly three inches, the way she’d left it every night since day one. An invitation carved in darkness.

The bathroom door at the end of the hall glowed faint gold. Steam rolled out underneath in thick waves. The shower was running hard, loud enough to cover sin.

I pushed the door open without a sound.

Emily was already facing the tiled wall, palms flat, legs spread, head bowed under the pounding water. Soap suds slid down the curve of her spine, over the perfect swell of her ass, and disappeared between her thighs. One hand was buried between her legs, three fingers pumping in and out of her cunt with filthy wet sounds, the other pinching a nipple so hard it was purple.

She knew I was there before I spoke. Her hips rolled back, presenting herself, pussy lips puffy and glistening, a slow rivulet of my earlier loads still leaking from her hole and swirling down the drain.

I stepped in and let the glass door click shut behind me. The heat hit like a wall. Water lashed my skin, scalding. My cock jutted up against my stomach, veins bulging, head slick and angry.

Emily looked back over one shoulder, water streaming off her lashes, lips parted. “Fucking finally,” she rasped. “Been fingering your cum out of me for twenty minutes waiting for you to come stuff it back in.”

I didn’t answer with words.

I grabbed her by the throat, slammed her chest-first into the tile, and kicked her feet wider. The shower spray hammered my back as I fisted my cock and dragged the fat head through her sloppy folds. She was drenched, swollen, open from constant use. I could feel the remnants of my last three loads still inside her, warm and thick.

I notched at her entrance and speared her in one vicious thrust.

Her scream echoed off the tiles, raw and desperate. My hand clamped over her mouth instantly, forearm crushing her tits against the wall, fingers digging into her cheeks hard enough to bruise. I pulled back and rammed in again, harder, balls slapping her clit with a wet crack.

“You want to wake them up?” I snarled against her ear, biting the lobe until I tasted blood. “Then take this dick like the filthy cumrag you are and shut the fuck up.”

Her cunt clamped around me so hard my vision blurred. I could feel every ridge of her walls dragging over my shaft, sucking me deeper. I fucked her like I hated her, short, brutal strokes that punched the air from her lungs, hips slamming her into the tile so hard her feet almost left the floor.

Water poured over us, mixing with the obscene squelching of her stuffed pussy. Each thrust forced another gush of old cum out around my cock, running in thick white streams down her thighs, splattering the shower floor.

She was already shaking, thighs trembling, trying to spread wider, greedy for more. I slid the hand from her mouth down to her throat and squeezed, just enough to make her eyes roll. My other hand dove between her legs, found her clit, and crushed it between two fingers, rolling it viciously.

Thirty seconds. That’s all it took.

Her entire body seized. Her cunt spasmed violently, squirting hard around my pistoning cock, a hot flood that splashed my balls and ran down both our legs in rivers. I didn’t slow. I fucked her straight through it, using her orgasm to slam deeper, the head of my dick battering her cervix on every stroke until she was sobbing into the tile.

My balls drew up tight, aching. I yanked her hips back hard, folding her nearly in half, and buried myself so deep my pelvis ground against her ass. My cock jerked once, twice, then erupted.

I came like a fucking firehose, thick, burning ropes blasting straight into her womb. Pulse after pulse after pulse, more than I thought I had left, flooding her already overstuffed cunt until I felt it backing up around my shaft. I ground against her, forcing it deeper, breeding her like an animal.

When I finally pulled out, a torrent of white gushed from her gaping hole, thick enough to coat her thighs in heavy ropes before the water washed it away. She stayed bent over, palms squeaking on the tile, ass trembling, breath ragged.

I gave her three seconds.

Then I spun her around, shoved her down to her knees in the streaming water, and fed my still-throbbing cock straight into her throat.

She opened wide and took it like she was born for it. I didn’t ease in. I grabbed two fistfuls of soaked hair and fucked her face with zero mercy, hips snapping, balls slapping her chin. Water poured into her nose, her mouth, but she didn’t fight. She gagged, retched, drooled long strings of spit and pre-cum, eyes locked on mine, mascara running in black rivers down her cheeks.

I used her throat until my thighs burned, until I felt the second load boiling up. I ripped out at the last second, aimed at her upturned face, and painted her.

Thick ropes lashed across her tongue, her cheeks, her closed eyes, her tits. She opened her mouth wide, catching what she could, swallowing greedily, then scooped the rest off her skin and rubbed it into her nipples like war paint.

I hauled her up by the throat, spun her again, slammed her tits-first into the fogged glass. The outline of her body smeared the condensation as I kicked her legs apart and slid balls-deep into her wrecked cunt in one stroke.

This time I fucked her slow. Deep, grinding, filthy rolls of my hips that made her feel every inch dragging through her cum-soaked walls. One hand choked her throat from behind, the other crushed her clit, rubbing in brutal circles.

Her third orgasm hit like a seizure. She squirted again, harder, a violent gush that splashed the glass and ran down both our legs. Her cunt clamped so tight I couldn’t move for a second, just ground against her cervix and unloaded a third massive flood straight into her womb.

When I pulled out this time her pussy stayed open, gaping wide, flushed dark red, before a fresh wave of white poured out in a thick, obscene waterfall.

She dropped to her knees without being told, licked me clean from root to tip, tongue swirling around every vein, sucking the last drops from my slit like she was starving. Then she looked up, water streaming down her cum-streaked face, and opened her mouth to show me it was empty.

“Tomorrow night,” she rasped, voice raw from my cock, “bring the phone. I want you to film how many loads it takes before my cunt can’t close anymore.”

I left her there on her knees under the dying spray, thighs shaking, pussy wrecked and leaking, body painted with my cum.

Chapter 4: Blackmail Blowjob Turns Into Riding Me Until I Explode Inside

The parents’ car had barely disappeared down the street when I locked myself in my room, headphones clamped on, cock already out and leaking. On my screen: last night’s shower footage in 4K. Emily on her knees, water pounding her back, my cum streaking her face in thick white ropes while she begged, hoarse and broken, “Paint me, mark me, own me.” The wet choke of her throat taking me balls-deep looped in my ears. My fist flew over my shaft, balls tight, seconds from blowing a hole through my stomach.

The door exploded open.

Emily stood in the frame wearing nothing but my old black T-shirt, the one with the faded band logo. It hung off one shoulder, hem barely covering the bottom curve of her ass. No panties. Her nipples were rock-hard, stabbing the fabric like they wanted to tear through. One hand held her phone up, screen aimed at me like a loaded gun.

The video playing on it was crystal clear: me in the shower at 3 A.M., her legs locked around my waist, my hand clamped over her mouth while I pumped the third load of the night straight into her womb. You could see the second her cunt started spasming, squirting down my balls in hot pulses.

She tilted her head, lips curled in that dangerous little smirk. “Delete your copy right now, or I AirDrop this to Mom’s phone in front of Sunday dinner tomorrow.”

My cock jerked so hard a rope of pre-cum shot across my abs. Her eyes tracked it like a predator. The room smelled like sex already, thick and electric.

“On your knees, bitch,” I snarled.

She laughed, low, filthy, taunting. “Make me.”

I moved faster than thought. Two steps and my hand was around her throat, slamming her down so hard her knees cracked against the carpet. She gasped, eyes flashing pure heat. I pinned both her wrists above her head with one hand, used the other to slap my heavy, dripping cock across her face: once across the cheek, once across her parted lips, painting her with wet streaks of pre-cum that clung to her skin like gloss.

“Open that fucking mouth.”

She obeyed instantly, tongue already out, eyes watering with anticipation. I didn’t ease in. I drove forward in one brutal thrust, straight to the root, balls pressed tight against her chin. Her throat convulsed around me, gagging wet and violent, spit bubbling at the corners of her mouth. I held her there until her face went red, until her eyes rolled, until her muffled whimpers vibrated straight through my shaft.

Then I ripped out and did it again. And again. And again.

I fucked her face like it was a cunt that owed me money, hips snapping, balls slapping her chin with wet smacks. Spit poured down her neck, soaked the T-shirt until it clung transparent to her tits, nipples dark and swollen. Every time I bottomed out her throat bulged, the outline of my cock visible under her skin.

“You think you can blackmail me?” I growled, yanking her head back by the hair so hard her scalp had to burn. I slapped her tits through the soaked shirt, left, right, left, right, until they glowed angry red beneath the fabric. “You’re gonna choke on this dick until you cry for mercy, then you’re gonna ride it until your cunt is so full you taste my cum when you burp.”

