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 Anal With
Daddy While Mom Watched

 


 “Sweetheart, can I
come in?”

“Yes, Daddy.”

I paused the video I was watching on
my phone. Daddy entered my bedroom and took a seat on my
bed.

“Thank you, Anna,” he
said.

“For what?”

“For saving my marriage to
your mother. She told me about your conversation this
morning.”

Ugh. I didn’t even want to remember it. This morning, I came down
to the kitchen and saw Mom crying. When I asked what was wrong, Mom
didn’t hesitate to unload her marital issues with Daddy on
me.

Apparently, Daddy wanted a divorce. He
was fed up of having boring missionary sex, and Mom refused to try
new things. I was only eighteen years old and I’d only had one
boyfriend so far. But even I knew that a successful relationship
required some compromises.

So I suggested to Mom she be
more open minded if she wanted to save her marriage. She turned
around and started asking me
personal questions about my sex life.

It was bad enough I had to
hear about my parents’ sexual issues. But no, my mother had to make things
super awkward. She made me admit I wasn’t a virgin, and that I’d be
willing to try anal sex if it was with a man I loved.

I don’t know why she needed to hear
these things. But she said she felt better after our talk, and that
she had a clearer mind how to work things out with
Daddy.

“So you guys worked it out?”
I asked.

Daddy smiled. “We came to a solution
and it’s all thanks to you, princess.”

He reached out and cupped my face,
caressing my cheek with his thumb. His touch felt nice and
familiar, although the way he looked at me seemed
different.

Something about his stare bothered me.
The intensity of it reminded me of the way men looked at me when I
wore revealing clothes.

Daddy pulled his hand away and
whatever I saw in his gaze was gone. I’d probably imagined
it.

“Your mother and I were
thinking—since you’ve been such a good girl, you deserve a gift.
What would you like?”

“Um...” I considered it for
a moment. “Tickets to a rock concert would be nice.”

“Why not something bigger? A
new car maybe?”

“That would be cool.” I
perked up, excited. “But I thought of something else. Michelle and
I want to go to Jamaica during winter break. Can you fund the
trip?”

“How about this?” Daddy
leaned in with a smile. “You get a brand new car as well as a trip
to Jamaica.”

I squealed and launched myself at
Daddy, hugging him tight.

“Thank you,
Daddy!”

Daddy’s promise to buy me a new car
felt too good to be true. But he kept his word and took me car
shopping the very next day. I settled on a cute cherry-red mini SUV
and Daddy signed the dotted line to make it mine.

Excited for the new car and the
Caribbean trip in four months, it took me longer than usual to fall
asleep. Eventually, I drifted off, but I was shaken awake at some
point.

“Sweetheart, wake up,” came
Daddy’s voice.

I groaned and blinked slowly in sleepy
confusion. My bedroom lights were on and something tugged on my
wrists and ankles.

“Daddy?” I said, raising my
head to meet his gaze. He was seated on the edge of my bed.
“What—”

Alertness hit me like a slap to the
face when I realized three things:

I was strapped down to the bed by my
wrists and ankles with scarves.

I was completely naked.

And so was Daddy.

“Daddy, why are you naked?”
I demanded. “Why am I naked and tied to the bed?” Then I noticed Mom sitting in a
chair facing the bed. “Mom, what the hell is going on?”

“Honey, this was the
solution your father and I came to,” she said, a guilty expression
on her face. “Since you’re more open minded to your father’s
desires, you’re the one who will satisfy them.”

I gawked at her. “Are you fucking
kidding me? You want me to have sex with my own father? I don’t
want to do that!”

“I’m sorry, sweetheart, but
this is the way it has to be,” Daddy said, also looking a bit
guilty too. He reached out to cup my face. “This is how we keep our
family together. We’ll be closer than ever after we’re
done.”

Tears welled in my eyes. I couldn’t
believe what I was hearing. My own parents had plotted against me,
intending to use my body for their own sick gain.

I jerked my face away from Daddy’s
touch.

“You’re two sick
fucks!”

“You’re so beautiful, baby,”
Daddy said in a low voice, ignoring my insult. “Your body is
perfect.”

Daddy dragged his down to my chest. He
caressed my breasts with one hand as he reached his other hand
between his hairy legs and tugged on his dick. I had a clear view
of my father’s penis fisted in his big hand. Even semi-hard, it was
bigger than any cock I’d ever seen.

I cried out, struggling to wrench away
from my father’s filthy touch. But it was no use. Mom and Daddy had
really made sure I was secured to the bed. I could barely move. I
was spread eagled on the bed, so vulgarly exposed I felt the air on
my pussy and butthole.

“Your tits feel so good,
baby,” Daddy groaned, squeezing my right breast. “Love these little
nipples.”

He pinched my nipple between his
fingers and tugged. I whimpered and bucked from the sensation,
hating that I got a tiny shock of pleasure from it.

“Daddy, stop!” I begged.
Then I looked at Mom. “Mom, make him stop!”

“It’s no use begging your
mother for help, princess,” Daddy said as he fondled my breasts.
“Part of the deal your mother and I made was that she had to watch
us without interfering. If she disobeys, she’s gone from this
house.”

Sure enough, Mom didn’t say anything.
She averted her gaze from me in shame. She wasn’t going to help me.
That selfish bitch had sold me out to save herself. She’d
practically whored out her own daughter, willing to sit there and
watch as her husband, my flesh-and-blood father, violated me on my
bed.

Daddy trailed his hand away from my
breasts and down my stomach. I shivered, tears spilling down my
cheeks as my father’s hand progressed lower. I squirmed under his
touch even though I knew I couldn’t escape it. When his hand
finally cupped my pussy, I let out a sob.

Daddy made a satisfied sound as he
rubbed four fingers back and forth over my pussy. He patted me
three times, making me jerk each time. Then he leaned in close and
spoke low.

“I’m going to enjoy eating
this.”

“Please, Daddy. Don’t!”

Daddy answered my pleas with a kiss.
The feel of my father’s lips pressed to mine shocked me. I twisted
my face away, but Daddy grasped my chin and forced me to endure his
kiss. He pushed his tongue into my mouth, deepening the kiss, his
tongue dominating mine.

When he finally pulled away, I gasped
for air as he kissed my neck. His stubble scratched my skin as his
kisses trailed lower. My panic skyrocketed when he climbed on top
of me and I felt the weight of his hard member on my
mound.

Daddy cupped my breasts with his big
hands then lowered his head to suck my left breast into his warm
mouth. I whimpered in shocked dismay at the incredibly wrong sight
of my own father’s lips wrapped around my nipple.

His tongue lashed repeatedly on my
nipple, making it hard. He suckled hungrily, and to my absolute
shame, I felt each tug in my core. My treacherous body was
responding to Daddy’s dirty acts.

Daddy alternated his attentions on my
breasts, sucking one while pinching and tugging on the other. Then
he reached down between us to jerk himself off as he feasted on his
teenaged daughter’s breasts.

My whimpers and Daddy’s hungry
slurping on my tits filled the room. I squirmed and writhed under
Daddy, desperate for this ordeal to end so I didn’t have to face
the truth that my body enjoyed it.

“Please, Daddy! Please, no
more!”

Daddy listened for once, pulling away
from my breasts. But he only did that so he could continue with
further dirtier acts. He dragged his lips southward down my
stomach.

He kissed my hips then hovered his
face between my vulgarly spread legs. He looked at me and smirked.
I knew what he was going to do. Of course, when I tried my best to
squeeze my legs together, I barely moved an inch. I was completely
at Daddy’s mercy and he took full advantage, pushing his face
toward my pussy.

“Daddy!” I cried out,
fisting my hands. My hips arched involuntarily when Daddy covered
my pussy entirely with his mouth. He sucked me whole, his eager
tongue licking up and down my pussy lips.

I squirmed and panted, wiggling my
hips to get away. Daddy pressed down on my thighs to keep me still
as he parted my slit with his tongue.

“Oh, babygirl,” Daddy
groaned. “Portia, our daughter’s pussy is so delicious.”

My face burned at Daddy’s words. I
looked over at Mom. Her body rigid, her pink face had humiliation
written all over it. A vindictive part of me found some small
satisfaction in it. She’d used me to save her marriage, yet she was
forced to sit there and watch her husband enjoy me.

Daddy lapped up and down my slit. He
forced his tongue into my hole then dragged it up to diddle my
clit. He covered it and sucked it greedily. His tongue lapped my
plump bead as he applied suction, and each tug from his mouth
ramped up the unwanted pleasure building in my body.

I squeezed my lips together, holding
back moans from the onslaught of sweet sensations. But a whimper
escaped me when Daddy pushed two fingers into my pussy. It filled
me with great shame I was wet enough that my father’s fingers slid
inside my pussy with ease. Daddy thrust his digits in and out of me
for a few strokes before he hooked them inside me and rubbed the
sweet spot in my channel.

My father’s face between my legs, his
mouth eagerly working over my pussy was truly a nasty sight. I
squeezed my eyes shut to block it out and fought hard to not enjoy
the incestuous acts Daddy was forcing on me. I tugged on my arms,
wishing they were free so I could push Daddy away. But completely
restrained, I had no choice but to endure the building tension in
my body as Daddy feasted on me.

Oh god. This was wrong. I shouldn’t
enjoy this. I shouldn’t come for Daddy! And yet the tension became
too much to be contained. It released in a powerful wave of bliss.
Shuddering, I clenched my teeth to stop the moan from escaping my
mouth. It came out like a groan anyway as I came hard on my
father’s tongue.

“Oh god…
Daddy…” I cried as sweet warmth swept
through my body. I gasped and arched my hips without thinking to
mash myself against Daddy’s mouth. He continued to suck on my clit,
his deft fingers still rubbing in me despite my pussy clenching
around them.

When my orgasm faded, Daddy pulled his
mouth and fingers away from me and sat up.

“Look at that,” Daddy said,
wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He smirked at me. “You
protested so much and yet you came all over my mouth.” Then he
looked over at Mom. “Portia, hand me the lube.”

Stiffly, Mom rose and handed him a
bottle of lube. Daddy opened it and poured some out on his hand. He
reached between us, and instead of smearing it on my pussy, he went
lower to my asshole.

And that was when I realized Daddy’s
real intention.

“Daddy, please!” I cried,
struggling under my binds. “Don’t fuck my ass!”

“Babygirl, it
has to be your ass.
Tonight at least.” Daddy poured out more lube and covered his
thick, hard flesh with it. “I had my fingers in your pussy and it’s
real tight. Your mother hasn’t fucked me in weeks, so if I fuck
your pussy raw, I might not be able to stop myself from coming
inside you. And I’m sure you don’t want to get knocked up by your
own father.”

