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        It was my family’s annual New Year’s Eve party and there was only one man I wanted.

        My big brother.

        It was forbidden to be with him. Taboo.

        So when he told me I was his and to get on my knees… I was his good girl and listened.
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      The ground was frost-covered, because most of the snow from the holiday had melted days before, but a cold front had moved in since then, and now everything looked crystallized.

      I stood by the large bay window and wrapped my sweater tighter around my body as the chill seeped through the thick panes of glass. I gazed out at the garden, though my mind was focused on things that I should never even have been entertaining. 

      And that was… how good my older brother looked, and how it was getting harder to deny my attraction to him.

      It was wrong. Taboo. And people would most definitely say it was nasty.

      What was that saying? We listen and don’t judge, or some nonsense like that. Because the truth was, everyone would judge the fuck out of an incestuous relationship.

      Behind me, the family gathering buzzed with laughter, conversations, and the clinking of glasses. We all got together for an after-Christmas, pre-New Year’s Eve party. It was the only time anyone really had time to meet up.

      But this was the second year in which I felt removed from it all.

      Because my attention has been on obsessing over my brother.

      Frankie. My big brother. He was three years older than my tender nineteen years and built like the linebacker he was. I could imagine him dressed in his football uniform as he played college football, showing up other players as he laid them out.

      God, I was turned on to the point my panties were soaked, and I had to clench my thighs together to make sure my pussy juices didn’t slide down the inside of my legs.

      I didn’t have to turn around to know where he was. I could feel him. His presence had this strange gravitational pull and force when it came to how my body reacted.

      Whether I want it to or not.

      I heard him talking in the distance, and my heart beat a little faster. I bit my lip, trying to fight the urge to look over my shoulder at him. But because I was weak where Frankie was concerned, my resolve faltered. And before I could stop myself, I shyly—covertly—glanced over my shoulder and searched for him.

      There he was, leaning against the wall, his massive, muscular body positioned so casually despite him towering over every single one of our family members here. He was talking to Rosa, our great aunt, who had the mouth of a sailor and enjoyed her shots of tequila.

      Rosa said something—probably something raunchy, regarding her husband—and Frankie laughed. He was grinning as he brought his beer bottle to his mouth and took a long pull from it. And as if he felt my stare, he turned his head, and our gazes locked.

      The way he looked at me—with those blue eyes that I saw every day when I looked at my own reflection—always made my breath hitch. I knew I wasn’t hiding how I felt. Because the heavy-lidded expression he gave me said he could see straight through me, right past my mask of carefully keeping my forbidden desires in check.

      I could feel the weight of his stare, and it was that intensity that sent a flush of heat through my body and instantly made my pussy wet.

      He’d been home for the last couple of weeks, since his college had let out for the holidays, marking the end of the winter semester. And during the entire time he’d been back home, I was caught between the need to say “fuck it all” and just put myself out there with him, or to hide in my room and masturbate until he left and I could breathe again.

      I wanted to believe that the stolen glances and subtle touches he gave me in passing meant more than they probably did in reality. And now, with New Year’s Eve just a day away, the electricity between us felt even sharper, like the promise of something dangerous was waiting to unfold.

      But there were so many people around us… family members that would see me being totally inappropriate with my brother. Yet I couldn’t deny that the thought of sneaking around with Frankie was hot as hell.

      Everything about Frankie screamed off-limits. But that all just made my pulse quicken as I saw him push off the wall and come toward me. His movements were unhurried yet deliberate, as if he knew exactly what he was doing to me and thrived off of it.

      God, could he… want me in the same way I wanted him?

      And with every step he took in my direction, I felt waves of anticipation all while I tried my damnedest to catch my breath. I turned to face him, and he gave me a slow and sexy smile that sent heat right through me and straight down to my pussy.

      “Saffa.” His voice was low, deep, and that one murmured word had tingles spearing right through my nipples.

      “Frankie,” I said, his name coming out in the same sultry tone he’d said mine.

      He was close now, too close for it to be innocent, if anyone were to know the thoughts running through my head. And when he reached past me to grab a chocolate square from the tray behind me, I didn't miss how his arm brushed the bare skin of my own.

      Deliberately.

      There was something in his eyes as he watched me while he sucked on that little square of chocolate. He reached past me again, his fingers trailing along my bare back, which was exposed thanks to this dress I wore just for him—even though I tried to deny that fact while I was putting it on earlier. I shivered, and I knew he had caught the involuntary reaction to his touch. The way his pupils dilated told me as much.

      God… I think he wants me too.

      He held up a little dab of chocolate to me, and I went to take it from him between my thumb and forefinger. He tsked and shook his head, and I felt my eyes widened as he brought it right to my lips.

      He wanted to fucking feed me? In front of our family?

      “Frankie?” My voice was a whisper, but because his focus was trained on my mouth, I parted my lips so he could slip the chocolate between them.