She moaned around my shaft, the vibration shooting lightning to my balls. I let go of her wrists. She didn’t fight. She grabbed my ass with both hands and yanked me deeper, throat-fucking herself on me like a desperate animal, mascara running in thick black rivers down her cheeks, spit dripping off her chin onto the carpet in long strings.

I let her destroy her own throat for two full minutes, until her jaw trembled and her chest heaved for air. Then I dragged her up by the hair, threw her face-down onto my bed so hard the mattress springs screamed.

Her cunt was already gaping open, swollen lips flushed dark pink, dripping with the loads I’d been dumping in her for four straight days. I could see the shine of cum still inside her, coating her walls. I didn’t tease. I lined up and speared her in one vicious thrust, bottoming out so hard her whole body lurched forward and her scream got muffled by the pillow.

I grabbed her hips with bruising force and fucked her like I wanted to split her in half. Long, punishing strokes that lifted her knees clean off the mattress, cock dragging out until just the head stretched her entrance, then slamming back in until my balls smacked her clit. The headboard cracked against the wall in a violent rhythm, bang, bang, bang, loud enough that if the neighbors were home they’d know exactly what was happening.

Every thrust forced another thick glob of old cum out of her, splattering the sheets, running down her thighs in obscene rivers. The room stank of sex, sweat, raw cunt.

“You wanna play blackmail?” I snarled, spanking her ass until the skin was glowing cherry red, handprints overlapping. “Then ride me, you filthy little cumslut. Show me how bad you need this load.”

I flipped onto my back, dragged her on top by the throat. She straddled me instantly, grabbed my cock with shaking fingers, lined it up, and sank down in one merciless drop. Every inch disappeared into her greedy cunt until her clit ground against my pelvis and her eyes rolled back.

Then she rode me like the world was ending.

Hard. Fast. Savage. Hips slamming down so violently her tits bounced wild and free, the soaked T-shirt riding up to her neck. She braced both hands on my chest, nails digging bloody crescents, and fucked herself on me with everything she had.

“Give it to me,” she chanted, voice raw and broken. “Give me that big brother cock, breed your nasty little sister, pump me so full I leak for a week—”

I grabbed her throat with one hand, squeezed until her eyes fluttered, and jackhammered up into her, meeting every downward thrust with an upward punch that made her whole body jolt. Our skin slapped together loud enough to echo off the walls, wet and obscene.

Her cunt started spasming, milking me in rhythmic waves. She was coming already, hard, squirting down my shaft, soaking my balls, the sheets, everything. I didn’t slow. I fucked her straight through it, using her orgasm to drag myself deeper.

I lasted maybe another thirty seconds.

I flipped her onto her back, grabbed her ankles, and folded her in half, knees to shoulders, cunt tilted up like a target. Then I pile-drove straight down into her, balls slapping her ass with every brutal stroke. Her eyes rolled completely white, mouth open in one long silent scream, drool running from the corner.

I buried myself to the absolute root and exploded.

The first rope shot out so hard I felt it in my spine. Then another. And another. Thick, burning floods blasting straight against her cervix, filling her womb so fast I could feel the pressure building around my shaft. I didn’t stop thrusting, just ground deeper, forcing every pulse as far inside as possible, breeding her like a bitch in heat.

When I finally pulled out, her cunt stayed gaping open for seconds, flushed dark red, before a thick river of fresh white poured out in heavy pulses, pooling beneath her ass on the ruined sheets.

She lay there twitching, thighs trembling uncontrollably, cum still oozing from her in slow waves.

I grabbed her phone, still recording from where she’d dropped it on the floor, angled it between her spread legs, zoomed in on the wrecked, leaking hole.

“Say it,” I ordered, voice rough.

She looked straight into the lens, face destroyed with mascara and spit and cum, voice hoarse and shaking:

“I’m my stepbrother’s personal cum-dump. Delete nothing. Ever.”

I stopped the recording.

The war had only just begun.

Chapter 5: Tied to Her Bed and Used All Night

The clock hit 11:47 P.M. 

Parents were finally snoring down the hall. 

The house was black, silent, and mine.

I moved like a shadow, two of my old college ties coiled in my fist, the silk already warm from my grip. Emily’s door was cracked exactly three inches again, the signal we’d used every night since this started. I slipped inside and shut it behind me with a soft click that sounded like a gunshot in the quiet.

She was already naked on the bed, on her back, legs spread wide, wrists crossed above her head like she’d been waiting hours for this exact moment. Candlelight from the single flame on her nightstand licked across her skin, painting her tits gold, her nipples hard as bullets. Her cunt was already swollen, glistening, a slow drip of arousal trailing down to the sheet.

The sight punched the air from my lungs.

I didn’t speak. I dropped the ties on the mattress and grabbed her left wrist first. She didn’t resist. She watched me with blown-black eyes, chest heaving, lips parted. I looped the silk around her wrist, cinched it tight enough to bite, then stretched her arm to the headboard and knotted it. Right wrist next. Then both ankles, wide, obscene, until she was spread-eagled and completely fucking helpless.

Only then did I let myself look at what I’d done.

Her back arched off the bed, tits thrust up, cunt splayed open and dripping. The ties creaked when she tested them, just once, and the sound went straight to my cock.

I stripped slow. Let her watch every inch of skin appear. When my cock sprang free, heavy, veined, already leaking, she whimpered.

I crawled between her spread thighs, knelt there, and did nothing. Just looked. Let the silence stretch until it was unbearable. Her hips tried to rock up, chasing contact that wasn’t there. I waited until she was shaking.

Then I leaned down and dragged my tongue from her asshole to her clit in one slow, filthy lick.

She jerked so hard the headboard rattled. I pinned her hips down with one hand and ate her like I was starving, tongue fucking deep into her cunt, sucking her clit until it throbbed against my teeth, nose buried in her slick folds. Every time she got close I stopped, pulled back, let her cool just enough to beg.

“Please… fuck… don’t stop… I need—”

I shoved three fingers into her without warning, curled them hard, and rubbed her G-spot until she screamed into the pillow I jammed over her face. She came instantly, violently, squirting so hard it splashed my wrist, her thighs, the sheets. Her cunt clamped around my fingers like it wanted to break them.

I didn’t give her time to breathe.

I rose up, fisted my cock, and drove into her in one brutal thrust. The ties snapped taut as her body bowed off the bed. I bottomed out so hard my balls slapped her ass and her eyes rolled white.

Then I fucked her.

No warm-up. No mercy. Long, punishing strokes that dragged every inch of me through her spasming walls and slammed back in until the headboard cracked against the wall in a steady, violent rhythm. Her tits bounced wildly, nipples scraping the air. I grabbed one, twisted it viciously, used it like a handle to yank her down harder onto my cock.

Her second orgasm hit before the first had even faded. She squirted again, a hot flood that soaked my pelvis, ran down my balls, dripped off the bed onto the floor. I kept pounding, using her cunt like a sleeve, feeling the pressure build so fast it hurt.

I came with a growl buried against her throat, teeth sinking into her skin as I flooded her. Thick, burning ropes blasting straight against her cervix, pulse after pulse after pulse, more than I thought I had left. I ground deep, hips jerking, forcing it deeper, breeding her until cum backed up around my shaft and leaked out with every thrust.

I stayed buried, panting, cock still twitching inside her. When I finally pulled out, her cunt gaped open, flushed dark red, a thick river of white pouring out in slow, obscene pulses.

I wasn’t done.

I untied one ankle, flipped her roughly onto her stomach, retied it so she was face-down, ass up, wrists still bound above her head. Her back was a perfect arch, cunt and asshole on full display, dripping my load onto the sheets.

I straddled her thighs, spread her cheeks with both hands, and spat directly on her tight little asshole. She jolted, moaned into the pillow. I rubbed the head of my cock through the mess between her legs, coating myself in cum and her juices, then pressed against that puckered ring.

Slow push. Relentless. She whimpered, pushed back, took the head with a pop. I didn’t pause. I sank in inch by inch until my balls rested against her dripping cunt.

Then I fucked her ass like I owned it.

Hard. Deep. Punishing. Every thrust forced more cum out of her cunt, smearing between us, making the slide wetter, filthier. I reached under her, shoved four fingers into her empty pussy, and double-stuffed her, feeling my own cock through the thin wall separating her holes.