“That shouldn’t even be a
possibility in the first place!”

Daddy chuckled. “Protest all you like,
but you see this?” He grasped his penis and tugged on it. “It’s
going in your tight little ass. The new car I bought you today paid
for that privilege.” Then he smiled. “Let this be a lesson to you,
sweetheart. Nothing good in life comes without a price.”

Holding on to his huge, hard member,
my father sawed himself back and forth through my slick pussy lips
and groaned.

“I want to fuck your pussy
so bad.”

“Then do it!” I begged,
raising my hips as much as I could. If I had to pick between bad
and worse, I’d choose the former. “Fuck my pussy instead of my ass,
Daddy.”

Daddy ignored me and guided himself
lower, prodding my rear entrance. Instinctively, I tightened my
butthole to keep him out.

“Relax and let me in,” Daddy
demanded. “Or it’s going to be worse for you.”

When I didn’t obey, he bent over me
and covered my mouth with a kiss. His tongue worming into my mouth
distracted me enough to relax my ass and Daddy used that
opportunity to work his fat tip past my tight ring.

Just those few inches of Daddy in my
ass already felt like a painful stretch. Daddy broke our kiss and
raised his head. His eyes squeezed shut, his lips were parted on a
groan as he forced more of himself into me.

“Daddy, it
hurts!”

“It’ll feel better soon,
baby.”

Daddy’s groan and my whimpers filled
the room as he pushed more and more of himself into my virgin ass.
Then he thrust into me all the way, filling me completely. I
wailed, shuddering. I arched my hips to escape the stretch of my
father’s cock buried deep in my ass against my will.

Daddy gripped my waist and held me in
place.

“Holy
fuck. So tight!” Daddy gasped.

He pulled out partway and shunted his
hips forward, filling me deep again. “Portia, our daughter’s ass is
the best hole I ever felt. Better than your pussy.”

Daddy’s dirty comment reminded me that
Mom was in the room watching this nasty, incestuous act unfold. I
looked over at her. Her fingers digging into the arms of the chair,
her eyes were wide as she took in the sight of her husband
violating his eighteen-year-old daughter’s ass.

Daddy thrust in and out of me slowly,
groaning in pleasure. He held my waist, holding me in place as he
proceeded to fuck my ass harder. While the lube made it easier to
bear, there was still a slight burning as Daddy’s huge cock
stretched open my too-tight anal passage with each
thrust.

The slap of our flesh and the soft
squelching sound from the lube as Daddy fucked my ass echoed in the
room. I couldn’t believe the crude reality of this
situation.

While I’d slept, my parents had
stripped me naked and strapped me down to my bed. My own father had
wickedly stolen my anal virginity and my own mother sat quietly in
a chair and let it happen. Now I was forced to endure the sensation
of my ass being repeatedly pumped full of my father’s
cock.

Lowering his body to mine, Daddy
groaned in pleasure as he slid in out of my ass. He was so hard and
big, it was as if I felt him moving in my pussy. His cock head
stroked a spot in my tunnel that made me whimper and sent little
shocks of pleasure through me.

I closed my eyes to the sight of my
father over me. But when I did, the feeling of him pounding in and
out of my asshole was heightened. Daddy put his hand between my
legs, his thumb rolling over my clit. My eyes popped wide open as
arousal coursed through my body from his touch.

Daddy stroking my clit as he fucked my
ass sped me toward another orgasm I didn’t want. Once again, I
struggled to keep it at bay but it was as futile as holding back a
storm. I shuddered, crying out as euphoric release bowled me
over.

“Daddy…
Daddy…”

It was incredibly intense. I shuddered
so hard that Daddy had to slow down. My pussy clenched tight, my
anal passage gripping Daddy’s cock and making each stroke into my
body even more pronounced. It was the hardest, sweetest come I’d
ever had. It left my breathless and dizzy.

“Jesus. Baby, you’re going to make me come,” Daddy groaned. “Portia,
come and untie her legs so I could fuck her ass
properly.”

Mom quietly rose to her feet and did
as Daddy commanded. Once my feet were untied, Daddy raised up,
grasped my legs, and pushed them back until my knees cradled my
breasts.

My legs were still spread wide and
vulgar. Daddy pressed down on the back of my thighs and beat into
my ass with deep, vicious thrusts. My ass was simply a tight hole
for my father to use. He rode me hard, clearly unconcerned this was
my first time getting it in the rear. He took out his sexual
frustration on my tight hole, my buttcheeks and breasts jiggling
from each savage thrust.

And yet, to my shame, I found
enjoyment in what my father did to me. It was as if the pain of
Daddy’s rough fucking increased the pleasurable sensation. I’d
never been filled so brutally, taken so roughly, been so
overwhelmed by a man. There was some dark satisfaction in just
laying there and taking it from my father. And the fact that my
mother was forced to witness it all made it even
sweeter.

Daddy’s flesh got harder and thicker,
swelling up inside me.

“Tell your mother how much
you love me fucking your ass,” Daddy demanded.

“I love it, Mom!” I sobbed
out, ashamed of the sick truth. “I love Daddy fucking my ass. It
feels so good.”

“That’s… right,” Daddy
huffed out, his thrusts become more erratic as he chased his come.
“There’s no denying it. You came so hard from Daddy fucking your
tight asshole, babygirl. Now it’s Daddy turn.”

Then with a grunt, Daddy came in my
ass, pumping my abused hole with his warm seed. I inadvertently
clenched around Daddy, milking all of his cum into me. Daddy
groaned long and low as he pushed his cock deep and filled his
teenaged daughter’s ass with every drop of his cream. Once the last
spurts left him, Daddy finally pulled out.

Breathing hard, Daddy stared at me
with a satisfied expression on his face. Then he shifted his gaze
to Mom.

“I still want a divorce,” he
said.

Mom gasped, a stricken look on her
face.

“But, Greg, you said you
wouldn’t leave me if Anna gave you what you wanted!”

“I lied. Why would I want to
stay with a woman who’s willing to whore out her own daughter so
she doesn’t have to fuck me?”

Daddy didn’t have to tie me to the bed
the next time he fucked me. No protests left my lips as my father
slid his thick cock deep into my pussy and pounded me hard into my
bed. Instead, I moaned in pleasure as Daddy took what he wanted
from me because it was exactly what I wanted too.


 


 


 


 Breeding My
Daughter While She Slept

 


 I couldn’t
concentrate on the movie currently playing to save my life. Not
only because it was a cheesy romantic comedy with a boring plot,
but also because tonight was the night I was finally going to fuck
and breed my eighteen-year-old daughter Beverly.

Beverly sat beside me in the couch.
Her eyes were closed, her head lolled to the side. She’d only drank
half of the cocoa I laced with a strong sedative but it seemed to
have worked.

“Bevvy?”

Her soft snoring answered me. My heart
raced with excitement and dread.

It was time to get started.

As slowly and gently as possible, I
got to my feet then scooped my daughter into my arms. Thanks to my
regular strength training and my babygirl’s slim frame, she weighed
as much as a pillow as I carried her out of the living
room.

Briefly, I paused at my bedroom door.
My bed was bigger, but Beverly might get suspicious in the morning
when she woke up in a bed that wasn’t hers. The last thing I wanted
was my daughter to suspect what her dirty father did to her while
she was fast asleep.

I continued down the hallway and let
myself into her room. The moon was full tonight, casting some of
its silvery light through Beverly’s curtains and onto her bed. I
lay her down, taking great care to slide my hands out from under
body. Then I straightened, looking down at her.

She kept on snoring, completely
oblivious and vulnerable. My daughter was so beautiful. She looked
like a younger version of her mother, and even had the same wavy
dark hair and blue eyes.

Guilt and shame filled me. I was an
evil bastard for what I was about to do to my little girl. I’d
known that from the first time the idea came to me. I’d resisted
giving in to my sick plan until Beverly broke the news last week.
She’d applied to a college six hours away from me and she’d been
accepted.

When I asked Beverly to reconsider a
college closer to home so she could still live with me, she’d
insisted she wanted to go to the one out of state because her best
friend was going there too.

I was gutted. Six hours sounded as far
away as the wife I’d lost last year. Six hours away meant I’d only
see my daughter during school holidays. And soon, six hours would
become more when she graduated, chased a career, found a man, and
started a life that only occasionally involved me in it.

That realization scared me and pissed
me off. I’d already lost one important woman in my life. No way in
hell would I let it happen again.

The only way I could think of to
ensure Beverly stayed at home was if she got pregnant. That way, I
could have another family too. But Beverly didn’t have a boyfriend,
and if she did, I wasn’t going to ask some guy to knock up my
daughter for me. The thought of any man sliding his dick inside my
little girl made me see red.

Even if it was wrong, it had to be me
to put a baby inside her.

“You awake, sweetheart?” I
asked, needing to make sure she was deep in sleep.

After all, no eighteen-year-old girl
wanted to be fucked and impregnated by their own father. The only
way to get the deed done was while she was unconscious. The
possible downside to my plan: if she wasn’t sexually active right
now, or if she was still a virgin, she would be confused as hell
when she found out she was pregnant. We’d cross that bridge if or
when we came to it, though.

When Beverly didn’t answer, I took
that as a sign to proceed. My hands shook and my conscience called
me all sorts of names as I eased Beverly’s pajama shorts down her
thighs. My heart drummed in my chest when I peeled off her panties
next.

My eyes had adjusted to the dark, and
the moonlight helped me see my daughter’s bare, shaved pussy
between her parted thighs. Earlier, I thought I’d be too disgusted
with myself to get hard enough to fuck my daughter. Well, I was
wrong. I got stiff so fast, I felt a little dizzy.

“Jesus.” I rubbed my erection over my sweatpants.

My conscience called me a sick fuck
for getting aroused at the sight of my daughter’s bared body. But
surely this was a natural reaction for a straight man who hadn’t
had sex in over a year?

I slid my hand from my stiff length
into my pocket. My fingers closed around the small bottle of lube.
More guilt panged in my chest as I took it out then set it on the
bed.

My sweatpants and my underwear were
the only things I took off. I picked up the lube and gently climbed
onto the bed. Then I lay beside my sleeping daughter as I slid the
lube bottle under the pillow.

Several seconds went by where I simply
watched her sleep. Finally, I shifted closer, rolled onto my side,
and pressed my face to her neck.

The flowery scent of her body lotion
smelled so good, my dick throbbed as I inhaled her. I got braver
and lay my hand on her stomach which rose and fell with her even
breathing.