      The way he stared at me told me a hell of a lot without him saying anything at all. It burned with the forbidden and was undeniable. My chest tightened as his fingers trailed along my bottom lip before he brought his beer to his mouth again and took a long drink.

      “Don’t swallow,” he said once the chocolate was fully melted and covering my tongue.

      I snapped my head to left to then peer around the room, expecting our parents to be watching us as we acted this way, like our family would immediately know how wrong this interaction was.

      “You’re playing a dangerous game,” he murmured. His voice had me looking back at him, but right away, I glanced around again, making sure no one was watching. But the crowd inside this room felt so far away. It was just us, and the air between us crackled like a livewire. I knew I shouldn’t feel this way. I shouldn't want my brother—much less this badly—but I couldn’t stop it. I couldn’t control it or rein it in at all.

      Especially not when he was this close.

      “Bet you want to swallow right about now, don’t you?” His voice was low, and he leaned in, so I felt his warm, hoppy-scented breath as it moved along my neck. God, that felt good. “I know it’s uncomfortable holding that in your mouth. That instinct to swallow. It feels almost painful, doesn't it?”

      I closed my eyes and felt myself sway, his words and the melted chocolate on my tongue almost too much for my senses to handle.

      “Such a good girl, Saffa.”

      I tipped my head back and opened my eyes to stare into his blue depths. He was so close to me that we breathed the same air.

      “And when I come in your mouth and shoot my big wad down your throat, I’m going to make you hold it like you’re holding that chocolate—right on your tongue, so you’re forced to taste nothing but me for as long as I tell you to.”

      I choked then, the chocolate sliding down my throat involuntarily as I tried to grapple with what he just said.

      It was just him and me, suspended in this charged, forbidden space. His hand lingered on my back, the warmth of his touch branding me, before he finally stepped back.

      He leaned back and smirked. It was slow. Deliberate. Full to the brim with nasty, taboo intent.

      And I wanted more of it.
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      The evening had settled in deeper, and it didn’t look like the party was slowing down anytime soon. But we thrived on late nights with family, friends, and good food and wine. The latter was definitely doing the conga through our bloodstream. 

      But even though people were having a great time, and the noise was deafening, we all heard it when Aunt Rosa held up her fifth glass of wine and shouted, “Saúde!”

      Everyone cheered before touching their drinks together and saying in unison, “Tchim-tchim,” as their glasses clinked.

       But everything started fading into the background. Because all I could think about was what Frankie had said earlier. The air felt heavier, quieter around me, as I obsessed over the image of taking Frankie’s cock in my mouth and sucking him off.

      But he’d wandered off after leaving me standing there with my mouth gaping open in shock after he said the dirtiest things I'd ever heard. And I hadn’t seen him since.

      I left the great room and stepped into the hallway. The entryway had a warm, white glow from the lit fake Christmas tree my mother used as decoration.

      My heartbeat had yet to settle from earlier, the moment by the window playing on a loop in my mind. My brother. Frankie. His name was like a curse on my lips, a forbidden sin that would send me straight to hell.

      But thinking of him felt like an anchor I couldn’t break free from.

      I rounded the corner and headed toward the kitchen but detoured when I heard my cousins in there playing drinking games. Finally, I found myself in my father’s study, one that was thankfully empty and quiet.

      I snuck a glass of my dad’s expensive port wine he kept for special occasions, and I sat on his leather couch, staring out at the backyard and watching the snow fall.

      The time ticked by slowly as I sipped my port and settled deeper into the soft, aged leather. I didn’t know how long I sat there, but I felt the effects of the wine settle into me and grew sleepy. My mind finally clearing of anything but how cozy I was.

      But that all changed in an instant when I felt someone’s presence.

      I felt him.

      I didn’t see him at first, but I knew Frankie was there. The familiar weight of his closeness—of him watching me—slid over every inch of me. It wrapped around me like a comforting, cherished blanket that I’d never get tired of feeling.

      “Why are you in here all alone, Saffa?” His voice was so deep, so commanding.

      My breath hitched as I glanced toward the doorway and saw Frankie standing there, watching me. He was so big and muscular that he filled the entire entryway and made me acutely aware of how feminine I was in comparison.

      Although his eyes were bright and blue, his gaze was dark, and it was locked on mine. He was always so unwavering and unapologetic.

      “Frankie,” I whispered, the image of his cock being shoved in my mouth playing on repeat in my head once again.

      He pushed off of the doorframe and stepped inside, but with deliberate movements, he shut the door and slid the lock in place.

      My pulse quickened, and every nerve in my body came alive as he closed the distance between us. Each step he took held this undeniable dominance that made me want to drop to my knees and submit in whatever way he wanted me to.

      “What are you doing all alone in here?” he asked again, his voice low and smooth, like the rich flavor of the port on my tongue.