She came again instantly, screaming into the mattress, both holes clamping so tight I saw stars. I didn’t stop. I pounded her raw, spanking her ass between thrusts until it glowed crimson, until her voice broke on sob after sob of pleasure.

I lasted longer this time, long enough to feel her come twice more, each orgasm ripping a fresh gush of squirt out around my fingers. When I finally lost it, I buried myself to the root in her ass and unloaded again, flooding her bowels with thick, scalding ropes until I felt it leaking around my shaft.

I pulled out slowly, watching both holes gape, watching cum bubble out of her ass and cunt in twin streams that met and pooled beneath her.

I left her tied like that, face-down, wrecked, leaking from both ends, trembling through aftershocks.

I leaned down, bit her ear, and whispered:

“Sleep tight. I’m coming back at 3 A.M. for round three. And four. And five. All night, Emily. You’re not walking tomorrow.”

She whimpered, pushed her ass up weakly, already begging for more.

Chapter 6: Car Sex in the Driveway After School – Windows Fogged, Pussy Flooded

The last bell rang like a starting gun. I was out of the lecture hall before the echo died, cock already half-hard in my jeans just from the texts she’d been sending all day.

Emily: parked in the driveway like a good girl 

Emily: no panties 

Emily: pussy still leaking your morning load 

Emily: hurry up and come ruin me again

I broke every speed limit getting home. The street was quiet, cul-de-sac dead-end, houses set back behind manicured hedges. Our parents wouldn’t be home for hours. Dad had some work dinner, her mom tagged along. The garage was closed, but Emily’s little white Civic sat right in the fucking driveway, driver’s seat reclined, windows already starting to fog from the inside.

I didn’t knock. I yanked the passenger door open and folded myself in, the car rocking on its shocks. The air hit me like a wet slap—heat, perfume, raw cunt. She was sprawled in the driver’s seat, skirt rucked up to her waist, legs spread wide, one foot up on the dash, the other braced against the steering wheel. Her pussy was obscene: lips swollen dark pink, glistening, a thick string of my cum from this morning still dangling from her hole, swinging with every breath.

“About fucking time,” she hissed, fingers already buried knuckle-deep inside herself, pumping slow and filthy. “I’ve been edging for forty minutes. If you don’t fill me in the next ten seconds I’m going to scream loud enough for the neighbors to call the cops.”

I didn’t speak. I grabbed her by the throat, dragged her across the center console, and crushed my mouth to hers. She tasted like cherry lip gloss and desperation. Her tongue fucked into my mouth like she was trying to climb inside me. My free hand went straight between her legs—three fingers replacing hers without warning, curling hard, scooping out a thick glob of old cum that I smeared across her clit in brutal circles.

She broke the kiss with a choked moan, head thrown back against the headrest. “Fuck—yes—rougher—”

I added a fourth finger, stretching her wide, feeling the slick mess of this morning’s loads still coating her walls. My thumb crushed her clit, grinding side to side until her hips jerked off the seat. The car rocked harder. Anyone walking their dog would see the suspension bouncing like we were on a trampoline.

Her hand clawed at my zipper, yanked it down, freed my cock in one violent tug. It slapped up against my stomach, angry, veined, dripping. She wrapped her fingers around the base and squeezed hard enough to make me see stars.

“Back seat,” I snarled. “Now.”

She scrambled over the console like a bitch in heat, ass in the air, skirt flipped up, pussy flashing wet and open. I followed, nearly ripping the door off its hinges in my hurry. The second we hit the leather I had her by the hips, spun her, slammed her chest-down across the seat. Her knees dug into the cushion, ass tilted up, face pressed to the fogged window, leaving greasy smears of makeup and breath.

I didn’t line up. I just grabbed the root of my cock and speared her.

One thrust. Balls-deep. No warning.

Her scream rattled the windows. The car lurched so hard the alarm chirped once before I killed it with the fob. Her cunt clamped around me like a fist soaked in honey and cum—scalding, sloppy, perfect. I could feel the remnants of every load I’d dumped in her since sunrise still inside, frothing around my shaft as I pulled back and slammed in again.

“Harder,” she sobbed, pushing back, trying to fuck herself on me. “Break me—fucking destroy this pussy—”

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back until her spine bowed, and started pounding. Short, vicious strokes that punched wet, obscene sounds out of her body—plap-plap-plap-plap—loud enough that if Mrs. Henderson next door was watering her roses she’d hear exactly what was happening twenty feet away.

Every thrust forced another gush of old cum out around my cock, splattering the leather seat in thick white ropes. The smell was filthy—sex, sweat, pure sin filling the confined space until we were breathing it.

I reached under her, shoved the heel of my hand against her clit, and rubbed in brutal, crushing circles. Her whole body seized. Her cunt spasmed so hard I had to fight to keep thrusting.

“I’m gonna—” she choked, voice cracking. “Fuck—gonna squirt in your fucking car—”

“Do it,” I growled, spanking her ass so hard the crack echoed like a gunshot. “Flood this seat, you nasty little slut. Show me how much you love your stepbrother’s raw cock.”

She detonated.

A violent gush exploded around my pistoning dick, squirting past my shaft in hot, forceful jets that soaked my jeans, the seat, the floor mats. Her scream was raw, animal, muffled only because I shoved her face harder into the window. Her body convulsed, thighs shaking uncontrollably, pussy milking me in rhythmic waves that dragged me right to the edge.

I lasted maybe ten more seconds.

I buried myself to the absolute root, ground against her cervix, and unloaded.

The first rope shot out like a cannon, thick and scalding, blasting straight into her womb. Then another. And another. I lost count after six—my balls just kept pulsing, pumping rope after rope after rope until her cunt was so full I felt the pressure backing up around my shaft, leaking out in creamy pulses with every twitch of my hips.

I stayed buried, grinding deep, making sure every drop stayed inside. When I finally pulled out, her pussy gaped wide, flushed dark red, before a fat river of fresh white poured out in a slow, obscene waterfall, pooling beneath her on the ruined leather.

She wasn’t done. Neither was I.

I spun her around, shoved her down onto her back across the seat, hooked her knees over my shoulders, and folded her in half. Her ass hung off the edge, cunt tilted up like a target. The windows were completely fogged now, dripping condensation like we were in a fucking sauna.

“Look at that wrecked hole,” I rasped, dragging the head of my still-throbbing cock through the mess leaking from her. “Still hungry for more.”

She reached down with both hands, spread her lips wide open, showing me the creamy mess inside. “Breed me again. Right now. I want to feel it slosh when I walk inside.”

I slammed back in.

This time slower. Deeper. Cruel. Long, grinding strokes that dragged every vein across her swollen walls, the head kissing her cervix on every thrust. Her tits bounced under her cropped shirt, nipples stabbing the fabric. I ripped it up, latched onto one, bit down hard enough to make her scream, then sucked until it was purple.

Her second orgasm built slower but hit harder. She clawed at my back, nails drawing blood, legs locked around my neck, heels digging into my shoulders. When she came she squirted again, weaker but messier, a hot flood that soaked my abs and dripped off my balls.

I followed right after, burying deep and flooding her a second time in under fifteen minutes. The load was even bigger—thick, burning, endless. I could feel her cunt struggling to contain it, the overflow gushing out around my shaft in rhythmic pulses that matched my heartbeat.

I pulled out just enough to watch it pour from her gaping hole, then shoved back in, plugging her, keeping it inside. I did that three times—pull out, watch the river of white spill, slam back in—until she was sobbing from overstimulation, thighs trembling uncontrollably.

Only then did I let her go.

She collapsed sideways, legs splayed, cum pouring from her in a steady stream that soaked the seat beneath her ass. The car reeked—sex, cum, squirt, pure filth. The windows were opaque with fog, the leather ruined, the air so thick it felt wet.

I zipped up, leaned over, and bit her bottom lip hard enough to bruise.

“Leave it,” I ordered, voice rough. “Don’t clean up. When Mom and Dad get home you’re going to sit at that dinner table with two loads sloshing in your cunt and my cum drying on your thighs. And if even one drop leaks onto the chair, I’ll bend you over the table after dessert and give you three more while they wash dishes.”

She shuddered hard, a fresh trickle of white sliding out of her as if her body was already obeying.

I climbed out, shut the door, and left her there—wrecked, leaking, windows fogged solid, car rocking gently on its shocks from her aftershocks.