Slowly, I trailed my hand higher until
I rested it on her right breast. I watched my daughter’s face
intently as I cupped her flesh. When she kept on sleeping, I kept
on squeezing her plump titty.

My babygirl didn’t have huge tits, but
they were enough to fill my hand as I pawed them over her tank top.
Eager to feel her bare, I slid my hand under her top to cup her
naked flesh.

I groaned at the feel of my daughter’s
warm breast in my palm. She had smooth, soft, yet youthfully firm
skin. I hefted and jiggled them each, then rubbed my thumb back and
forth over her nipples.

This was fucking
wrong. I was feeling up
my teenaged daughter’s tits while she slept. I couldn’t stop,
though. My cock was as hard as her pebbled nipples, aching to go
all the way.

She groaned softly when I pinched her
nipple and I yanked my hand out from under her top. Once I was sure
she wasn’t about to wake up, I resumed my dirty exploration of my
sleeping daughter’s body.

This time, I trailed my hand south
between her legs. The sooner I got this over with the better. I’d
brought lube to make it easier to penetrate her and get the deed
done. I still wanted to make this feel good for her even if she
wouldn’t be awake to enjoy it. My conscience would weigh less about
it all if I could make her come in her sleep.

My daughter’s pussy lips were plump
and warm against my fingers. I stared at her face as I dragged a
finger through her slit to part her. While she was sort of sticky,
she wasn’t wet enough yet.

“Don’t worry, baby. Daddy’s
going to make you feel good so you can take his cock.”

I kissed her shoulder then pushed her
top up to her chest, exposing her creamy tits to the moonlight and
my hungry gaze. I grabbed the lube bottle from under the pillow and
poured a little out on my fingers. Then I reached between my
daughter’s legs once more to smear the gel on her clit.

Her pussy lips cradled my two fingers
as I gave her little bead some slow yet steady strokes. I lowered
my head to suck her right breast into my mouth, groaning in sick
delight from the sweet softness of my daughter’s tit on my
tongue.

I expected her to make a sound when I
tugged on her nipple with my teeth, but when she remained deep in
sleep, I gave into my horniness and sucked harder on my babygirl’s
titty.

It was so quiet in the room, I heard
the soft wetness of my lubed up fingers working my daughter’s clit,
as well as the suction of my mouth on her breast.

My hard cock pulsed and ached for some
stimulation as I diddled and flicked my daughter’s nipple with my
tongue, then sucked as much of her breast into my mouth as I
could.

Her fleshy bud got plump and firm
under my touch. When I pushed my fingers lower, I was amazed to
find sticky wetness leaking out of her hole.

“Oh, sweetheart. You got so
wet for Daddy.” I pushed a finger into her and groaned.
“Jesus. You’re so
fucking tight.”

My babygirl’s cunt gripped my digit
and barely accommodated the second one when I pushed it up inside
her tight, wet heat too. This discovery increased the likelihood
that my daughter was still a virgin.

And while that should have
given me pause, it made me want to fuck her even
more. My cock being the
first one inside my daughter’s pussy and taking her virginity
excited me.

I pumped my fingers in and out of my
daughter’s hole, relishing the feel of her tightness gripping my
digits when I pushed them deep. My rigid member ached to replace my
fingers, but I was determined to give my daughter pleasure first
even if she was unconscious.

I pulled my fingers out of her. Cool
air wrapped around my digits that were slick with my daughter’s
wetness. I climbed on top of her, cupped and squeezed her tits,
then suckled them hungrily while I sawed my throbbing length over
her mound. My sweet, unconscious daughter slept through it all,
unaware of her depraved father using and violating her
body.

I released her tits and crawled down
her body until my face was lined up with her pussy. I spread her
legs wider for easier access then dove right in, eating my
eighteen-year-old daughter’s pussy like it was the first meal I’d
had after years of starvation.

The cherry smell and taste from the
lube flooded my senses first, but I lapped and sucked it all away
until only Beverly’s soft musk filled my nose and mouth. My hands
gripping the backs of her slack thighs, keeping my sleeping
daughter wide open so I could enjoy her juicy pussy to my heart’s
content.

“You taste so fucking good,
babygirl,” I groaned, my cock pulsing where it was trapped under
me.

I lapped at her clit repeatedly before
I wrapped my lips around the engorged bud and sucked it
insistently. Beverly made some sounds in her sleep, whimpering from
the feel of her father’s mouth on her pussy. She even squirmed a
little too, but in a lethargic way that convinced me she was still
completely asleep.

Maybe she was dreaming she was being
eaten out. If only she knew it was happening for real. That her own
father had his face between her vulgarly spread legs, hungrily
tonguing and sucking her clit while she slept.

I pushed two fingers into her slick
hole, hooked my fingers, and rubbed the roof of her channel. More
soft whimpers escaped Beverly as her body grew tenser. Soon, my
babygirl gave me exactly what I’d hoped for. She cried out in her
sleep, shuddering as her tight hole convulsed around my fingers,
coming on my tongue.

When she was done, she let out a long
breath and tried to roll over. I quickly pulled my fingers out of
her, grabbed her legs and kept her flat on her back.

“No, I’m not done with you
yet.”

My body shaking with lust and hungry
anticipation, I rose up and moved between her legs. I stroked my
cock and groaned from the stimulation, my precum leaking out onto
my hand.

Guilt tried to nag at me again that I
shouldn’t do what I was about to do to my daughter. I was too far
gone to turn back now. Nothing was going to stop me from fucking
and coming deep inside my sleeping daughter tonight.

I lowered my body and angled my
cockhead at my daughter’s pussy lips. I dragged it up and down her
slit, gasping from the sensation of her pussy’s softness and her
wetness coating the sensitive tip of my cock.

“Forgive me,” I
whispered.

I meant it for my dead wife above me
who was watching the truly depraved thing I was doing to our
daughter, and to my innocent daughter beneath me who was about to
take every inch of her father’s cock.

When I pressed it at her entrance, I
watched her face as I worked the very tip of my cock into her. Even
though my daughter’s pussy was soaking wet, she was so goddamn
tight, I had to roll my hips to get more of my stiff cock into
her.

It was merciful she was asleep during
this ordeal. When I looked down between us, I was clearly too big
for my little girl. She would have been bawling and thrashing that
it hurt and begging me to stop. Instead, she was completely
unconscious and helpless to stop her father’s cock from slowly
pushing into her vulnerable pussy.

I went slow, gritting my teeth with
the effort not to slam right in. If she was a virgin, I didn’t want
to shock her awake from the pain of taking a dick for the first
time.

It was fucking nasty yet hot as hell
the way her pussy lips spread apart as inch by inch of my thick,
hard length invaded her deliciously tight cunt. My daughter’s pussy
was so wet and warm, it drove me crazy with intense need. Her hole
gripped me fiercer than anything I’d ever felt. My patience and
willpower ran out by the time I was halfway in. With a grunt, I
rocked forward, thrusting my cock deep inside my sleeping
daughter’s sweet little hole.

“Oh
fuuuuuckkkk...” I groaned.

“Ah!” Beverly cried out in
her sleep.

She twisted hips away, subconsciously
trying to escape my intrusion. But I gripped her upper arms and
held her down on the bed. My heart thundered in my chest, certain
she would wake up and catch her dirty Daddy buried balls-deep
inside her pussy.

However, dark determination to keep
fucking her even if she woke up came over me. I started moving in
her, watching her pretty face for any signs of alertness. But her
eyes remained closed, her lips slightly parted on soft breaths as
she remained under the control of the sedative.

“That’s it, baby,” I groaned
as I fucked my sleeping daughter. “You’re taking all of Daddy’s
cock so well. Your pussy feels so good. Fuck… it’s the best I ever
had.”

I was a sick fuck. No doubt about it.
But accepting this truth about myself didn’t stop me from holding
my sleeping daughter down in her bed and sliding my stiff length in
and out of her pussy. As a matter of fact, there was some perverse
pleasure in doing these filthy things to her, forcing her to commit
incest and getting away with it.

Her pussy’s inner lips clung to me on
each retreat, her wet warmth gladly stretching to receive me on
every deep thrust back into her hole. My aching balls slapped up
against her, getting covered in some her juices leaking out of her.
I wasn’t going to last long in a pussy this tight and wet. Good
thing my daughter was fast asleep so she didn’t have to witness my
shame.

I slowed down my thrusts and released
her arms. I palmed her breasts then leaned down to suck on them
greedily. Then I raised up and resumed fucking into her in
earnest.

I groaned in sick delight as I
stretched my daughter’s pussy open with every thrust. My hips
rocked back and forth, the tops of my thighs slapping up against
the backs of hers as my little girl took me deep.

“Oh, yes, baby, take Daddy’s
cock in your sweet little cunt,” I groaned.

I pushed her legs up, spreading her
wide open like I did when I was eating her out and ploughed in and
out of her. This was nasty and sick. My bigger body on top of her
delicate frame, I pumped my huge dick into my daughter’s too-tight
pussy hole like a demon. Her slick, warm cunt sliding up and down
my rigid flesh was fuel to the fiery lust burning up inside me. I
pushed down on her legs and drove into her hard, grunting from the
effort of her pounding her into her bed.

It gradually disturbed me how she just
laid there, only making occasional whimpers as I used her body. So
I pulled out and rolled her onto her right side. Settled behind
her, I eased her left leg up then pushed into her pussy again from
behind.

My pelvis cradled her ass in this
position, and I had easier access to fondle her tits. I kissed her
neck, panting and groaning as my babygirl’s soaking wet cunt slid
up and down my length yet again.

“You’re going to make me
come real soon,” I groaned into her hair that smelled faintly of
fruit. “I’m going to put a baby in you so you can never leave
me.”

I reached down between her legs and
rubbed her clit as I fucked her. A few strokes later, it surprised
me when her pussy convulsed on my cock, squeezing my throbbing
length and pulling me closer to the finish. She even moaned and the
sexy sound almost took me over the edge. I groaned and squeezed my
eyes shut, battling to hold out for a little longer.

Eager to pound into her hard while I
chased my nut, I manoeuvred her body yet again into a new position.
There was a disturbing power in manipulating her exactly how I
wanted without any protest or resistance. If she were awake, it
would be totally different story. But, asleep, my daughter was like
a doll, bending to her father’s every deviant will.

I moved her to her stomach, making
sure her face was turned to the side so she could breathe. Then I
pushed her legs forward until her ass was high enough, her pussy an
open invitation for her Daddy’s hard cock.

“Daddy’s going to give you
all he’s got now, baby. I know you can take it.”

I hissed as I surged deep into my
sleeping daughter again. She made a long groan too in her sleep but
I didn’t even pause this time. My cock was throbbing, my balls
tight. Grasping my daughter’s hips and digging my fingers into her
flesh, I beat into her tight hole with hard, rapid thrusts that
made her ass jiggle.