      “Why did you lock the door?” I countered, though my voice lacked any real inquisition. I should’ve demanded he open the study and leave. He was my brother, and thinking about having Frankie fuck me was so far on the side of wrong that I should have instantly been given a one-way ticket to the underworld. 

      But I said nothing, just waited to see if he’d answer. And all I could do was look up at him like I was a moth and he was a flame, luring me in as if hypnotized.

      He stopped just inches from me, and the heat of his body radiated outward and past the small space that separated us.

      I took an involuntary breath in. It was sharp and crisp, and the scent of Frankie saturated everything. His aroma was rich and distinctly him. It made me feel drunker than I actually was.

      Before I knew what was happening, he reached out, his fingers brushing lightly against my cheek as he pushed a strand of hair away from my face. That light touch left a trail of fire in its wake.

      “What are we doing here, Saffa?” he asked in a voice that was softer but laced with something I had only ever fantasized about.

      Raw, forbidden need.

      My mouth opened, but then I shut it and pursed my lips, not sure how to even respond. Because admitting I wanted my older brother to fuck me was too taboo to speak out loud.

       “Answer me like a good girl, sweetheart,” he murmured, his tone carrying that hint of something deeper, darker than I’d ever heard before.

      I couldn't breathe. God, the air was being sucked from the room.

      “I’m just sitting here, minding my own business. I’m not doing anything,” I whispered. “We aren’t doing anything.” If I were being truthful, denying all of these feelings and the tension turned me on, because the look in Frankie’s eyes told me he was fully aware I was lying through my teeth. My throat felt tight, my skin tingling under his touch.

      Frankie’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile, but there was no amusement in it. Only heat. And hunger. For his sister.

      While he held my stare, I watched as he leaned in to brace himself with his left hand on the back of the couch as I felt him trail the fingers of his right hand over my skin, grazing the curve of my jaw before sliding down the side of my neck. He moved those fingers back up to my chin and gently pinched it between his forefinger and thumb as he tilted my chin up.

      His gaze now drilled into mine with intensity, making me feel stripped bare under the weight of it.

      “We aren't doing anything?” He cocked a dark eyebrow, and I took a second to note that my big brother was so fucking hot. His short, dark hair was styled haphazardly, like he’d been running his fingers through it. “If there's nothing going on between us, then tell me why your pussy is soaked right now.”

      I wouldn’t have been able to hold in my gasp of shock at his words, even if I’d known it was coming. That sound shot out of me before I realized I made it. “I’m not w-wet.”

      He chuckled, but it held zero hilarity.

      “You’re lying,” he whispered, his thumb brushing along my bottom lip. The gesture was intimate, devastatingly so… and so very wrong.

      But it felt so good and enticing.

      I want more.

       “You’ve been avoiding me since the chocolate.” The way he said chocolate was far too sensual. It made my pussy clench, made it crave to be filled by what I knew was probably a massive cock.

      “I wasn’t avoiding you,” I said, the words coming out breathless, almost desperate. And I was definitely the latter. I was desperate for my brother to fuck the hell out of me. “I just⁠—”

      He didn’t let me finish, as he pressed his thumb lightly against my lip, silencing me before he leaned farther down so we were face-to-face. His warm, alcohol-laced breath fanned over my cheek, his mouth so close to mine it would only take me tilting my chin up a little to kiss Frankie.

      “You’re playing with fire, Saffa,” he murmured, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

      “Then burn me, Frankie.”

      Yup… I went there. I said that.

      “Maybe I like the pain,” I added, unable to stop myself.

      And then he growled, and his lips were on mine.

      The kiss was anything but gentle. It was fierce and hard, consuming and dominating. He took control of me like he did every other aspect of his life. I felt so dainty compared to him, with his big six-foot-four and two-hundred-fifty-pound frame crowding me from all sides.

      This was a collision of forbidden desire and unspoken need… unspoken until now, until I was about to get fucking nasty with my on big brother.

      Fuck it. Let's do this.

      My hands came up, clutching the front of his shirt and pulling him closer as he pressed me back against the couch, his body pinning mine to the piece of furniture. God, the weight of Frankie, and the sheer heat of him, stole the breath from my lungs.

      Faster than I could expect, he had me off the couch and twisted, so he was the one sitting now, and I straddled him.

      “Look what I brought for you, baby.” 

      I looked over at the side table after he gestured to it, where I hadn’t noticed he had placed a ripe banana and a container of petroleum jelly at some point while I’d been too focused on his eyes and words. I felt my brows pull low, not sure what in the hell he planned on doing with those. I was wet enough to soak this whole damn leather couch, so the jelly wasn’t needed.

      And the banana…?

      It only took me a second to realize what he wanted to do with that piece of fruit.

      Oh, he was nasty-nasty.

      He gripped my cheek and forcefully turned my head back to face him before slamming his lips against mine once more. His hands roamed over me, strong and demanding, as if he couldn’t get enough. I knew I couldn't.