Twenty minutes later she walked inside bow-legged, skirt sticking to her thighs, a dark wet spot spreading on the fabric.

Dinner was going to be interesting.

Chapter 7: Forced to Watch Porn Together… Then Reenact It Raw

The parents were gone for the weekend. Some couples’ retreat three hours away. They’d kissed us goodbye Friday afternoon like we were still innocent teenagers, told us to “be good,” and left the house empty until Sunday night.

We lasted exactly forty-three minutes before the clothes came off.

Emily was already on the couch in the living room, legs spread wide, skirt flipped up, fingers lazily circling her clit while she scrolled on her phone. The TV was off. The blinds were open. Late afternoon sun poured across her bare tits, nipples hard, pussy already glistening with the load I’d pumped into her in the foyer the second the front door shut behind our parents.

I dropped the duffel bag I’d packed for tonight onto the carpet with a heavy thud. She glanced over, eyebrow raised.

“What’s in the bag, perv?”

I didn’t answer. I unzipped it, pulled out the 65-inch OLED I’d borrowed from my roommate’s room, and set it up on the coffee table directly in front of her. Then I plugged in the hard drive.

Six terabytes of the filthiest, roughest, most taboo porn I’d ever collected. Step-sibling creampie compilations. Forced breeding scenes. Girls tied up and used for hours. Gangbangs that ended with pussies so full they couldn’t close. All of it raw. All of it internal.

Emily’s fingers stilled on her clit. Her eyes went dark.

“You’re going to sit there,” I said, voice low, “legs open, hands off your cunt, and watch every second. You don’t touch yourself. You don’t come. You just watch what I’m about to do to you tonight.”

She bit her lip so hard it went white. “And if I disobey?”

I grabbed her throat, squeezed just enough to make her gasp. “Then I stop. And you get nothing until Sunday. Your choice.”

She swallowed hard, nodded once, and pulled her hand away from her pussy. It stayed spread wide, lips puffy and shining, a slow drip of my cum still leaking out of her and running down to her asshole.

I hit play.

The first scene started immediately—no intro, no plot. Just a girl on her knees, mascara running, throat bulging as a thick cock fucked her face raw. The camera zoomed in on spit pouring down her chin, pooling on her tits. The guy yanked out, slapped her across the face with his wet dick, then shoved back in until she gagged so hard her stomach convulsed.

Emily’s breath hitched. Her thighs trembled. She was already fighting not to touch herself.

I sat on the opposite end of the couch, jeans unzipped, cock out and heavy in my fist, stroking slow. Not rushing. Just enough to keep myself aching.

Twenty minutes in and she was shaking. The screen now showed the same girl bent over a table, wrists bound with duct tape, getting railed from behind while another guy forced his cock down her throat. Every thrust pushed cum from previous loads out of her cunt in thick white ropes that splattered the floor.

Emily’s chest was heaving. Her nipples looked painful. Her pussy was clenching rhythmically, pushing out more of my cum with every pulse, but she kept her hands fisted at her sides.

“Good girl,” I murmured. “Keep watching.”

An hour later the scenes had escalated. A girl hogtied on a bed, three guys taking turns breeding her raw, pulling out only to show the camera how her cunt gaped and overflowed before shoving back in. Another scene: a girl forced to squirt over and over while being held down, screaming as load after load was pumped into her until it leaked out her nose.

Emily was a wreck. Tears streaking her cheeks. Thighs slick to the knee. Voice broken from whispering “please” over and over under her breath.

I paused the video.

The sudden silence was deafening.

I stood up, walked over, and stood between her spread legs. My cock jutted up against my stomach, dripping, veins bulging.

“Stand up.”

She did, legs shaking so hard she nearly fell.

I grabbed her by the throat, walked her backward until her spine hit the wall beside the TV. Then I spun her, slammed her chest-first into it, kicked her feet wide.

The next scene auto-played behind us—loud, wet, brutal.

I didn’t speak. I just lined up and speared her.

One thrust. Balls-deep. Her scream rattled the windows.

Her cunt was scalding. Soaked. Still stuffed with the loads from earlier, but tighter than ever, swollen from hours of denial. I pulled back slow, letting her feel every inch drag through her, then slammed back in so hard her feet left the floor.

The porn kept playing. Moans, screams, wet slaps. The girl on screen was getting double-penetrated now, both holes stuffed, cum pouring out of her like a faucet.

I matched the rhythm.

Long, punishing strokes that lifted Emily onto her toes, then dropped her back down onto my cock. My hands gripped her hips hard enough to bruise. Her tits scraped the wall with every thrust. I reached forward, grabbed a fistful of her hair, and yanked her head back until her spine bowed.

“Look at the screen,” I snarled against her ear. “That’s you in ten minutes.”

She sobbed, nodded frantically, eyes locked on the girl getting destroyed.

I fucked her harder.

The wall shook. Pictures rattled. Her pussy made obscene squelching sounds every time I bottomed out, forcing cum out around my shaft in thick waves that ran down both our legs.

I pulled out suddenly, spun her again, shoved her down to her knees. My cock—glistening with her juices and old loads—hovered an inch from her lips.

“Open.”

She did. I didn’t ease in. I grabbed her head with both hands and fucked her throat like a cunt. Straight to the root. Balls on her chin. Spit pouring down her tits in rivers. She gagged, retched, tears streaming, but didn’t pull away. Her hands clawed at my thighs, urging me deeper.

I used her face for five solid minutes, until her mascara was destroyed, until her throat was raw, until her chest heaved for air.

Then I yanked out, hauled her up by the hair, and threw her face-down over the arm of the couch—exactly like the girl on screen was positioned right now.

I spread her ass cheeks wide, spat on her tight little asshole, and pushed in.

No prep. No lube but spit and cum.

She screamed into the cushions as the head popped past the ring. I didn’t stop. I sank in inch by inch until my balls rested against her dripping cunt.

Then I fucked her ass like I was trying to break her in half.

Hard. Deep. Relentless. Every thrust forced more cum out of her pussy, smearing between us, dripping off my balls. I reached under her, shoved four fingers into her empty cunt, and double-stuffed her, feeling my own cock through the thin wall.

She came instantly—violently—squirting so hard it splashed the couch, the floor, my wrist. Her entire body convulsed, asshole and pussy clamping in waves.

I didn’t stop.

I pounded her raw, spanking her ass between thrusts until it was glowing crimson, until her voice broke on sob after sob.

I lasted longer this time—long enough to feel her come three more times, each orgasm ripping fresh floods from her cunt.

When I finally lost it, I buried myself balls-deep in her ass and unloaded. Thick, scalding ropes blasting into her bowels, pulse after pulse, until I felt it leaking around my shaft.

I pulled out slowly, watching both holes gape—pussy and ass—watching cum bubble out in twin streams that met and pooled beneath her.

But the TV was still playing.

Next scene: a girl tied spread-eagle to a bed, blindfolded, used by multiple guys, creampied over and over until she was leaking from every hole.

I looked down at Emily—face down, wrecked, trembling—and smiled.

I picked up the duct tape from the bag.

The night was just getting started.

I carried her upstairs, legs dangling, cum dripping from both holes with every step. Laid her on my bed, spread her limbs to the corners, and taped her down—wrists, ankles, tight. Then I blindfolded her with one of my ties.

Left her there for twenty minutes while I set up the phone on a tripod, recording.

When I came back, she was whimpering, hips rocking, trying to grind against nothing.

I climbed between her legs, dragged my tongue from her asshole to her clit in one slow lick, tasting myself in both holes. She bucked, screamed into the blindfold.

Then I spent the next four hours reenacting every scene we’d watched.

I fucked her missionary—slow, deep, grinding—until she came twice, then flooded her pussy again.

Flipped her, fucked her prone-bone, one hand choking her throat, the other rubbing her clit until she squirted so hard it soaked the mattress.

Untaped one wrist, forced her to finger her own ass while I railed her cunt from behind.

Made her ride me reverse cowgirl, hands taped behind her back, bouncing on my cock until her thighs gave out and I had to hold her up by the hips and jackhammer up into her until I bred her again.

Fucked her throat while she was still taped spread-eagle, coming down her throat until she choked and it leaked out her nose.

By 3 A.M. she was barely coherent—voice gone, body trembling, pussy and ass gaping, leaking constantly, sheets ruined.

I added four more loads before sunrise.

One in her cunt while she sobbed into the pillow.

One in her ass while I held her legs over her head.