A savage beast had awoken inside me,
determined to claim my daughter. But it was as if a part of me
wanted to wake her up and catch me ravaging her pussy. Yet found
evil delight that the sedative had worked so well that I was
getting away with violating her.

“This won’t be the last
time,” I promised out loud. “I’m going to fuck you as often as I
can while you’re sleeping, babygirl.”

Maybe she heard me on a subconscious
level and liked the idea because my babygirl chose that moment to
come on me once again. She moaned in her sleep, her pussy
fluttering around my hard cock pounding into her. The sensation of
her tight hole clenching around me was too much. My thighs shook as
the floodgates opened.

“Oh fuck... holy
fuck...” I groaned.

With a few more vicious stabs into my
daughter’s body, I grunted and moaned as I pumped my daughter’s
pussy full with my seed. I pushed forward, forcing my cock as deep
to make sure every last creamy drop hit its target and breed her
with my baby. I stayed buried to the hilt inside my daughter until
my balls were totally drained of cum before I slowly pulled
out.

My legs were shaky as I climbed off
the bed. I grabbed some paper towels and a wet rag to clean up
Beverly. When I returned, she was lying sprawled in the position
I’d left her, still totally unconscious.

Surprisingly enough, I felt less
guilty about what I did now that I’d done it. I could go to prison
for what I did, and I was definitely destined for the deepest level
of hell when I was dead. I’d drugged my eighteen-year-old daughter
then fucked her hard and likely impregnated her while she was
asleep.

Still, all I felt was satisfaction as
I rolled her onto her back and cleaned her up thoroughly. When I
was done, I couldn’t resist one last taste of her body. After I
hungrily sucked on her tits again, I pressed my face between her
legs and licked at her clit and tenderized hole I’d just fucked.
Then I reluctantly put back on her panties and pajama
shorts.

“You were such a good girl
for Daddy tonight, princess,” I said, then I pressed a kiss to her
forehead before pulling the sheet over her body and leaving her
room.

In the morning, Beverly seemed a
little subdued but she didn’t show any signs of suspecting me of
anything. I held out for a week before I put the sedative to use
again and fucked my sleeping daughter. Weeks went by and Beverly
never once accused me of the sinful things I did to her while she
was fast asleep.

Two months from that night I first
fucked her, Beverly came into the kitchen with red eyes, blotchy
cheeks, and a pregnancy test stick in her hand.

“Daddy, I’m
pregnant.”

Triumph and joy filled me but I masked
it with a sympathetic expression. I silently opened my arms for her
and she rushed into them, hugging me tight as she sobbed against my
chest.

“Who’s the
father?”

“I… I don’t know.” She
pulled away and looked up at me with tears in her eyes. “I don’t
even know how I got pregnant. I’ve never had sex.”

“Then the test must be
wrong.”

“It’s not. I tried a bunch
and they’re all positive.”

“Hm. I guess you’re a modern
day Virgin Mary.”

“Daddy, this isn’t a joke.”
She hugged herself. “I’ve never had sex but for the past two months
I’ve been waking up feeling like I have.”

“How do you
mean?”

“Sore. Down there. And hickeys on my—my
breasts.” She blushed and looked away briefly before she met my
gaze again. “I think someone’s using me while I’m sleeping,
Daddy.”

“Like your
boyfriend?”

“I don’t have
one.”

“Someone sneaking through
your window?”

She shook her head. “I keep it
locked.”

“Then who else could it be?”
I asked in a calm voice. “Because the only man who’s ever in this
house while you’re sleeping is me.”

We silently stared at each other,
suspicion finally blooming in her eyes as the dark truth hung in
the space between us. Later that night, I decided to clear all
doubt for Beverly. I didn’t give her any sedatives, so after I ate
her pussy to make her wet, she woke up the moment I forced my cock
deep inside her tight hole.

“Daddy!” she gasped in
shock.

She fought it at first, but I held her
down and fucked her until she gave in. And soon, for the first time
ever, my daughter was wide awake when she came hard on her father’s
cock.


 


 


 


 Creamed By
My Brother In The Basement

 


 “Kenny, let go of
my hand!”

I tried tugging my hand free from my
big brother’s hold, but he was far stronger than me.

My panic climbed. I really hadn’t
wanted to come down in the basement, but Mom had forced me to get
Kenny for dinner.

When I saw him lying on the bed, I
called his name several times but he didn’t answer. I thought he
was sleeping. I went to shake him awake, only for him to grab my
hand and sit up in bed. The asshole had been pretending the whole
time just to lure me closer to him!

Two months ago, Kenny was
released from prison after serving five years for selling drugs.
Prison had seriously changed him. He got colder.
Meaner. His intense stare
and big, powerful body intimidated everyone.

He looked at me differently too. Mom’s
genes blessed me with bigger breasts and wider hips than most girls
my age. And Kenny noticed. It was as if he didn’t see me as his
eighteen-year-old little sister anymore. He eyed me hungrily and
made frequent inappropriate comments about my body.

And now he literally had me caught in
his trap, proving me right from the start that it was a bad idea to
be alone with him.

Kenny swung his legs off the side of
the bed, facing me. Hunger gleamed in his eyes that were the same
shade of blue as mine.

“When I let you go, I want
you to kneel on the ground, Charity.”

I sneered. “Why would I do
that?”

“So you can suck my
dick.”

To stress his point, my brother
grasped his penis over his boxer shorts and jiggled
himself.

Shock and outrage skyrocketed inside
me. I attempted to slap my brother with my free hand but he caught
my wrist. Both my hands were trapped in his steel grip.

“Suck my dick, or I’ll call
up that Christian college that gave you a scholarship and tell them
you lied about being a good little Jesus lover.”

Stunned, I struggled to come up with a
response.

“They don’t care if students
are religious,” I said in a weak voice.

He smirked. “They will care
you lied to get the scholarship, though. And they will
really care when I tell
them you went down on your high school teachers for good
grades.”

“They won’t believe your
lies!”

My words came out panicked and
desperate. Meanwhile, my brother calmly shrugged.

“Maybe. Maybe not. You
really want to take that chance? We both know how badly you want to
get out of this shit town. You want to risk your bright future
‘cause you were too proud to take a cock in your mouth?”

I stared at my brother in disbelief.
He was thirty years old. A grown man who should be better than
this. Also, with his attractive face, muscular body, and his ex-con
history, he was literally a hot bad boy who could get any woman he
wanted in this crappy town.

Yet here he was blackmailing
me—his flesh-and-blood sister—to suck his penis. He was
willing to destroy all my years of hard work for a few minutes of
deviant pleasure.

“You sick
bastard!”

“I’m going to count to
three, Charity. By the time I get there, you better be on your
knees, your mouth ready for a good fucking.” He paused then smiled.
“One. Two. Thr—”

I dropped to my knees without
thinking. Kenny still held onto my hands, and it looked like I
raised them in worship to him. Tears of shame stung my eyes that
I’d been forced to make this awful choice: sucking my older
brother’s cock to protect my future.

“Good girl,” Kenny said,
satisfaction in his voice.

He finally released my hands. I lay
them in my lap then raised my head to meet his gaze.

“Please, Kenny. Don’t make
me do this.” Then I glanced in the direction of the basement
stairs. The TV show Dad was watching and Mom’s voice as she spoke
on the phone filtered through the ceiling. “Mom or Dad might come
down and catch us.”

“Exactly.” He leaned back on
his hands and smirked. “The sooner you put that pretty mouth to
work, princess, the better.”

He remained still, his gaze expectant.
Trembling, I lowered my stare to his crotch. The lump I saw earlier
was bigger, tenting his boxers. While I dreaded this, my brother
was aroused by the idea of his own sister going down on
him.

I swallowed and tried appealing to him
one more time.

“Kenny, please—”

He made a sound of irritation. “I
guess the only way you’re going to shut up and suck my dick is if I
make you do it myself.”

He stood, removed his boxers, then sat
back down on the bed. I stared in awe at the thick pole of flesh
gripped in his hand. My brother’s cock was bigger than any I’d ever
seen. The pink head leaked precum, and the shaft was so hard the
veins stood out.

Kenny cupped the back of my head and
pulled my face down to his crotch. The fleshy tip of my brother’s
penis butted against my closed lips.

“Open your
mouth.”

Tears brimming in my eyes, I
reluctantly parted my lips. My brother applied pressure on the back
of my head, forcing me to slide my mouth down his rigid
length.

Kenny groaned and grasped my head in
both hands. His fingers curled into my hair, he bobbed my mouth
slowly up and down his warm, throbbing member.

I gripped the edge of the bed,
struggling to accommodate my big brother’s cock between my lips. He
crammed my mouth, the weight of him heavy on my tongue. I gagged
whenever the head rammed too far in.

“Fuck... stroke it while you suck me good, baby.”

He released my head and planted his
hands behind him again. I pulled my lips up to the tip and gripped
him. He pulsed against my palm, his warm, twitching flesh slick
with my saliva. More shame filled me as I slowly pumped my big
brother’s shaft while I sucked him into my mouth.

His slimy precum dribbled out onto my
tongue and I swallowed it. I closed my eyes and tried to pretend
that the penis in my hand and mouth didn’t belong to my brother.
However, Kenny seemed intent on making this moment as difficult for
me as possible.

“Look at me,
Charity.”

When I disobeyed, he gripped my hair
and forced me to pause with just the tip of him in my mouth. It
didn’t hurt, but it was firm enough to get my attention.

“Look at
me.”

I opened my eyes and he smiled when
our gazes met.

“Good. You’re going to keep
your eyes open so you remember whose dick is in your mouth, got
it?”

I nodded.

“Good girl. Now I want you
to really slurp on me, princess. Enjoy me in your mouth like I’m
the best lollipop you ever had.”

Kenny released me and I resumed
sucking my brother’s cock. My face burned with shame as I put more
enthusiasm into giving my brother pleasure. I slid my hand up and
down his length while I lapped then sucked on his cockhead. I
trailed my tongue along the underside of him then swallowed him
down deep.

The wet sounds of me slurping on my
brother’s thick cock filled my ears. His soft musk mixed with the
faint smell of soap tickled my nose. At least he was clean which
made the experience a bit more bearable.

Kenny groaned and swore, his thighs
shaking. To my increasing shame, his sounds of pleasure were
turning me on too. My firm nipples scraped against my bra cups, and
between my legs grew warmer, aching with need. Traitorous arousal
encouraged me to suck on my brother’s cock hungrily.