      My mind screamed that this was wrong, but my body didn’t care. I arched into him, my fingers tangling in his hair, as I surrendered to the forbidden fire between us.

      “Do you have any idea what you do to me?” he growled against my lips, his hands gripping my hips painfully hard with a possessive strength that made me dizzy. “You drive me insane, Saffa.” He dragged his tongue over my lips, and I sucked the muscle into my mouth, moaning at his flavor.

      I couldn’t respond to his statement, but I ground my pussy against his huge and hard cock that pressed against his pants and dug into my cunt. All I could do was feel.

      I heard the distant sound of the party through the walls and closed door, and reality tried crashing back around me. But I beat that bitch down, slid my hands under Frankie’s shirt, and touched all his hard muscles.

      He pulled back, his breath ragged, his eyes burning with something primal.

      “We shouldn’t—” I started and bit my bottom lip. “But I don’t want to stop.”

      “Mmm… you’re such a good girl, Saffa.” Frankie gripped my shirt and pulled it up and over my head. The only thing stopping him from seeing my breasts was the little white lace bra I wore—one that was nearly transparent. “And because you’re such a good girl, your big brother is gonna fuck you, so you know what a real man feels like.”
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      I was about to cross the line with my brother tonight, and I was ready and willing to burn in hell for it.

      I shouldn’t have wanted him, not in this way, where I wanted the burn of him shoving that cock into my little pussy and stretching me wide.

      No matter how wrong this was, there was something between us that neither of us could deny.

      Frankie didn’t speak, just stared at me like a predator would his prey. I felt so vulnerable now, sitting on top of him and feeling so tiny as he stared at my breasts.

      “Show me your tits and those little pink nipples.”

      “Are we really doing this?” I whispered.

      “We sure the fuck are, little girl. And it’s gonna be the best fucking thing anyone of us has ever experienced.”

      His cock throbbed beneath me, and I glanced down, seeing that hard length tenting his pants.

      “Show me your tits,” he ordered in a harder tone.

      I slid the straps of my bra off my shoulders and pushed the lacy material down, letting my breasts free so the chilled air made my nipples tighten even further.

      “Look at how hard you make me. Harder than I’ve ever been in my entire fucking life.”

      “You’re big,” I said breathlessly, doing as he said.

      “Got so much pre-cum coming out of the tip, because I know I’m about to finally screw my sister.”

      I opened my mouth but didn’t know what to say. My face heated, my pulse raced, and I anticipated whatever would happen next.

      “Nothing has ever felt so fucking wrong but so goddamn right,” Frankie murmured under his breath. “I have a lot of plans for you—for this.”

      “And it involves that banana and jelly?” I teased with a lifted brow.

      He growled and reached over to grab the banana. “I picked the ripest one that was in the kitchen. Gonna fuck you with this and watch it mash out of that pretty, perfect pussy I just know you must have.”

      I felt hot all over, like my body was lit on fire from the inside out.

      “You think I’m a sick motherfucker, baby girl?” He growled the question, and I shook my head.

      “If you are, I want to be sick right along with you.” There were so many things I wanted to know. How long had he wanted me? Did he want this to be more than a one-time thing? What if our family found out?

      “I’ve wanted you since you turned eighteen and I saw you bouncing around in that slutty little red bikini.”

      I remembered that day. I’d had a pool party for my birthday and wore the littlest bathing suit I could find… in hopes to catch Frankie’s eye. And apparently I had. 

      “I’ve been wanting to suck on my little sister’s cunt for so damn long.”

      He groaned and stood, lifted me with him, and spun me around so he could lean me over the back of the couch. I looked over my shoulder and watched him sink to his knees, placed his big, weight-lifting and football-training calloused hands on my thighs, and pushed my legs open.

      “Every time I see you, my cock gets so fucking hard.” Frankie slid his palms up my legs, gripped my wide-leg pants, and all but ripped them down, taking my tiny thong with them. I kicked them aside—keeping my heels on—and spread my knees wide, because I wanted him to eat me out until I came.

      “I jerk off to you constantly, Saffa.” The feeling of his warm breath along my butt cheeks was so arousing I felt liquid from my pussy drip down my inner thighs.

      Frankie groaned and buried his face between my spread legs. I gasped sharply, and he inhaled deeply, then groaned before dragging his tongue over the sensitive skin of my inner thighs to lick up my pussy juice.

      I let myself rest fully atop the back of the couch as he had his way with me.

      “You’re so fucking gorgeous,” I heard and felt him say, his breath fanning my pussy lips.

      “God, Frankie, I want you so badly. Do it… please. Suck my pussy until I come.”

      And he gave me exactly what I wanted.

      He licked my clit once before sucking it into his mouth. “You taste so good. Sweet and all mine.”

      I moaned, and my eyes nearly rolled back in my head. There was no confusion about what I was doing. I didn’t care what anyone thought, didn’t care what society or our family would say about me fucking my brother.