One painted across her face and tits while she thanked me between broken gasps.

The last one—slow, deep, missionary—while I kissed her tears away and whispered, “You’re mine now. Every hole. Every drop. Forever.”

When I finally untapped her at dawn, she collapsed into my arms, legs unable to hold her weight, cum pouring from her in a steady stream.

I carried her to the shower, washed her gently, finger-fucked one final load into her under the water just to watch it swirl down the drain.

Then I tucked her into my bed, still leaking, still trembling, and wrapped her in my arms.

The hard drive was still going downstairs.

We had all weekend.

Chapter 8: Waking Her Up With My Cock Already Balls-Deep – Sleepy Morning Creampie

She was still passed out when I slipped back into the bedroom at 6:12 A.M., dead to the world, sprawled naked on her stomach, sheets kicked to the foot of the bed. One arm dangled off the edge, the other tucked under the pillow. Her ass was tilted up just enough from the way her knees had folded in the night, cheeks parted, pussy puffy and flushed dark pink from yesterday’s abuse. A thick crust of dried cum coated her inner thighs in flaky white streaks, fresh wet trails still oozing from both holes, pooling on the sheet beneath her hips in a sticky puddle that hadn’t been there when I left to shower.

I stood at the foot of the bed and looked at what I’d done to her. Marked. Ruined. Mine.

My cock was already aching, veins pulsing, head slick with pre-cum just from the sight. I didn’t touch myself. I didn’t need to. I was going to use her exactly like this: half-conscious, warm, pliant, and stuffed full before her eyes even opened.

I crawled onto the mattress slow, knees sinking into the soaked sheets. The bed dipped; she made a soft, sleepy sound but didn’t wake. I straddled her thighs, pressed them together with my own, and leaned over her back. My chest brushed the sweat-damp skin between her shoulder blades. I could feel her heartbeat through her ribs, slow and steady, trusting.

I reached down, fisted the root of my cock, and dragged the fat head through the mess between her legs. Old cum, fresh slick, squirt from last night: everything smeared together into a filthy lube. I notched against her entrance. She was still gaping slightly from the last load I’d left in her ass at 4 A.M., loose and swollen and perfect.

One slow, relentless push.

The head popped past her rim. Her walls fluttered, tried to adjust, then gave way. I sank in inch by inch, no resistance, just scalding heat and the obscene squelch of cum being displaced around my shaft. By the time my balls pressed flush against her clit I was buried to the root inside her sleeping body, her cunt already starting to clench in confused, sleepy pulses.

She made a low, throaty sound: half moan, half whimper, still not awake. Her fingers curled into the pillow.

I stayed perfectly still, letting her body remember who it belonged to. I could feel every twitch inside her, every sleepy flutter of muscle trying to figure out why it suddenly felt so full. Her breathing hitched, hips shifting just barely, instinctively rocking back to take me deeper.

I leaned down, lips against the shell of her ear.

“Morning, little sis.”

Her eyes snapped open on a sharp inhale. The second she realized I was already balls-deep, her entire body locked up, then melted. A broken, desperate moan tore out of her throat as her cunt clamped down hard, trying to suck me in farther.

“F-fuck… you’re—already—inside—”

I pulled back slow, dragging every ridge through her swollen walls, then slammed forward so hard her whole body lurched up the bed. Her face smashed into the pillow, muffling the scream.

“That’s right,” I growled, setting a brutal rhythm immediately: long, punishing strokes that lifted her knees off the mattress and dropped her back down onto my cock like a ragdoll. “Woke up needing another load. You don’t get to choose when, baby. You just take it.”

She clawed at the sheets, knuckles white, ass pushing back to meet every thrust even as her brain scrambled to catch up. Her voice was wrecked from screaming all night, coming out in hoarse, filthy sobs.

“Harder—please—fuck—use me—”

I grabbed both her wrists, pinned them in the small of her back with one hand, and folded her arms like a pretzel. The angle tilted her hips higher, let me sink even deeper. The head of my cock battered her cervix on every stroke, punching wet, obscene sounds out of her body.

Cum from last night frothed around my shaft, splattering her thighs, my balls, the sheets. The room already stank of sex again: sweat, cum, raw cunt.

I leaned over her, chest to her back, and bit down on the nape of her neck hard enough to bruise. She shrieked, pussy spasming violently.

“Come on my cock while you’re still half-asleep,” I snarled against her skin. “Show me how much your body needs its morning breeding.”

Her orgasm hit like a seizure. She went rigid, then convulsed, squirting hard around my pistoning cock in messy pulses that soaked my pelvis and ran down both our legs. I didn’t slow down. I fucked her straight through it, using the gush to slam deeper, punishing her for coming without permission.

She was sobbing into the pillow now, drooling, body limp and pliant as I used her exactly how I wanted.

I felt my balls draw up tight, the pressure unbearable.

I shoved in one last time, ground against her cervix, and exploded.

The first rope shot out so hard it hurt. Then another. And another. Thick, burning floods blasting straight into her womb, pulse after pulse, more than I thought I had left after yesterday. I held her wrists tighter, kept her pinned, made sure she felt every spurt claiming her from the inside.

When I finally pulled out, a fat river of fresh white poured from her gaping cunt, mixing with the mess already there, forming a thick puddle beneath her hips that spread wider with every twitch.

She stayed face-down, trembling, breath hitching in little aftershock sobs.

I wasn’t done.

I flipped her onto her back like she weighed nothing. Her eyes were glazed, pupils blown, lips swollen. Cum streaked her thighs in glossy trails. I hooked her knees over my elbows, folded her in half until her ankles were by her ears, and slammed back in.

Her second orgasm started before I even moved: just from being split open again. She screamed, back arching off the bed, pussy gushing around my cock in violent jets.

I fucked her like that: folded, helpless, tits bouncing with every thrust, face inches from mine so I could watch every expression as I wrecked her.

I made her come twice more before I added the second load of the morning, this one even deeper, grinding against her cervix until I felt the last pulse empty straight into her womb.

When I pulled out the second time, her cunt didn’t even try to close. Just stayed gaping, flushed dark red, a steady stream of white pouring out in rhythmic pulses like her body was pushing it out just to make room for the next one.

I left her like that: legs spread, chest heaving, cum pooling beneath her ass, eyes unfocused.

I leaned down, kissed her slack mouth, tasted tears and sex.

“Stay right there,” I whispered. “I’m getting water. When I come back I’m fucking you awake again. And again. All day. You don’t get out of this bed until you’re so full you can’t walk.”

She whimpered, nodded weakly, fingers already drifting down to spread herself open, showing me the creamy mess inside like an offering.

I walked out hard again, already planning how many loads it would take before she was leaking down her thighs just from standing up.

Chapter 9: Hate-Fuck in the Laundry Room – She Comes Twice Before I Breed Her

The washer was already spinning hard when I dragged her in by the throat, door slamming behind us with a metallic bang that echoed off the concrete walls. The machine roared like a jet engine, thumping and shaking on its highest cycle, drowning out everything except the wet slap of skin and her ragged breathing.

Emily’s back hit the vibrating front-load washer so hard the metal dented. I didn’t give her time to brace. I spun her, shoved her face-down over the lid, and kicked her feet apart. Her tiny sleep shorts—mine, stolen from my drawer—were soaked through at the crotch, clinging to her swollen lips like a second skin. One yank and they ripped clean off, seams popping, fabric tearing in my fist.

She was bare underneath, cunt already glistening, asshole still puffy and pink from the load I’d left there an hour ago while she pretended to brush her teeth. A thick white trail ran down the inside of one thigh, fresh and glossy, dripping onto the tile.

“You fucking brat,” I snarled, voice raw. “You think you can walk around in my clothes, dripping my cum all over the house, and I won’t notice?”

She looked back over her shoulder, eyes blazing, lips curled in that infuriating smirk. “I was hoping you’d notice, asshole.”

I slapped her ass so hard the crack cut through the washer’s roar. A perfect red handprint bloomed instantly. She hissed, pushed back, grinding her sloppy cunt against the vibrating washer lid like she was trying to get off on it.

I grabbed the back of her neck, shoved her cheek against the cold glass, and held her there. The machine rattled beneath her tits, nipples scraping metal with every violent spin. Her breath fogged the surface in frantic bursts.

My belt was already undone. I didn’t bother taking it off—I looped it once around her throat like a leash, cinched it tight enough to make her eyes water, then yanked her head back until her spine arched obscenely. Her tits lifted off the washer, nipples dragged across the glass, leaving wet streaks.