“Holy
fuck… you’re too fucking good… gonna suck
the soul right out of me, sis,” Kenny groaned, planting his hand on
the back of my head again.

He fisted a bunch of my hair and
pumped my lips along his length. Then he reached his free hand out
to cup my right breast. I batted his hand away. When he touched my
breast again, I pulled my lips off him.

“Why are you touching me?
You said you just wanted me to suck you off.”

Dark determination gleamed in his
eyes.

“I want more than that
now.”

Alarmed, I scrambled away from him but
Kenny slid off the bed and used his approaching nearness to push me
on my back. Then he pinned me to the carpeted floor with his big,
hard body on top of mine.

Fear peaked inside me. I bucked and
shoved against his shoulders, but it was like pushing against a
wall.

“Get off me!”

He answered my demand with a kiss,
swallowing my protests. He forced his tongue into my mouth and it
shocked me when my pussy pulsed from the sensation of his tongue
meeting mine. Tears spilled down my cheeks. I didn’t want to like
any of this!

I twisted my face away, breaking our
kiss. Kenny nuzzled my neck, his stubble scratching my skin. He
rutted his hard flesh against my pussy, rubbing my sensitive clit
through my panties. I whimpered from the shocks of pleasure, deeply
ashamed by my body’s unwelcomed reaction.

“It’s been a long time since
I had a woman under me,” he growled. “A long time since I was
inside a pussy too.”

“You can’t. I’m your
sister,” I pleaded,
trembling. “That’s wrong, Kenny!”

He raised himself up and I thought for
a second he was going to listen to me. But it was only to give
himself room to yank down the front of my dress and my bra. My
breasts popped out, totally exposed to my brother’s hungry
gaze.

“Jesus. Look at these big, juicy titties,” he said, palming and
squeezing my flesh.

He bent his head and sucked my right
breast into his mouth. I cried out and arched my back, pushing
against his head to get him off me. Kenny was immovable. He grasped
my upper arms, pinning them to the floor. Totally held down, I was
helpless to stop my brother as he took full, greedy advantage of
me, suckling hungrily on my breasts.

He lapped at my nipples then bit them,
pulling yelps and cries from me. Couldn’t Mom or Dad hear me?
Couldn’t either of them come down and put an end to my brother’s
wicked deeds?

My brother soothed his bites on my
nipples with hard, insistent sucks, his suction on my flesh loud in
my ears. I whimpered for him to stop. However, my whimpers
gradually sounded less like pleas and more like
pleasure.

I didn’t want to enjoy any of this at
all, but my body seemed to have a mind of its own. I squirmed under
my brother’s nasty attentions, fiery shame filling me that my pussy
throbbed from my brother’s hungry feasting on my
breasts.

At last, he pulled his mouth off me.
We both panted. Me from the effort of resisting, and him from his
incessant suckling on my tits. His hot breath fanned over my tender
nipples he’d abused with his lips and teeth. Then he moved lower
and spread my thighs apart.

“I would rather eat this
plump pussy for dinner,” he said, smirking.

Before I could stop him, my brother
pressed his mouth right against my pussy and sucked me through my
panties. I gasped and bucked, pushing against his forehead to stop
him. Kenny swept my hand away, peeled my panties to the side and
dragged his finger along my lips.

“Well, look at this,” he
said, amusement in his voice. “All your complaining and this pussy
is soaking wet for me.”

“Kenny, stop!” I
begged.

As usual, my brother didn’t listen. He
pushed a finger into my wet heat, slid it out partway then pumped
it right back in again. I cried out and wiggled my hips to get away
but Kenny followed after me, forcing a second digit into my
pussy.

“Jesus
fuck. So goddamn tight.”

He hooked his fingers inside and
rubbed the roof of my channel as he pressed his lips to me. His
eager tongue found my clit and lapped at it. I writhed and fought
but Kenny grasped my panties and ripped them right off my body like
the cloth was made of tissue paper. It stung and I yelped. I tried
to close my legs but Kenny pushed them back, holding them down and
wide open.

My vulnerable pussy was completely
bared for my nasty brother to feast on. And he did it despite my
whimpered protests. He groaned in pleasure as he sucked on my pussy
lips then lapped over them repeatedly.

Unable to move, all I could do was
endure the treacherous pleasure from my brother eating out my
pussy. I gasped when he latched onto my clit and sucked on it
insistently. Each hard suck ramped up the tension building in my
body.

This wasn’t right! This
was incest. My big
brother’s mouth shouldn’t be on my pussy and I shouldn’t come
either. So I fought it. Squeezed my eyes shut, grit my teeth, and
fought not to enjoy my brother forcibly eating my pussy like I was
the sweetest thing he’d ever had on his tongue.

But the more I battled with the
turmoil, the stronger the sensation of my brother’s lips working
over my pussy, his tongue lapping at my clit, and his mouth
applying suction.

“Kenny.... oh
god...” I panted, my fingernails digging
into the carpet under me.

My hips rolled involuntarily, raising
to meet Kenny’s tongue as the tension mounted. When it finally
released, I arched my back, and opened my lips on a long, gasping
moan of reluctant surrender as I came hard on my brothers
tongue.

Shudders took me over, sweet heat
spreading throughout my body. My pussy convulsed, my juices gushing
from me. My eyes popped wide open. I raised my head and looked down
at my brother who remained between my vulgarly spread legs, still
lapping me through my orgasm. It was the nastiest yet hottest sight
ever to see my brother’s face between my legs and it extended my
orgasm.

I went limp, breathing hard as my
climax faded into prickles up my thighs. Kenny sat up and wiped his
mouth with the back of his hand. He climbed on top of me again, and
slid his hard length back and forth over my slick pussy
lips.

Kenny groaned. “Your tight little hole
is wet enough for your big brother now, sis.”

Panic chased away the heady bliss. I
pushed against my brother’s broad shoulders but it was like pushing
against a wall.

“Kenny, you can’t! This is
too far!”

“C’mon, baby. We both know
you want it.”

He reached between us and guided
himself to my entrance. I tensed up as he started to push into me.
Kenny rolled his hips, groaning as he worked himself into me
deeper. When I looked down between us, the sight was truly
appalling.

“You’re too big for me,” I
gasped, straining from the breach as more of him pushed inside.
This wasn’t the first time I had sex, but it was harder to take
than the time I lost my virginity. “It won’t fit.
Kenny—”

But my words cut off in a choked gasp
when my brother forced every hard inch of his cock deep into my
pussy. My eyes and mouth were wide open in shock from the
overwhelming sensation and unbelievable moment. My big brother’s
monster cock was buried deep inside my pussy, stretching it past
the point of comfort.

“Oh
fuck…” he groaned, pressing his warm
forehead to my neck.

My brother pulled out partway then
surged back into me. I whimpered, tears staining my cheeks while
Kenny groaned in pleasure, clearly unconcerned by my distress. My
nasty older brother had held me down and forced his penis inside me
against my will. And he persisted in his sinful behaviour,
thrusting in and out of me.

“It’s… it’s too much,” I
sobbed, arching my hips to escape him. “Please…”

“Just… relax,” he grunted as
he pulled out then pushed deep into me again. “You’ll get used to
me soon. You’ll even like it.”

“I won’t!” I gasped, then I
yelped when he answered me with a hard thrust.

“We’ll see.”

He raised up a little, planting his
weight on one hand so the other was free to cup and squeeze my
breast. I closed my eyes, struggling to accept the reality of this
moment. My brother’s rigid cock moving in and out of my channel,
stretching me on each deep invasion.

My inner lips dragged out on his
retreat, whimpers left me when he surged into my body. I shivered
under my brother, my pussy beyond stuffed as he fucked me on the
floor.

Our bodies rocked together, our hips
rubbing against each other, the tops of his thighs slapping against
the backs of mine. He lowered his head to sneak a greedy suck on my
left nipple. I gasped, my pussy clenching around his hard length
pumping in and out of me.

“Kenny…” I gasped, arching under him.

My brother sucked hungrily on my tits
as he violated me on the basement floor while our mother was just
upstairs on the phone. He didn’t seem to care that one of our
parents could come down at any minute and catch him fucking his
teenaged sister.

He raised himself up even higher to
grasp my waist, holding me in place as he pounded harder into me.
His eyes trained on my tits, his lips parted on groans of pleasure,
my brother filled me deep over and over again. His thrusts were
relentless, his hard flesh splitting me open with each
stab.

“I’m going to teach you how
to ride a cock just like I taught you how to ride a bike,
sis.”

He rolled us, reversing our positions.
Flat on his back, he grasped my hips tight and impaled my poor
little pussy on his big dick repeatedly. My horny brother used used
his little sister like a rag doll with a wet hole, his dick a
merciless piston up inside me. His groans and my whimpers filled
the basement, as well as the crude sound of my slick pussy sliding
up and down his length.

“Put your hands on my chest
and ride me, Charity.”

Shame swept through me as I bent over
to follow my brother’s nasty order. My hands flat on his chest, I
slowly rode my big brother’s cock. The more I slid my pussy along
his thick, rigid member, the nicer it felt. My whimpers turned into
soft moans, my body trembling from each sweet slide and roll of my
hips.

My brother was so big and hard. I’d
never felt so full and satisfied in my life. His cockhead stroked a
sweet spot inside me, and my plump clit rubbed against his pelvis
when I sank down on him.

What was wrong with me? How could I
simultaneously hate and enjoy this? I didn’t want to come again.
Didn’t want to feel pleasure from this nasty, incestuous moment.
But some part of me couldn’t help chasing it anyway. Even as tears
streamed down my face, I rode my brother faster and harder, gasping
as the pleasure mounted between my legs.

“Fuck… yes… ride that cock,
baby,” he groaned, encouraging me by grasping my ass cheeks and
bouncing me on him too.

“Kenny...” I gasped out. “Oh god… oh my
god…”

My body shook as another climax bowled
me over. I squeezed my eyes shut and threw my head back as the
bliss swept through my body. Despite having sex two times before,
this was the first time I ever came with a dick buried inside
me.

It was way better than when I used my
fingers or my vibrator. Immense shame twisted with the pleasure
that it was my brother’s cock my pussy convulsed on, but it was as
if the extremely taboo situation strengthened my orgasm’s
intensity.

“See?” Kenny said, triumph
in his eyes and smile as I came down off my high. “You said you
wouldn’t like it, but your pussy gripped me so tight as you were
coming I almost came too.”

He rolled us so he was on top again,
remaining deep inside me. As soon as I was on my back, he gripped
my waist and resumed pounding into my pussy. It stole my breath as
my brother’s big dick beat into me hard and fast. I pressed my hand
to Kenny’s chest at first, but grasped his strong shoulders and
held on as he fucked me.