      We were both twisted, and it was perfect.

      “Tell your big brother what I want to hear, Saffa baby. If you’re my good girl, I’ll give you anything you want.”

      I had no problem telling Frankie what I wanted from him. “Lick my pussy harder. Bury your face between my thighs and take care of your little sister in the nastiest ways.” I looked over my shoulder to watch him. He was already staring at me.

      “Tell me what else you want.” He licked my cunt as he looked into my eyes.

      “Make me come with your lips and tongue.”

      Frankie groaned and said, “When I’m done eating my little sister’s pussy out, I’m going to make you suck me off until I blow my big load all over that perfect face of yours.”

      God, my big brother was so nasty in the best of ways.

      “And after I fuck your pussy until you’re sore and raw, I’m gonna suck my cum out of your cunt and make you drink it from my mouth.”

      “I don’t want anyone but you,” I whispered automatically in response to the lewd things he said.

      “My good girl.” He licked my pussy long and thoroughly, and I had felt nothing so incredible before that moment. And when he inhaled deeply, growling like a wild animal, I knew he loved the way my pussy smelled.

      My entire body shook with anticipation and need.

      Frankie snaked his hand around my hip and up my abdomen to reach my titties and tweak my nipples. He pinched the hell out of the little peaks until the pleasure and pain consumed me.

      “You’re so fucking perfect, Saffa. Prettiest breasts and pussy I’ve ever seen.” He pulled at the tips so hard a cry was pulled from my parted lips. “Making me leak pre-cum like a motherfucker, baby sis.”

      I moaned at how good my big brother made me feel.

      “Your pussy is so juicy for me, little girl.”

      And then he started licking and kissing me between my thighs again, and I spread my legs wider and popped out my ass more so I could grind my cunt on Frankie’s face.

      My brother sucked on my sensitive clit while he teased my needy pussy hole before slowly slipping a thick digit into me. My cunt sucked down that digit immediately, pulling it in farther. But what I really needed was his gigantic cock shoved deep in my body.

      Frankie finger-fucked me for long seconds as he licked and sucked on my clit. When he pulled those digits out of me, I looked over my shoulder to see him holding them up to show me how slick they were with my juices.

      While holding my gaze with his, my big brother licked his fingers clean. Then, faster than I could anticipate, he spanked my sloppy slit repeatedly until the pain and pleasure had my clit throbbing and my pussy lips swollen.

      “God damn, sweet girl. Pussy is wetter than ever. You’re a dirty little slut for me, aren't you?”

      “Yes,” I breathed. “I want more.” I would’ve begged if he wanted me to.

      Before I could react, he hauled me off the back of the couch, spun me around again, and all but tossed my naked ass down on the cushions. My legs fell open, and my dripping-wet pussy was put on full display.

      “Get on your knees,” he growled.

      Like his good girl, I did exactly what he said.

      He gave me no time to prepare as he gripped the back of my hair, jerked my head back, and slid in deep.

      My big brother was so thick and big that I instantly gagged from the penetration, my jaw aching trying to take all of him. And all I could do was kneel for him and let him fuck my face.

      “Keep those pretty eye son me, baby girl.”

      I felt so dirty, knowing this was taboo as hell, but I’d never wanted anything more than I did my big brother.

      Frankie thrust in and out of me, sliding deeper until I gagged. He rubbed his cockhead against my lips before shoving back in and going as deep into my throat as he could. But far too soon, he pulled out of my sloppy mouth.

      I looked like his little whore as saliva dripped from the corner of my lips and slopped onto my exposed tits. I stayed on my knees, looking up at Frankie, waiting for him to order me around again.

      Frankie groaned and gripped his slick cock at the base, then slapped the tip on my tongue. “So fucking hot. So pretty,” he murmured. “Back on the couch, little sister.”

      When I was in position, he reached for the banana. The fruit was as ripe as he said, and I could tell—even though it was still in the peel—it was soft.

      “Fuck yourself with this,” he demanded, and he handed me the spotted banana.

      I felt my fingers shake with something akin to anticipation and… excitement, as I reached for the banana and felt the almost velvety texture of the peel in my palm. My fingers were on the top, and I got ready to peel it, when he tsked, stopping me.

      “Keep the peel on and fuck that perfect, pretty cunt with it.”

      My mouth felt dry, but it wasn’t from disgust or fear. I wanted to do this. I wanted to please my big brother and make his cock even harder than it already was. I wasn't moving fast enough for him though, and Frankie spanked my pussy hard enough that my juices splashed on my inner thighs, and the sting had me gasping.

      “Doesn’t my little sister want to be my dirty, slutty girl?”

      I nodded instantly and pushed the tip of the banana into my pussy. It felt strange, cold, and the tip was hard.

      “More,” he groaned and gripped his cock, jerking off as he watched me fuck myself with a piece of fruit.