I lined up and slammed into her cunt in one brutal thrust.

No warning. No mercy.

Her scream got choked off by the belt. The washer hit a high-speed spin and the entire thing bucked beneath us, vibrating so hard her whole body jolted with every revolution. My cock punched deeper with each shake, battering her cervix like a fist.

I fucked her like I hated her.

Short, vicious strokes that lifted her feet off the ground, then dropped her back down onto my dick. The belt kept her head up, throat bulging, drool running from the corner of her mouth onto the washer lid. Her hands scrabbled for purchase, nails screeching across metal.

The vibration was brutal—relentless—buzzing straight through her clit, her bones, her fucking soul. She started shaking in under thirty seconds, thighs trembling uncontrollably, cunt clamping down so hard I had to fight to keep moving.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I snarled, yanking the belt tighter. “You come when I say, not when the goddamn washer tells you to.”

She sobbed, tried to hold it, but the machine was merciless. It hit a new cycle—faster, harder—and her entire body seized.

She came with a broken scream, squirting so violently it splashed my thighs, the floor, the front of the washer in messy arcs. Her cunt spasmed around me in waves, milking my cock like it was trying to rip it off.

I didn’t stop.

I pulled out just long enough to spin her around, shove her ass onto the edge of the still-spinning washer, and slam back in. The vibration hit her clit directly now—full force, no escape. Her eyes rolled white instantly.

I grabbed the detachable showerhead from the utility sink—long metal hose, industrial strength—and cranked it to jet. Aimed it straight at her swollen clit while I railed her.

The water pressure was vicious. She screamed, tried to twist away, but I pinned her hips and held it there. The stream battered her raw clit in pulsing blasts while the washer vibrated beneath her and my cock punched into her from above.

She came again immediately—harder—squirting around my dick in forceful jets that mixed with the water and poured off the washer in rivers. Her whole body convulsed, legs kicking, heels drumming against the metal.

I dropped the hose. Grabbed her throat with both hands. Fucked her like I wanted to break her in half.

The washer hit its final spin—maximum speed, rattling so hard the bolts squealed. Her tits bounced wildly, nipples scraping the air. I leaned down, bit one hard enough to make her shriek, then sucked it into my mouth and punished it with my teeth.

Her third orgasm was building—I could feel it in the way her walls fluttered, the way her breath hitched into desperate little sobs.

I pulled out, fisted my cock, and painted her tits with three thick ropes of pre-cum just to watch it drip down her stomach.

Then I shoved back in and unloaded.

I came so hard my vision tunneled. The first rope blasted straight into her womb, thick and scalding. Then another. And another. I kept thrusting through it, grinding deep, forcing every pulse as far inside as possible. The washer’s vibration milked me dry, dragging out spurt after spurt until her cunt was overflowing, white pouring out around my shaft in creamy waves.

When I finally pulled out, she stayed perched on the edge, legs spread, cum and squirt dripping off her in a steady stream, pooling on the washer lid and running down the front in thick rivulets.

The machine beeped—cycle complete.

I grabbed the fabric softener bottle from the shelf, flipped the cap, and poured a thick stream of it straight into her gaping cunt.

She gasped as the cold liquid flooded her, mixing with my load, making everything slicker, filthier.

I shoved three fingers in, pumped once, twice, then added a fourth. Curled them hard. Rubbed her G-spot viciously while the softener squelched around my knuckles.

She came again instantly—silent this time, mouth open in a soundless scream, pussy gushing a mix of cum, squirt, and blue liquid all over my wrist and the floor.

I pulled my fingers out, smeared the mess across her lips. She licked them clean without being told.

I wasn’t finished.

I grabbed the thick handle of the laundry detergent bottle—long, ridged, perfect—and pressed the capped end against her asshole.

She froze, eyes wide.

I pushed.

Slow. Relentless. The plastic stretched her open inch by inch until the entire neck disappeared inside her. I twisted it, fucked her with it, watching her hole cling to the ridges.

Then I slammed my cock back into her cunt at the same time.

Double-stuffed. Filled in both holes. The washer still warm and humming beneath her ass.

I fucked her like that—cock in her cunt, detergent bottle in her ass—until she was sobbing, coming again, squirting so hard it splashed the walls.

I added a second load deep in her pussy while the bottle was still buried in her ass, grinding against it through the thin wall, feeling every ridge.

When I finally pulled everything out, both holes gaped wide, leaking blue-tinted cum in thick pulses.

I left her slumped over the washer, legs trembling, body twitching through aftershocks, cum and fabric softener dripping from her in slow, obscene rivers.

I zipped up, slapped her ass one last time, and walked out.

The next load could wait.

She was already full.

Chapter 10: Risky Poolside Sex While the Family Swims

The sun was brutal, a white-hot coin hammered into a cloudless sky. Heat shimmered off the concrete deck, making the air itself look wet. Chlorine and charcoal smoke hung heavy. The Bluetooth speaker thumped out AC/DC so loud the bass vibrated in my teeth. Dad’s cannonball detonated like a bomb, sending a sheet of water over Mom’s raft. She squealed, margarita sloshing, sunglasses fogged. Emily’s mom—Lisa—floated on her neon pink flamingo, eyes closed, one hand lazily trailing in the water, the other holding a sweating glass. They were drunk, happy, oblivious.

And Emily was burning a hole through me.

She lay on the far lounger, the one half-shielded by the potted palms and the curve of the pool house wall. The position made her almost invisible unless you knew exactly where to look. And I always knew.

White bikini. The kind that cost more to ship than to make. Two useless triangles up top—untied, strings dangling loose so her back stayed seamless and golden. The bottom was a joke: a thin white string that disappeared between her ass cheeks and a front panel so narrow it barely covered her slit. The fabric was already soaked through, not from pool water. It clung to her swollen lips like wet tissue, outlining every ridge, every pulse. Coconut oil turned her skin into liquid bronze; droplets slid down the groove of her spine, pooled in the small of her back, then trickled over the swell of her ass and vanished between her thighs.

She was on her stomach, cheek pillowed on folded arms, pretending to scroll her phone. But her hips moved in tiny, filthy circles, grinding her cunt against the thick turquoise towel beneath her. Each roll was slow, deliberate, shameless. The towel darkened beneath her in a spreading wet spot—her slick mixed with the two loads I’d already pumped into her this morning.

First load: bent over the bathroom sink while she brushed her teeth. I’d walked in, locked the door, shoved her forward until her tits flattened against the mirror. Her toothbrush still in her mouth, foam on her lips, I’d yanked her sleep shorts down and buried myself balls-deep while she stared at our reflection—eyes wide, mascara already smearing. I fucked her so hard the mirror rattled, then held her hips and unloaded while she choked on mint toothpaste and my cock.

Second load: ten minutes later in the hallway. She’d barely wiped her mouth when I pushed her to her knees, fed my still-dripping cock between her lips, and fucked her throat until tears ran. I came down it with her nose pressed to my pelvis, then pulled out and watched the overflow spill over her bottom lip onto the hardwood. She’d licked it up like a cat while I zipped up.

Now she was leaking both loads onto a pool towel while our parents laughed ten feet away.

I flipped a burger. Grease hissed. My cock was a steel bar in my trunks, pre-cum soaking the mesh liner in a sticky patch.

Emily lifted her head just enough to look back at me over one oiled shoulder. Her lips were swollen, glossy from licking them. She didn’t smile. She mouthed two words, slow and clear:

Fuck. Me.

My vision tunneled.

I glanced around. Dad was underwater doing handstands. Mom was singing along to “Back in Black,” eyes closed. Lisa hadn’t moved in fifteen minutes.

I set the spatula down. Walked.

Casual. Hands in pockets. Like I was just getting another beer.

No one looked twice.

Emily didn’t move as I got closer, just spread her thighs another inch. The motion pulled the white thong tighter, the fabric now completely transparent, plastered to her cunt like paint. I could see everything: the flushed pink of her inner lips, the way they parted slightly, the tiny bead of cum still clinging to her entrance, trembling with every heartbeat.

I dropped to my knees behind the lounger, hidden by palms and shadow. The heat off her body hit me like a wall—sun-baked skin, coconut oil, raw sex.

My hands went to her hips immediately. Thumbs hooked under the strings at her sides.