My brother swelled inside me, his
thrusts more erratic. His jaw clenched, his eyes were squeezed
shut, gasps and swears falling from his parted lips.

“Don’t come in me!” I gasped
in alarm.

My brother’s cock was inside me raw
and I wasn’t on any birth control. That was perfect conditions for
a pregnancy. And if I got knocked up, then this would have all been
for nothing.

“Baby, I have to…” he
groaned. “Your pussy feels too good to pull out.”

I cried and struggled to get away, but
my brother’s throbbing cock and approaching orgasm was inescapable.
He rammed into me mercilessly, his big dick spreading my pussy lips
wide apart on each vicious intrusion.

Then with a grunt followed by a long
groan, my brother shoved himself deep and pumped his creamy load
into me against my will, forcibly impregnating his own sister with
his baby.

Despite my utter shock by what he’d
done, the sensation of my brother’s pulsing cock flooding me with
cum tipped me over the edge once more. My body wracked with
shudders, I gasped as my clenched pussy drained my brother’s
cock.

And it was at that moment the basement
door opened.

“Charity? Kenny? What the
hell is taking you both so long to come up for dinner?”

Kenny pulled out of me as Mom’s
footsteps descended the stairs. I hurriedly sat up and adjusted my
clothes. Since I didn’t have on any panties, the slimy mixture of
my juices and my brother’s cum leaked freely out of my tender
pussy, slid down my thighs, and dripped onto the carpet.

Kenny had just pulled back on his
boxers when Mom stepped into view.

“What were you doing?” Mom
demanded.

She frowned as she looked between us
sitting on the floor, suspicion in her eyes. I wondered if she saw
my ripped panties amid Kenny’s clothes strewn all over the carpet,
or if she smelled the incestuous sex her children just had
together.

“Charity and I were
discussing her college scholarship and her future, Ma,” Kenny said.
“I was just giving her some knowledge. She didn’t want it at first
but she let me fill her anyway.” Then he coiled his arms around my
shoulders and smiled at me. “I’m really looking forward to seeing
the seeds I planted in my little sister grow.”


 


 


 


 Drunk Virgin
Sister Took Me Deep

 


 Trap music
pounded through the house and my body as I carried Danica up the
stairs.

People crowded the steps, but they
were busy drinking, smoking pot, or making out. Nobody paid
attention to me, the dirty bastard who was on his way to fuck his
drunk little sister.

“You’re so strong, Travis!”
Danica slurred over the music. “Look at these muscles!”

Her hand was like a limp noodle as she
raised it and weakly squeezed my bicep. I barely felt it, but the
action was fuel to the horny frustration and excitement bubbling
inside me.

“I never miss arm day,” I
said.

Danica tossed her head back and
cackled as if I just told her the funniest joke of the year. The
action thrust her plump tits higher, the creamy swells bulging out
the top of her dress. The sight of my sexy eighteen-year-old sister
in my arms pumped more blood into my semi-erection trapped in my
jeans.

Two weeks ago, Danica came to me with
a plea: teach her how to have fun. For years, she’d been a shy,
bespectacled nerd whose best friends lived in fictional
books.

Now that she was bound for college in
the fall, she wanted a do-over. She wanted typical experiences so
that when she went to college, she would easier relate to everyone
else and make real friends.

So far, I’d taught her how to roll
joints and smoke them, taken her to a rock concert, and shown her
how to dine and dash. Getting drunk and attending a party were on
her list of fun to-dos. As luck would have it, I was able to kill
two birds with one stone by taking her to a friend’s birthday party
tonight.

When I showed up to collect
my sister for the party, I was blown away by her transformation
from frumpy to absolutely fuckable. It was like something
straight out of a movie.

Her frizzy dark brown hair had become
straight and glossy. She’d replaced her glasses with contacts.
She’d swapped her usual baggy t-shirt and jeans for a tight, red
dress that revealed her amazing curves, spectacular tits, and plump
ass.

Every man at the party was
eye-fucking my sister like crazy tonight. Hell, I was one of them!
Her own goddamn brother. At first I tried to drink away my new and disgusting
perspective of my sister. But then I remembered I had to stay sober
for her sake, since she wanted to experience being
drunk.

Barely two beers in and Danica was off
her face like a typical rookie. Then she took to the floor and
danced without a care. Unfortunately, I had to join her because so
many thirsty fuckers wanted to grind their dicks on my sister’s
ass.

The drunker Danica got, the less she
minded rubbing up on her brother like a cat in heat. She tortured
my poor dick, making promises with her gorgeous body she wouldn’t
keep. But I’d had enough. I was going to make her keep them right
here at this party.

On the second floor, I pushed open the
first door I found. Somebody immediately yelled it was
occupied.

“Did you see what… what they
were doing?” Danica asked.

“No.”

“Probably…
fucking.”

Just like we’ll be doing
soon.

“Probably.”

I continued my search. This house was
pretty much a mansion, so I found an unoccupied room on my third
attempt. It was dark but I just barely made out a bed in the gloom.
I carried Danica over to it and she giggled when I laid her
down.

“Mm. So soft!” she purred. I
couldn’t see her in the dark, but the swishing sounds of her moving
her arms and legs over the sheets reached me. “Come feel
Travis!”

“I want to feel more than
the sheets.”

She giggled. “Like what?”

I clenched my hands at my sides, my
heart pounding with the thump of the music. I was far from a decent
guy. I was an opportunistic, selfish bastard who took what he
wanted regardless if it disadvantaged others.

But this was a much deeper level of
depravity than I’d ever experienced. The sort of evil shit you read
about in the news, and hoped the fucker who did it rot in jail and
then in hell. Was I really going to be that guy, taking advantage
of a drunk girl? Especially one who was my flesh and
blood?

She was my goddamn
little sister.

Yet despite all my reasoning, it was
as if I suddenly became two people in one. Or my body decided to
act independently of my rational, moral brain. Because I was
climbing onto the bed then on top of my sister.

“Travis, what are
you—”

“I want to feel your pussy
on my dick.”

She didn’t reply. I
couldn’t see her face but I imagined a shocked expression on it. Or
maybe confusion as she wondered if I’d really said the words, or if
the alcohol flooding her bloodstream was messing her up.

To clear up all doubt, I lowered my
face to her neck and inhaled. A groan rumbled through my chest as
the sweet scent of her perfume and body lotion flooded my senses.
Lust surged inside me, my dick swelling to full hardness in
seconds.

At last, Danica animated. She squirmed
and pushed weakly on my shoulders.

“Get off me... Travis… get
off!”

I grabbed her hands and
pinned them to
the mattress. Then I dragged my lips along her jaw to her mouth.
She made a short shocked sound when I covered her lips with mine
and pushed my tongue into her mouth.

The beers she drank tonight was heavy
on her breath and tongue but I didn’t mind. I took sick delight in
overpowering my little sister, holding her down on the bed and
forcing my tongue into her mouth. I rutted my erection on top of
her stomach, the need to slide deep in her pussy climbing with
every passing second.

Danica bucked under me then twisted
her face away, breaking our kiss.

“What are you doing?” she
panted out. “Travis—”

“Taking what you offered
tonight.”

Her reply turned into a soft cry when
I bit her neck. She jerked under me and I licked the spot to soothe
it. My licks turned into greedy sucks that made her whimper as she
writhed and strained under me.

On one hand, I wanted to take my time
and really enjoy this moment. But the lust inside me was like a
fire that desperately needed cooling. I raised her arms above her
head so I could pin them both with one hand. Then I used my free
hand to explore my little sister’s soft, vulnerable
body.

“Stop… stop touching me,”
she begged as I trailed my hand down her waist and over her
hip.

“Why would I do that when
you feel this good, baby?”

I dragged my hand down her thigh, her
silken skin soft against my palm. Then I gripped her thigh and
squeezed it, loving the way she shivered under me.

Beyond eager to get the show on the
road, I slipped my hand between us so I could slide it up the
inside of her thigh. When I got to her crotch, it was to my
pleasant surprise my fingers pressed against my sister’s bare pussy
lips instead of her panties.

“You’re a naughty girl,” I
said, rubbing my fingers back and forth over her plump pussy
lips.

Danica whimpered, bucking and wiggling
her legs.

“Don’t... Travis! Don’t touch... don’t touch me there…”

“What if I touched you like
this?”

I rubbed up and down her slit, slowly
spreading her lips apart to find her warm hole. Then I pressed my
finger into her, my cock pulsing in envy as my finger pushed deeper
into my little sister’s ridiculously tight pussy.

Jesus
fuck. She was clenching to stop me from
penetrating her, but the grip was extreme. Just imagining that
sensation on my dick fuelled the horniness inside me.

“Travis...
please...” she begged,
arching her hips to get away.

But there was no escape for my little
sister. Not tonight. I was going to fuck the shit out of her tight
cunt, starting with my fingers. I pumped them in and out of her,
wishing they were my dick.

Unfortunately, she wasn’t wet enough
to accommodate me yet. Sure, I was a disgusting bastard for
violating her, but I wasn’t completely selfish. I felt good when I
made a woman feel good too.

So I pulled my finger out of my
sister’s pussy and stroked it over her clit. She gasped and raised
her hips to my touch before she realized she shouldn’t want it.
Then she tried to pull away, thrashing under me.

Even if she were sober, she wouldn’t
have stood a chance of escaping. I was much stronger than her. But
she was drunk as hell, so her weak efforts kept her totally under
my control.

I pulled my hand away from her pussy
briefly so I could yank down the front of her dress. I felt for a
bra but there was none either. My innocent little sister had
decided to be a very dirty girl going without underwear
tonight.

Which was perfect for
me. Easier access.
With her titties exposed, I took great delight in feeling them up.
They were a nice handful, soft yet firm. She whimpered as I pinched
her hard nipples. I lowered my head to capture one of her titties
in my mouth. Then I pushed my hand between her legs again to resume
rubbing her clit.

I groaned as I suckled hungrily on my
teenaged sister’s breast as I circled her clit. I flicked her
nipple with my tongue then pulled on it with my teeth. She jerked
when I bit it then shuddered as I sucked hard on it.

She writhed under me, her whimpers
interspersed with protests. Eventually, her straining to get away
transformed into straining to reach my touch. Despite the muted
music and people talking from the party below, the sounds of my
slurping on my sister’s tits and her reluctant moans filled the
darkness.

I sunk my fingers lower into my
sister’s hole again. This time she was soaking wet, my fingers
sliding into her pussy much more easily. She gasped and cried out,
arching her hips. I growled in satisfaction as I pumped my fingers
in and out of her tight, juicy hole.