      I pushed inch after inch of the banana inside me until only enough for me to hold on to stuck out of my body. I pulled it out, the peel looking slick and shiny. I pushed it back in, then pulled it out, fucking myself with the banana for Frankie’s visual enjoyment, but I was most definitely getting off on this too.

      The sight of the tip of his cock dripping with continuous beads of pre-cum turned me on, and I found out that if I went harder and faster with the piece of fruit in my pussy, more pre-cum spilled out of the tiny slit.

      And that's just what I did until the seams on each side of the peel split, and ripened, smooshed banana seeped out, making a mushy mess all over my pussy and the leather couch cushion beneath me.

      “Mmm,” he hummed and stepped closer, letting his cock hover over my pussy so his pre-cum dripped from the tip and landed on my cunt. “So fucking hot.” Frankie sank to his knees, then his hands gripped my inner thighs, keeping them spread open. “Take it out.”

      I grasped the peel, pulled the empty carcass of the banana out of my pussy, and let it drop to the floor. I felt all that mushy fruit filling and covering my pussy, but I didn’t need a rag to clean it all up. That’s what Frankie was there for.

      My brother sucked the banana pieces off my cunt and then swallowed them while moaning and groaning, as if this act alone was about to break him. “So good,” he grunted, and then he dragged his tongue all over me, cleaning me up and literally eating me out.

      The longer he devoured my pussy, the closer I got to coming. He must have sensed I was about to get off, because to my disappointment, he backed away. I cried out like the needy whore I was for him.

      I felt his fingers shove into me, and I started hearing him ramble crude, sexy-as-hell things. They drove me higher, while sloppy sounds surrounded me as my body latched onto his probing fingers. He scissored his fingers within me, and as he finger-fucked me, my entire body shuddered. 

      “Come on, baby. Give your big brother what he wants.”

      And I did. God, I did. I came hard and long and cried out, my voice making the muffled music of the party fade even deeper into the background.

      I heard Frankie’s animalistic growl as he kept fucking me with his fingers, then pulled them free and ate me out once more.

      When my orgasm dwindled, he hummed in pleasure and stroked his fingers over my sensitive cunt.

      “So pretty,” he whispered, and then he rose, grabbed his cock, and started masturbating again. With his free hand, he grabbed the petroleum jelly and spread it all over me like lotion, slicking every inch of me until I was glossy and slippery.

      “How am I supposed to go back to the party after this, if I’m all greased up like a pig?”

      He didn’t speak as he finished using an excessive amount of jelly on me, then tossed the empty jar away and grinned down at me. “I’m not even thinking about what happens after this. All I know is I have to get my cock inside you. Now.” He notched the tip of his dick at my hole and then stared into my eyes. “But I can’t lie and say the idea of everyone seeing you all shiny from this jelly and wondering why you look thoroughly fucked doesn’t turn me on like a motherfucker. I’d just be standing in the back, grinning and feeling more satisfied than I ever have before.”

      I wanted to speak, to say something in response. But I didn’t know how to articulate my thoughts aside from saying, “Fuck me now.” Which I did right then.

      Frankie bared his teeth and told me what I wanted to hear.

       “Oh, I’m going to, baby. I’m going to fuck this pussy hard and raw.” He smacked my center again and again, and I groaned at how my skin burned in the best way.

      His mouth was on mine a second later, and the taste of that sweet banana covering his tongue had me moaning and all but clawing at his back for him to push into me.

      “Hope you’re ready, sweetheart. Your big brother is gonna shove his enormous cock in you. I’m claiming you as mine once and for all.”
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      The flavor of her pussy and the fruit coated my tongue, and I was already addicted to her from that alone.

      I couldn’t wait anymore. I was too hard, too obsessed, and needed to fuck my sister like my damn life depended on it.

      I shoved in deep and in one thrust, impaling Saffa until she cried out and braced a hand behind her on the thick leather cushion supporting her head.

      “Bet this is the biggest cock you’ve ever had, isn’t it?”

      She couldn’t talk, could only brace for me to fuck into her repeatedly.

      “Jesus Christ,” I cursed. “You’re so tight and hot, and you have the wettest pussy I’ve ever felt.”

      “Frankie!” she cried out. “It hurts so good.”

      Yeah, it fucking did. I pulled out and pushed back in. “You little thing… with this tight, tiny pussy that’s just made for her big brother’s cock.” I couldn't control myself as I started thrusting in and out, fucking her too hard, too brutal, no doubt. But like my good girl, Saffa lay there and took it all.

      I made my sister take every single inch of me.

      She moaned and bit her lip hard enough I watched her skin open up, making a little wound. I immediately leaned down and licked the blood off, before sucking on her bottom lip and drawing more blood out so I could swallow it.

      With even more of the copper-flavored substance in my mouth, I spit on her chest. “Rub it in,” I ordered, all the while never stopping my hard fucking.

      She instantly ran her fingers over her tits, smearing my saliva that was tinged with her blood over those perfect peaks.