She lifted—just barely—so I could drag the thong down.

The fabric peeled away with a wet sound, sticking to her pussy for a second before releasing. A thick string of mixed cum stretched from her hole to the crotch of the bikini bottom, snapped, and splattered onto the towel.

Her cunt was obscene.

Swollen dark pink, lips parted and glistening, still gaping slightly from this morning. A slow, steady trickle of white leaked from her entrance, running down her slit, over her clit, dripping in heavy drops onto the towel. The smell hit me—chlorine, coconut, and pure used pussy.

I freed my cock with one hand. It slapped up against my abs, angry purple, veins bulging, head already slick and shining. Pre-cum drooled from the slit in a long strand.

I fisted the root and dragged the head through her mess—once, twice—coating myself in the filthy mix of old loads and fresh arousal. She shivered hard, thighs trembling, but stayed silent.

I notched against her entrance.

Pushed.

One slow, merciless thrust.

The head breached her. Her walls fluttered, tried to resist, then gave way with a wet squelch. I sank in inch by inch, no pause, until my balls pressed flush against her clit and I was buried to the hilt inside my stepsister while our family swam ten feet away.

She bit the towel instantly—teeth sinking deep into terrycloth to muffle the scream that ripped out of her throat.

Her back arched hard, ass pushing back greedily, trying to take more even though there was nothing left to take. Her cunt clamped around me like a fist soaked in honey and cum—scalding, sloppy, perfect.

I stayed buried, grinding slow circles, letting her feel every throbbing vein while laughter and splashing echoed around us.

Her knuckles went white gripping the aluminum frame of the lounger. The metal creaked.

I pulled back—slow, torturous—until just the head stretched her entrance, then slammed forward so hard her whole body jolted up the lounger. Her tits scraped the towel, nipples dragging across rough fabric.

She screamed into the towel again—silent, choked, desperate.

I set a brutal rhythm immediately.

Long, deep strokes that lifted her knees off the lounger with every thrust, then dropped her back down onto my cock like a fucktoy. The palms rustled with every impact, but the music covered it. The sun scorched my back, sweat pouring down my spine, dripping onto her ass where it mixed with oil and cum.

I leaned over her, chest to her oiled back, one hand sliding under her hips to crush her clit between two fingers.

She detonated.

Her entire body locked rigid, then convulsed. Her cunt spasmed violently around my cock, squirting in a hot, forceful gush that soaked my balls and thighs, splattered the towel, ran down the lounger legs onto the concrete. The towel muffled her scream, but I felt it vibrate through her whole body—raw, animal, terrified someone would hear.

I didn’t slow down.

I fucked her straight through it, using her orgasm to slam deeper, the head of my cock battering her cervix on every stroke. Each thrust forced more cum out around my shaft, thick white ropes that coated my balls and dripped in heavy strings.

Dad surfaced, laughing, shaking water from his hair.

I thrust harder.

Emily’s second orgasm hit like a freight train. Her eyes rolled white, tears streaking the towel. She was shaking uncontrollably, thighs spasming, trying so hard not to scream that her breath came in sharp, silent sobs. Another gush—this one stronger—exploded around my cock, squirting past my shaft in messy arcs that soaked my trunks and the deck beneath us.

I felt my balls draw up tight, the pressure unbearable.

I shoved in one last time—brutal, punishing—ground against her cervix, and unloaded.

The first rope shot out like a cannon, thick and scalding, blasting straight into her womb. Then another. And another. Pulse after pulse after pulse, more than I thought I had left, flooding her already-stuffed cunt until I felt it backing up around my shaft. I kept grinding, hips jerking, forcing every drop deeper while our parents floated ten feet away, oblivious.

She came again—third time—pussy milking me so hard my vision blurred, squirting in rhythmic waves that matched my cum, soaking everything.

I stayed buried until the last twitch.

Then I pulled out slow.

Her cunt gaped wide, flushed dark red, a thick river of fresh white pouring out in slow, obscene pulses, pooling beneath her on the ruined towel in a spreading lake.

I dragged her bikini bottom back up—slowly, deliberately—wedging the soaked fabric deep between her swollen lips, trapping the mess inside. The thong disappeared completely, swallowed by her ass and cunt, only the strings visible.

She stayed face-down, trembling, breath hitching in silent sobs, tiny aftershocks rippling through her thighs every few seconds.

I stood up, tucked my still-hard cock away, and walked back to the grill.

Dad yelled, “Burgers ready yet, son?”

I flipped one, smiled.

“Two more minutes.”

Emily didn’t move for the rest of the afternoon.

Just lay there, thighs clenched tight, coming in tiny silent waves every time the breeze hit her clit through the cum-soaked fabric.

When Mom finally called us in for lunch, Emily stood up slowly—legs shaking, face flushed, eyes glassy. Cum had already escaped the thong, running in a thick white trail down the inside of one golden thigh.

She looked at me across the deck.

Mouthed one word:

More.

I smiled.

Chapter 11: Filming It for “Insurance” – POV Creampie She Watches on Repeat

The house was dead silent except for the low hum of the AC and the wet sound of her mouth.

Midnight. Parents asleep two doors down. Emily was on her knees in the middle of my bed, naked except for the black silk blindfold I’d tied tight around her eyes. Her phone was propped on the tripod at the foot of the bed, red recording light glowing like a demon’s eye. 4K. Wide angle. Every filthy detail.

I stood in front of her, cock out, slick with her spit, veins throbbing. I’d been throat-fucking her for twenty minutes straight—no mercy, no breaks. Her mascara ran in thick black rivers down her cheeks, mixing with drool that poured off her chin onto her tits in long silver strings. Every time I pulled out, her throat made a wet, obscene pop, and she gasped for air like a drowning girl before opening wide again, tongue out, begging for more.

I grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back hard enough to arch her spine.

“Tell the camera what you are,” I growled.

She licked her swollen lips, voice raw and broken.

“I’m my stepbrother’s personal cum-dump,” she rasped, staring blind into the lens. “I exist to take his raw cock and his loads. Every hole. Every day. Until I’m leaking permanently.”

I slapped her face with my cock—heavy, wet thwacks across her cheeks, her tongue, her open mouth. She moaned like it was pleasure.

I shoved back in to the root.

Held her there until her throat convulsed, until her hands clawed at my thighs, until her face went red and her chest heaved. Then I ripped out and let her collapse forward, coughing, drooling, tits heaving.

I walked around the bed slow, letting the camera catch every angle. Her cunt was already wrecked—swollen dark pink, gaping slightly, a steady stream of the three loads I’d put in her earlier tonight dripping out in thick pulses onto the black sheet. The puddle beneath her knees had grown into a lake, glistening under the phone’s flash.

I grabbed the base of my cock and dragged the head through that mess, coating myself fresh. Then I knelt behind her, lined up, and slammed home in one brutal thrust.

The bed rocked. She screamed—raw, guttural—but I clamped a hand over her mouth instantly, fingers digging into her cheeks.

“Shut the fuck up,” I snarled against her ear. “You want Mom walking in while I’m breeding you on camera?”

She whimpered into my palm, shook her head frantically, and pushed her ass back harder, fucking herself on me.

I set a punishing rhythm—deep, violent strokes that punched wet squelching sounds out of her body loud enough the mic had to be picking it up. Each thrust forced more cum out around my shaft, splattering the sheets, her thighs, my balls. The room stank of sex and sweat and pure sin.

I reached forward, grabbed the phone off the tripod, and flipped it to selfie mode. Held it above us so the lens caught everything: her blindfolded face turned toward the camera, mouth open in a silent scream, my cock disappearing into her sloppy cunt again and again, the obscene creaminess coating every inch.

I angled it lower, zoomed in on where we joined—close enough to see her lips clinging to my shaft, the way they dragged in and out, the thick white ring forming at the base.

“Look at that greedy fucking hole,” I said to the camera, voice rough. “Ten loads in three days and it still can’t get enough.”

She moaned into my hand, nodding, hips slamming back to meet every thrust.

I dropped the phone onto the mattress, screen still facing us, and grabbed her hips with both hands. Lifted her knees clean off the bed and folded her forward—face down, ass up, back arched like a bow. Then I railed her.

No holding back.

The headboard cracked against the wall in a violent rhythm—bang-bang-bang-bang—loud enough I prayed the parents were heavy sleepers. Her muffled screams vibrated against my palm. Her cunt spasmed wildly, squirting in messy arcs that soaked the lens.