My hard cock was aching for
stimulation, desperate to replace my fingers. I pulled my finger
out of my sister’s pussy and stuck them in my mouth to lick off her
taste. My cock pulsed from her flavour. I needed
more.

I released her hands and crawled down
her body. When my face was level with her crotch, I spread her legs
wide open and gave my teenaged sister’s pussy a kiss.

“Oh...” she gasped, bucking.

Her soft musky scent and flavour drove
me crazier than ever with need. To the point that I lapped and
sucked on her pussy lips like she was the first drop of liquid I’d
found in a desert. I couldn’t get enough fast enough. I mashed my
face right in and sucked as much of her as I could into my
mouth.

Her thighs trembled on either side of
my head. She gripped the top of my head with her hands, writhing
and moaning as her big brother hungrily ate her pussy.

My lips latched onto her clit and I
sucked on it as I pushed two fingers into her tight, wet heat. I
fucking loved giving women head. I loved the way they tasted, the
way their body moved, the sounds they made when they came undone
with my mouth and my fingers.

My sister was my best conquest yet,
her initial reluctance washing away as she practically shoved her
pussy into my mouth in desperation to come.

“Oh fuck… Travis…
oh…” she chanted breathlessly.

And then her body went rigid as a cry
of pleasure left her lips. Shudders took her over next, her pussy
fluttering with each convulsion around my fingers stroking in and
out of her channel.

As soon as it felt like she’d finished
riding her wave, I pulled away, got off the bed and quickly took
off my jeans and underwear. Then I climbed back on the bed and
nestled myself between my sister’s legs.

I guess once she felt my hard cock
pressed against her naked pussy, the dark reality of what I
intended to do hit my sister. She froze up for a second then
started to buck under me again.

“You can’t... please…
Travis…”

“Nobody gives something for
nothing, Danni. I made you come. You have to do the same for
me.”

“Please... I’m—I’m a
virgin...”

If she thought that confession would
give me pause, she was dead wrong. It only made me even more
excited. I’d never fucked a virgin before. The thought of my dick
being the first inside my little sister’s pussy filled me with even
more determination to fuck her.

“No wonder you’re so tight.”
I groaned as I sawed my throbbing cock over her slick pussy lips.
“It’s gonna feel so good to pop your cherry.”

To my sister’s credit, despite being
drunk she really put up a fight this time. She gathered up strength
from some place within her and tried her hardest to buck me off
her.

But while she managed to displace me
somewhat, I remained on top of her. I pinned her hands down again
with one hand. Then I guided my cockhead to her pussy’s entrance
with my free hand.

My sister started to sob, but any
shred of guilt the sound might have inspired was swept away as my
cockhead eased into her tight hole. She clenched her pussy,
struggling to keep me out. We both breathed hard in the dark as I
rolled my hips, forcing my way in deeper anyway.

“Baby, come on. Let me in.”

I groaned and gasped from the amazing
stimulation of my sister’s pussy viciously clenched around the
first few inches of my cock. It egged me on to go deeper, her walls
defenceless against my invasion.

“It hurts…” she whimpered.
“You’re too much… it hurts…”

It was true. I was bigger than
average, which meant I was too much for my virginal little sister
to take for her first time. That awareness still didn’t stop me
though. Nothing would at this point.

Once I was a couple more inches in, I
rocked my hips forward in one powerful thrust, forcing my cock all
the way inside my sister’s clenched virgin pussy.

She squealed and
bucked hard. I
covered her mouth to stop her from making any other sounds that
might attract someone from the party. Her body strained under me,
her heavy, rapid breathing fanned across my fingers. I paused so we
could both appreciate the nasty reality of the situation. My little
sister’s pussy had been stuffed full of her big brother’s
cock.

Her grip on my flesh was intense, her
pussy’s soft warmth cradling my length extraordinary. I pulled out
partway and surged back into my sister’s tight hole. She cried out
again but it was muffled by my hand over her mouth.

“Oh
fuck...” I groaned, shuddering. Just being
inside her was unbelievable. The sweet sensation made my head spin.
“Holy fuck...”

Buried deep inside my drunk little
sister’s tight cunt, I took depraved pleasure in the fact that I’d
been the one to pop her cherry. That I’d stolen her virginity in a
dark room despite loads of people nearby who could have stopped
me.

Then I set up a rhythm to fuck her
properly. I pumped in and out of her, my easy thrusts gradually
increasing in their pace. My sister’s muffled whimpers filled the
room as I pounded my cock into her.

I released her mouth so I could prop
myself up on my arms. The way her pussy gripped me on each sweet
slide in and out of her hole made me shake my head in immense
satisfaction.

She pressed a hand to my chest,
pushing me away at first. Then she curled her fingers into my shirt
and gripped it as I fucked her. Gradually, the tension in her body
shifted from reluctance to acceptance. She even started tilting her
hips to meet my thrusts.

“Does it still
hurt?”

“N—no…”

“Because it feels good to
take me deep in your pussy, right?”

She didn’t answer. She didn’t have to.
She might be sniffling from the tears she’d shed earlier, but no
more protests left my sister’s lips as I pounded her into the
bed.

I pinned her arms to the mattress
again and drove into her repeatedly. I wished there was some light.
I wanted to watch the filthy sight of my sister’s pussy lips
spreading apart every time I sank my cock inside her.

However, the darkness upped the
amazing stimulation of every slide into her pussy. Her wet warmth
hugged me tighter than anything I’d ever felt in my twenty-six
years of existence.

This was pretty fucked up. Wrong as
wrong could ever be. I was holding down my intoxicated little
sister and violating her. I’d taken advantage of her inability to
fight me off and forced my cock into her pussy, stealing her
innocence, and making her commit incest with me.

And I wasn’t even gentle about it
either. I was using her so roughly, beating my big dick into her
too-tight hole viciously even though this was her first time having
sex.

My sister’s whimpers as she was forced
to take every hard inch of her big brother’s cock filled me with an
almost insatiable animal lust. I wanted to make this rare
opportunity count and fuck her as hard as I could.

So I pulled out and repositioned her
onto her hands and knees. Even though I couldn’t see in the dark,
my dick found her entrance like her pussy was a magnet. Danica
cried out and rocked forward from my savage entry when I slammed in
deeper than ever.

“Travis…” she gasped.
“Too much…”

“Don’t complain now,
princess. This is what you were begging for when you were grinding
up on me downstairs.”

I slapped her ass five times,
relishing her cry after each slap. I bent over her and kissed her
neck, cupped her tits, and played with her nipples.

Then I coiled an arm around her
stomach and made her rock back slowly on me. The gentle slide of
her tight pussy moving up and down my length filled me with need to
dominate her pussy.

I pressed down on her back as I ramped
up the pace, pounding into her hard. My sister moaned as she took
me deep over and over again, her body jiggling with each merciless
thrust.

Anybody from the party could come into
the room, flick on the lights, and witness this nasty sight. Me
behind my drunk little sister, balls deep in her pussy as I ravaged
her. Brother and sister in the midst of rough and nasty incestuous
fucking.

“Oh
god... oh fuck...” Danica
gasped.

I slowed down so I could reach between
her legs and stroke her clit. Danica was pure contradiction. Not
wanting her brother’s cock inside her yet deriving pleasure from it
anyway.

She let out a loud gasping moan as she
quickly came undone, her rigid body trembling from her orgasm, her
pussy becoming a pulsing vise on my dick.

“Oh, Jesus... baby…
fuck” I groaned, my eyes squeezed
shut.

My sister’s pussy convulsing on my
length sent me racing toward my own nut. I grasped Danica’s hips
and held her in place as I viciously pounded into her sweet
hole.

She reached back as if to stop me from
going so hard, but I ignored her silent plea for mercy. The hunger
in me was too great. It needed sating.

Her whimpers, my grunts, and our flesh
slapping together as I continued forcing my cock into her filled
the room. When my orgasm approached, I couldn’t pull out if I
tried.

My sister’s cunt was the sweetest,
tightest hole I ever filled. Regardless of the consequences, there
was just no other option but to stay deep inside her as I blew my
load.

“Fuuuuck… oh
fuck…”

I groaned and shuddered as my cum
erupted out of me. My pulsing cock pumped my seed into my drunk
little sister’s pussy. Each jet of cum that spurted into her made
me grunt. The thought that I knocked her up filled me with immense
triumph and satisfaction.

Danica trembled and moaned, her pussy
clenching around me. I stayed buried inside her until my cock was
twitchy and limp. At last, I slipped out of my little sister’s
tender pussy then flopped onto the bed.

“How could you… how could
you do that to me, Travis,” she accused, sniffling. “You’re
my brother.”

I reached for her in the darkness,
pulling her back to my front. My limp dick still damp with her
pussy juices pressed against her ass.

“I’m a man too,” I said. “A
bad one. You wanted some life experience before college? Well, this
is what bad men do to good girls who get too drunk to protect
themselves.”

She whimpered when I cupped her breast
and tugged on her nipple. Then I slid my hand down to her stomach
and caressed it.

“And the baby I just put
inside you will never let you forget that, sis.”


 


 


 


 Examined By
Uncle Then Shared With Cousin

 



“Uncle Nathan!”

I quickly brought down my arm to sweep
away my uncle’s inappropriate touch on my breast. Then I crossed my
arms to cover myself as I gaped at him.

Unbelievable. While giving me a
breast exam, Uncle Nathan squeezed my left boob, pinched my nipple
between his fingertips, and tugged it. My own uncle felt me
up!

“Why did you touch me like
that?” I demanded. “That wasn’t appropriate.”

“It’s all in your head,
Erica,” my uncle said in a clipped voice. “I’m giving you a
standard breast exam.”

I didn’t believe him one bit. Eyes
were the windows to the soul, they said, and dark hunger lurked in
my uncle’s hazel eyes.

My anxiety sky-high, I never felt more
vulnerable. Today had to be the most embarrassing day I would ever
experience in my life, and I was only eighteen years
old.

First, I was forced to answer my
uncle’s embarrassing questions about my sexual history. And now I
was lying naked on an examination table. Uncle Nathan stood on my
right. His son Jared, a medical student, stood on my
left.

This was all because Daddy found out I
recently lost my virginity to Tony, the son of a livestock farmer
in our small town. Daddy was beyond furious since he thought Tony
was a ‘shit-for-brains cow-fucker.’

Daddy said once a girl started ‘taking
dick,’ they had to see a doctor. And he chose his brother
Nathan—even though my uncle wasn’t a gynaecologist.

I begged Daddy for a female doctor. I
even told him I’d learnt Uncle Nathan wasn’t supposed to treat
family unless in an emergency. But Daddy said ever since Mom died
during a routine surgery years ago, Uncle Nathan was the only
doctor he trusted.