      I railed her like a madman. “Fucking Christ. You’re going to make me blow my load before I’m ready to.” I pulled out, then once again buried myself completely in her tight cunt with one full thrust. “I’m gonna make sure you’re sore tomorrow. I want you to sit down and feel how tender this pussy is while we eat breakfast with Mom and Dad.”

      I wanted to go slow so this would last all fucking night, but I was too far gone. No amount of jerking off could ever tame my dark, twisted desire for my sister, and now that I was finally getting the real thing, I’d never want anything else.

      I thrusted deep into her, stretching her tiny cunt out even more, knowing that when I came, I was going to fill her up, then suck out my cum and make her drink it out of my mouth.

      Saffa cried out for more, begging me to fuck her harder. And I gave my little sister what she wanted.

      “My good little whore. You’re so beautiful and perfect, taking your brother’s cock.” I spit on her chest again, and this time, I was the one to rub my saliva into her skin.

      But I needed more filth. I wanted to see her really spread for me.

      I took hold of her behind the knees and bent them before pushing her legs to either side of her chest. “Look at how stretched your tiny cunt is.” I reached over, pinched her nipples, and started really pistoning in and out of her. “I want to fill you up so much that my jizz squirts out of your pussy while I’m still lodged inside of you.” I gripped her knees again and held her in place, plunging in, and bottoming out inside of her.

      I jackhammered my little sister’s cunt, making her take my gigantic cock, knowing that I was stretching her to the point of pain. But she fucking loved it. She cried out for more. I needed to go deeper though, so I angled her ass up, pushing in deep and hard, and loved that she worked that little pussy against me.

      “Fuck me hard, Frankie. I want my big brother to come deep inside of me.”

      Oh, I’d give my good little slut more than she asked for. I plowed into her, my nuts slapping against her tight ass, my cock throbbing, because I was so close to coming, but I wanted real nastiness and pulled out of her, flipped her over, and tipped her ass up so I could fuck her back there.

      I spit on her anus, letting so much saliva drip out of my mouth it sneaked down the crease of her pussy. A wet spot already formed on the leather cushion beneath us, and fuck was that hot.

      She moaned and started crying out for me to plow her again, but a sharp slap to her ass quieted her. “Don’t worry, Saffa, baby. I’ll fuck you until you can’t walk, but first, I’m going to eat this ass out and get it all primed for my dick. Then I’ll fuck you hard back here, fill you up, and finish spraying my load on your pussy so I can suck it off.”

      I spread her ass cheeks wide and leaned in, licking her asshole before flattening my tongue and running it up and down the entire length of her crack. I spit on her repeatedly and groaned at how sweet she still tasted from the banana. “You taste so fucking good.”

      I reached between her legs and shoved several fingers into her cunt, feeling her muscles clench around them. Yeah, my good girl needed her big brother’s cock. She shook and shivered for me, and I knew my girl was close. 

      “Frankie,” she breathed out. “I’m so close to coming.”

      I spread my fingers inside of her while I kept eating out her ass and getting it nice and ready for my cock.

      And then she came for me long and loud for me, her pussy spraying out around my fingers as my beautiful whore gushed for me.

      “Damn, little girl,” I groaned. “Dad’s gonna wonder why his couch is drenched. Wonder what he’d say if he knew his son and daughter made it all wet while they were fucking each other.”

      I pulled back and yanked my fingers out of her, opening my mouth by her cunt hole and letting her gush even more into my mouth and all over my face. “So fucking good. So damn hot.”

      I rose and notched my cockhead at her puckered asshole. She was so lubed up and clenched for me as I started pushing in, but my sister’s hole was tight, and there was resistance. I fucking craved more.

      I forced myself in until I could slide in nice and slow and popped free of that tight ring of muscle as I pushed through.

      “Oh God,” she moaned. “I’ve never had anyone fuck me in the ass.” She looked over her shoulder at me. “I’m glad my big brother is taking my ass cherry.”

      Once I was balls-deep—my nut sac pressed to her body—I waited until she grew accustomed to my dick in her ass. I clenched my jaw. Gritted my teeth. As her tight little hole strangled my cock, I was fucking losing my mind. 

      I rested my chest on her back, braced my hands on the bed on either side of her, and plowed her like she was nothing but my personal fuck hole.

      “Frankie, God, Frankie… I’ve only ever wanted you. I’ve been thinking about this for so long.”

      I hummed and kissed the back of her shoulder.

      “That’s really good, sweetheart, because your big brother only wants you too.” With each passing second of me fucking my sister’s ass, the crazier I became. My balls grew tight, and I knew I was about to come harder than I ever had in my fucking life. 

      And then I did, not holding back, unable to stop this train, even if I wanted to. I only allowed myself to fill her ass through half of my orgasm. And thank fuck I was with it enough to pull out and grab the root of my dick, aiming at her pussy hole and finishing by spraying hot, thick white ropes of my cum on her pussy.