I felt the load boiling up.

I ripped out, spun her around by the hair, and shoved her flat on her back. Yanked the blindfold off.

Her eyes were wrecked—pupils blown, tears streaming, mascara smeared into war paint.

I straddled her chest, knees pinning her arms, and fed my cock between her tits. She squeezed them together instantly, creating a tight, slick tunnel. I fucked her tits hard, the head of my cock punching her chin with every thrust.

Then I moved higher—knees on either side of her head—and shoved into her mouth again.

Three strokes and I was done.

I buried myself to the root and exploded.

The first rope shot straight down her throat. She gagged, swallowed frantically, but I pulled back and let the rest paint her face—thick white lashes across her tongue, her cheeks, her closed eyes, dripping off her chin onto her neck and tits in heavy ropes.

I grabbed the phone again, zoomed in on her destroyed face.

“Show them,” I ordered.

She opened her cum-coated mouth, stuck out her tongue to display the pool of white on it, then swallowed with an audible gulp. Licked her lips clean. Scooped the rest off her face and rubbed it into her nipples like lotion.

I flipped the camera to her lower half, spread her legs wide, and zoomed in on her gaping cunt.

Still leaking.

Still hungry.

I set the phone on the nightstand, angled perfectly, and climbed between her thighs.

“Round two,” I said.

And hit record again.

We didn’t stop until the memory card was full and she was so overstuffed that every breath pushed another thick trickle out of her.

She fell asleep with the phone in her hand, the video already looping—watching herself get used on repeat, fingers lazily circling her clit, whispering my name like a prayer.

Chapter 12: Final Night: Three Loads in a Row Until She’s Leaking Down Her Thighs

The clock on the nightstand glowed 11:57 P.M. 

Tomorrow our parents came home. Tomorrow this ended. 

Tonight I was going to ruin her so completely she’d feel me for weeks.

Emily was already waiting.

Naked. 

On her back in the exact center of my bed. 

Legs spread wide, knees bent, feet planted. 

Hands above her head, wrists crossed like she’d been tied a thousand times before. 

Blindfold on—black satin, knotted tight. 

A thick black plug seated deep in her ass, the jeweled base winking between her cheeks. 

Her cunt was already a mess: swollen, dark pink, glistening with the two loads I’d put in her since dinner—one bent over the kitchen island while she “helped” with dishes, the second on the stairs, my hand clamped over her mouth so hard her lips bruised.

She’d been leaking ever since.

A slow, steady river of white ran from her gaping hole, down her taint, over the plug, pooling beneath her ass on the black rubber sheet I’d laid down hours ago. The room stank of sex, sweat, coconut oil, and the sharp metallic tang of pure obsession.

I stood at the foot of the bed, naked, cock jutting up against my stomach, veins like cables, head purple and dripping. In one hand I held the remote to the plug. In the other, the phone—already recording, propped on a chest-level tripod, lens pointed straight between her legs.

I hit the button.

The plug roared to life on its highest setting.

Emily’s entire body jolted. Her back arched off the bed, tits thrusting toward the ceiling, nipples hard as bullets. A broken scream tore out of her throat—raw, animal, desperate.

I didn’t touch her yet.

I just watched.

Watched her cunt clench and release around nothing, pushing out another thick wave of cum that splattered the sheet. Watched her thighs tremble uncontrollably. Watched her toes curl into the mattress.

Ten seconds. Twenty. Thirty.

She was sobbing, hips bucking, trying to fuck the air.

“Please—” she finally choked, voice wrecked. “Please fuck me—please breed me—I need it—need your cum—”

I climbed onto the bed slow, knees sinking into the soaked rubber. The heat radiating off her body was insane.

I leaned over her, let my cock drag up the inside of her thigh, leaving a wet trail of pre-cum through the mess already there.

I stopped with the head just kissing her entrance.

Then I slammed in to the root.

No warning. No mercy.

Her scream rattled the windows. The plug in her ass and my cock in her cunt left no room—every thrust ground the buzzing silicone against my shaft through the thin wall, made her feel impossibly full. I grabbed her ankles, forced her legs back until her knees touched her shoulders, and folded her in half.

Then I fucked her like I wanted to kill her.

Long, violent strokes that lifted her ass clean off the bed and slammed her back down. The rubber sheet squeaked beneath us. The headboard cracked against the wall in a machine-gun rhythm. Her tits bounced wildly, nipples scraping my chest with every thrust.

The plug buzzed harder—I cranked it to pulse mode—and she detonated.

Her orgasm hit like a bomb. Her cunt clamped down so hard I saw stars, squirting in forceful jets that splashed my abs, the sheets, the headboard. She screamed into the blindfold, body convulsing, toes pointed, back bowed so high only her shoulders and ass touched the bed.

I didn’t slow.

I fucked her straight through it, using her spasms to drag myself deeper, the head of my cock battering her cervix until she was sobbing.

Load one was already boiling.

I buried myself to the hilt, ground hard, and erupted.

The first rope shot out like a firehose—thick, scalding, blasting straight into her womb. Then another. And another. Pulse after pulse after endless pulse, more cum than I thought my balls could hold. I kept thrusting through it, short brutal punches that forced every drop deeper, until her belly looked slightly swollen and cum was backing up around my shaft, leaking out in creamy waves.

I stayed inside her, cock still twitching, and reached back to ease the plug out slow.

Her asshole gaped the second it popped free—dark pink, fluttering, coated in lube and the remnants of earlier loads. A thick river of white followed it out, running down to mix with the mess pouring from her cunt.

I pulled out of her pussy—slow, obscene—watching both holes gape in unison, watching twin waterfalls of cum merge and flood the sheet.

She was shaking, whimpering, blindfold soaked with tears.

I flipped her over roughly—face down, ass up, knees spread wide. Her face smashed into the soaked rubber, muffling her cries.

I lined up with her gaping ass and slammed in balls-deep.

No pause.

Her scream was pure animal—raw, broken, beautiful.

I fucked her ass like I hated her.

Hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave bruises shaped like my fingerprints. Hips crashing against her cheeks loud enough to echo. The phone caught everything: the way her asshole clung to my shaft, the way her cunt squirted untouched every time I bottomed out, the way cum from her pussy dripped in strings from her clit with every thrust.

She came again—harder—ass clenching so tight I had to fight to move, squirting so violently it splashed the lens.

I lasted maybe two minutes before load two exploded.

I buried myself deep and flooded her bowels—thick, burning ropes that filled her until I felt the pressure around my cock. I ground against her, forcing it deeper, breeding her second hole while her first still leaked onto the bed.

I pulled out slow, watching her asshole stay open, watching cum bubble out in slow pulses.

She collapsed forward, trembling, but I wasn’t done.

I grabbed her by the hair, dragged her up to her knees, spun her to face the camera.

Her blindfold was gone now—eyes wrecked, pupils blown, mascara smeared into war paint, lips swollen and glossy with spit and cum.

I shoved her down onto my cock.

She took it like she was born for it—throat opening instantly, nose to my pelvis, gagging but never pulling back. I fucked her face with both hands tangled in her hair, hips snapping, balls slapping her chin wet and loud.

I came the third time straight down her throat.

She swallowed frantically, choking, tears streaming, but didn’t spill a drop until I pulled out and painted the last ropes across her face and tongue.

Then I pushed her onto her back again, spread her legs wide, and watched.

Watched three fresh loads fight for space inside her wrecked body.

Watched it leak from her cunt, her ass, her mouth—thick white rivers running down her thighs, pooling beneath her, turning the rubber sheet into a lake.

She lay there trembling, destroyed, overflowing.

I grabbed the phone, zoomed in on the mess between her legs, then panned up to her ruined face.

She looked straight into the lens, voice barely a whisper.

“Twelve days,” she rasped, licking cum from her lips. “Twelve days and I’m still not empty.”

I hit stop.

Then I crawled over her, slid back into her cunt—slow, deep, final—and left the fourth load of the night pulsing against her cervix while she cried and came one last time.

When I finally pulled out, she couldn’t close her legs.

Couldn’t stop leaking.

Couldn’t stop shaking.

Cum poured from every hole in steady streams, running down her thighs in thick white rivers that never seemed to end.

I left her like that—blindfold back on, phone looping the video on the nightstand, body twitching through aftershocks.

Tomorrow our parents came home.

Tonight she was mine.

And she’d be leaking me for days.
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