      I shook violently as I finished coming, and when my balls were drained, I flipped her over, spread her thighs, and leaned in to suck all my jizz off of her pussy. I held it in my mouth and rose to grip her jaw, willing her mouth to open.

      And then I spit all that cum into her mouth, and she drank me down. 

      Saffa dragged her tongue over her mouth, collecting the spunk that covered those perfect, pink lips, and I groaned in pleasure.

      “My brother’s cum tastes so good,” she breathed.

      I sat my sated ass on the couch and pulled my girl on top of my lap, just cradling her. What we’d done was taboo. I knew that being with my sister was crossing the hardest line imaginable. We’d entered forbidden territory. But this wasn’t just a one-time thing for me. I wanted Saffa with me. 

      “My perfect girl,” I murmured into her hair. Her body was slick from the jelly, something that turned me on in a depraved way.

      Despite coming harder than I ever had in my life, having Saffa nestled on my lap—all naked and slicked-up from petroleum jelly—had my dick growing hard again.

      “Tell me what I want to hear. Be my good girl, sweetheart.”

      She tipped her head back and looked up at me, a sweet smile on her face, her cheeks pink because I’d just fucked her. “I’m yours.”

      Yeah, she fucking was.
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          SAFFA

        

      

    

    
      The streets of Sintra were alive with the rhythm of the city. It was a blend of old-world charm and vibrant colors that made you feel alive.

      I walked hand-in-hand with Frankie as we watched tourists packed in cars and buses rattled down cobblestone streets. The scent of roasted nuts filled the air, and I inhaled deeply, feeling like I was home.

      And I was with the man I loved.

      Frankie hadn’t let go of me all day. He always had a hand touching my body, no matter what.

      We’d planned this trip for the last year and had already visited with family—even seeing distant relatives up north—before we spent the rest of our time enjoying the sights and sounds and reconnecting with our roots.

      We’d spent the morning sharing coffee and pastries with our older cousin, Miguel, laughing over stories about his wild younger days. But what no one knew but us was that this trip was really for Frankie and me, and how we were celebrating our one-year anniversary.

      One year of stolen moments, whispered confessions, and insanely hot fucking. Twelve months of pretending we were nothing more than two people—not related by blood—who had fallen in love.

      We’d hidden our relationship in plain sight, keeping ourselves shrouded in lies and half-truths to protect what we’d built.

      “You’re thinking too hard again,” Frankie said softly, his voice cutting through my thoughts.

      I looked up at him, and he glanced down at me. His lips tugged into that familiar, teasing smirk.

      “How do you know?” I teased back.

      “I know you better than anyone else. And you always get that look when you’re overthinking.”

      I squeezed his hand, my fingers tightening around his, and he brought it up to kiss my knuckles.

      “So, what were you thinking about?”

      We kept walking hand-in-hand.

      “Just thinking about us,” I whispered whimsically.

      “Hopefully only good things,” he prompted, his voice light, but his blue eyes carried a possessiveness that he reserved only for me.

      “It's only ever good things,” I said honestly, leaning into him as we walked. “But also… what happens next?”

      We stopped in front of a scenic overlook, the Pena Palace stretching before us. Frankie turned to face me, his hands framing my face as he searched my expression.

      “We can’t keep hiding forever, Saffa,” he mumbled, his voice low enough that no one else could hear.

      “I know that,” I answered honestly. “But we can’t be who we want to be—together—in any place we call home.

      “I know, baby.” He kissed the top of my head. “But right now…” He trailed off and pulled back, glancing at the view before his gaze settled back on mine. “Right now, this is how we stay sane. This is how we protect what we have.”

      He was right. I nodded, my throat tightening. “But eventually, it won’t be enough. Hiding like this. Pretending like we don’t feel what we feel for each other.”

      Frankie turned to face me and cupped my face, his thumb brushing over my cheek, his touch gentle. “Don’t worry, Saffa baby. When that time comes, when we finally tell the world we’re together and nothing is going to change that, we’ll figure it out together.”

      I smiled and nodded again. “And no matter what they say, no matter how much they hate us for it⁠—”

      “We’re gonna stay together, because I don’t want anyone but you. I’ll love no one but you.”

      The intensity of his words sent a rush of warmth through me. Frankie was always so reassuring. It made it hard not to cling to the hope he held out to me, even though fear and uncertainty lay ahead.

      So I’d just focus on the here and now. We were far from the judging eyes and what would be suffocating whispers back home. Far away, we could be two people who loved each other.

      “I feel the same,” I whispered.

      Frankie leaned down, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to my forehead. We stayed like that for a moment, the world fading away until it was just us and the promise we’d made to each other.

      Frankie wrapped his arms around me as I leaned my back against his chest.

      If it was wrong to love someone this much—to be loved this much—then I never wanted to be right.

      
        
        The End.
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