But after what my uncle just
did, I didn’t
trust him anymore.

I looked at my cousin Jared to see if
he thought his father’s actions were suspect. Uncle Nathan had said
Jared was doubling as his assistant and my ‘chaperone’—someone
who’d make sure he was doing his job professionally. But my
cousin’s expression was like his father’s. No emotion or tell
whatsoever.

Uncle Nathan resumed his examination,
pressing along my stomach and just below my navel. I watched his
hands like a hawk, and only relaxed when he finally stepped backed
from the table.

“Jared, get the restraints,”
he said.

Jared went to a wheeled cabinet and
opened the second drawer. He took out some cloth cuffs that had
white straps dangling from them.

“What are those for?” I
asked.

Uncle Nathan plucked two of
the cuffs from Jared’s hands. “They’re for you. You’re too nervous. You’re going
to move around too much during this next part and hurt yourself. So
you’re getting strapped down to the table.”

“Is that… um… standard
procedure?” I asked timidly.

Uncle Nathan ignored me and spoke to
Jared. “Do her arms. I’ll do her feet.” Then he turned to me again
and tapped twice on the table’s stirrups. “Put your feet up on
these, Erica.”

My heart beat faster, my stomach
tight. This was my first time getting a gyno exam, but being
strapped down and unable to move while a doctor touched your
private parts just didn’t seem right. Especially when your doctor
had already proven to be ‘handsy.’

“I don’t want to continue
the exam,” I said.

“I thought you were smarter
than this, but apparently not,” Uncle Nathan said in a hard voice.
“You said you didn’t use protection when you had sex with Tony. You
let that boy put his penis inside you bare, and you don’t even know
who or what else
he fucked. You could have gotten an STD, or, worse,
pregnant. And now you
don’t want to protect your health because you’re too
embarrassed?”

“If you don’t do it, we’ll
tell your dad when he comes to get you,” Jared added.

I blushed, ashamed by my uncle’s blunt
yet truthful words, and worried over Jared’s threat. I’d be in
deeper trouble with Daddy if he found out I went against his
brother’s orders.

Reluctantly, I put my feet up on the
stirrups. My thighs were forced apart, so I put my hands between my
legs to cover my vagina. This left my breasts exposed again,
squeezed together between my arms.

“Scoot down until your
bottom is on the edge,” Uncle Nathan said.

I shifted my butt lower. My knees bent
toward me, my legs were pushed even wider apart. I was so vulgarly
spread open, it was obscene. Only my hands over my pussy preserved
my last shred of decency.

And then, that was taken away too when
Jared demanded I raise my arms so he could restrain them. I
whimpered, intense shame pricking my eyes with tears.

“I’ll be still. You don’t
need to—”

“Do as he says,” Uncle
Nathan demanded as he peeled open a cuff and wrapped it around my
right ankle.

Another whimper came out of me as I
raised my hands from my pussy and up above my head. Jared
immediately grabbed my right hand and slapped a cuff around my
wrist.

Uncle Nathan’s gaze was fixated on my
pussy as he secured the cuff’s strap to the stirrup’s metal arm.
The lust in his eyes was blatant and shocking. But what alarmed me
the most was the tent pitching in his grey slacks, rapidly growing
bigger by the second.

That was wrong and unprofessional to
the extreme. He was my uncle and I was his niece. He was also my
doctor and I was his patient. I had to stop this, and Daddy would
understand why I did when I told him about Uncle Nathan’s nasty
behaviour.

“I don’t want to continue
the exam,” I said. But my uncle and cousin continued restraining
me. “Stop! I don’t want to do it anymore!”

I tried tugging my hands and feet
free, but Uncle Nathan and Jared had finished strapping me down to
the table. My uncle smirked as he stepped between my vulgarly
spread legs.

“It’s too late to stop now,”
he said.

“Yeah, not when we just got
to the best part,” Jared said with a dirty smile.

As if to really drive home the point
what they intended to do to me, my uncle rubbed my pussy while
Jared grabbed my left breast and squeezed it like his dad did
earlier.

“Don’t touch me!” I cried
out, yanking hard on the restraints. But my uncle and cousin had
strapped me down tight. My arms and feet barely moved an
inch.

“This is the prettiest pussy
I’ve ever seen,” my uncle said in an appreciative voice as he
rubbed me up and down. He pinched the lips between his fingers and
peeled them back, spreading me. “My god. Your hole even
looks tight.”

“She wasn’t lying when she
said she only fucked the one guy, huh,” Jared said with a snicker.
He rubbed his dick over his pants while he continued to fondle my
breast.

“Please,” I begged. “This is wrong. We’re family.” Then I raised my
voice. “If you don’t stop, I’ll scream!”

“We’re the only ones here.
Nobody will hear you,” Jared said. “And if you scream, I’m gonna
shove your panties in your mouth to shut you up.” He pinched my
nipple hard. I bucked and whimpered.

“I’ll tell Daddy what you
did to me!” I said in desperation.

“Why do you think your
father sent you here today?” my uncle said, pity on his face and in
his voice. “He wanted this to happen.”

My eyes widened.
“What?”

“Your father believes your
body was tainted by that idiot you fucked. He figured the only way
to cleanse you is if you took the penis and the seed of an educated
man inside you.”

“You’re lying!” I choked
out. My uncle’s words were too ridiculous and terrible to believe.
How could a father allow his brother to violate his daughter, and
consider that cleansing?

“It’s true,” Jared said,
smirking. “Accept it, and be glad you’re getting
two educated men
today.”

Uncle Nathan nodded. “Yes. Accept
it.”

He wormed his finger between my pussy
lips, pressed it to my entrance, and forced it inside me. My
uncle’s intrusion tugged on my dry flesh and burned. My whimper and
my uncle’s groan sounded at the same time.

My nasty uncle forced his finger
deeper into me. I clenched my walls, desperate to stop him from
going in further, but Jared twisting and tugging on my nipple
distracted me. My uncle pulled his finger out partway then pushed
it deep again, pulling another sob from me.

“Teen pussy is truly the
tightest,” my uncle said in a mildly fascinated voice. “But it’s a
shame you’re not wet enough, my dear. You’re too tense for
this examination.”
His lips curved in a devilish smile. “You need to be properly
lubricated and relaxed before we continue. I know exactly how to
achieve both.”

He pulled his fingers out of me, the
tugging drag as they left my channel making me wince. He stepped
back and sat on his wheeled stool. He then eased between my legs
again, lowered his face, and dragged his tongue slowly over my
pussy lips.

I gasped, my body flexing and
straining in my struggle to escape my uncle’s dirty mouth on my
pussy. I cried out again when my equally filthy cousin bent over me
and sucked my left breast into his warm mouth.

The slurping sucking sounds of my
uncle and cousin tasting me greedily filled the room. My cousin
alternated his suckling on my breasts, his tongue swirling around
and lapping me, his teeth scraping against my nipple. His free hand
kneaded and squeezed my other breast, his fingers pinching the
firm, sensitive tip.

Meanwhile, my uncle lapped greedily at
my pussy lips, sucking them each into his mouth before licking
repeatedly up and down between my slit. Then he spread me apart
with two fingers and wrapped his lips around my clit.

The first suck made my hips arch up
involuntarily and my toes curl tight. I gasped, my eyes wide. This
was the first time someone had ever licked me down there. I was
shocked by the treacherous pleasure spreading throughout my pussy,
the sweet sensation focused mostly where my uncle’s warm, wet mouth
covered me.

“Please… don’t…” I squirmed
to get away from their mouths, and from the traitorous, unwanted
pleasure building up in my body. How could I even enjoy this? It
was wrong. It was against my will. It was incest.

Jared slipped his mouth off me as if
he had listened to my plea. He raised up and stepped away from the
table but I couldn’t pay attention to what he was doing. I was too
focused on his father’s face between my spread legs as he ate me
out.

The wet sounds of my uncle lapping up
and down my slit, sucking my pussy lips and my clit were so crude
and nasty. He pushed his finger into me again and I was ashamed how
easily it slipped in this time. So easy that my uncle was able to
ease a second finger into my slick channel.

I clamped my walls to keep
him out but my uncle worked his fingers further in anyway. He made
a satisfied sound as he pumped his fingers in and out of me. The
long thickness of his digits went deeper and stretched my channel
more than anything I’d ever felt. So I was overwhelmed when he
started to force a third
digit inside me.

“Uncle Nathan… it’s too
much…” I whined.

“Sweetheart, if you can’t
take three fingers now, how do you expect to handle what your
cousin and I are going to give you next?”

I trembled, dismayed that there was no
escape from my uncle and cousin’s filthy intentions since I was
strapped down to the table. Just like there was no escape as my
uncle thrust all three of his thick fingers in and out of my pussy,
and resumed lapping and sucking my clit.

I writhed from the sensation of my
uncle’s thick fingers moving inside me. Jared undid his pants and
pushed them down with his underwear. His penis was hard and big,
jutting out between his legs. The pink tip glistened in the light,
coming closer to me as he stepped up to the table again.

“Open your mouth,” Jared
ordered, stroking his length. When I didn’t obey, Jared slapped my
lips twice with his cock. “Let me put it in your mouth or I’m gonna
put it in your ass.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks as I
opened my mouth for my cousin. He immediately pushed his hard
member into my mouth, his thick, warm flesh sliding along my
tongue.

He sunk himself deep, pushing all the
way in until his tip hit the back of my throat. I gagged but he
kept going until his balls pressed right up against my chin and his
tip was forced down my throat.

I gagged even harder and Jared
chuckled, pulling himself out halfway.

“You can do better than
that,” Jared taunted as he rocked himself in and out of my mouth.
“You told us you sucked off Tony multiple times before you let him
stick it in your pussy.” 

My cousin grasped my head, holding it
in place as he used my mouth. He groaned in pleasure when I sucked
him tighter, rocking his hips back and forth as he pumped his cock
in and out of my mouth.

But I could barely concentrate on the
hard flesh ramming into the back of my throat repeatedly when my
uncle’s fingers, lips and tongue continued their sinful work on my
pussy. His persistent stroking and sucking brought me closer to an
orgasm I shouldn’t want.

Shame swamped me. I
shouldn’t enjoy this. I
shouldn’t. My uncle and cousin were
violating me, forcing me to commit incest—by my own father’s
request at that. I fought so hard not to chase my climax and yet
the tension in my body rapidly built. It was unavoidable. I was
teetering on the edge, ready to fall head first into bliss when my
uncle suddenly stopped.

My cousin’s pulsing length thrusting
into my mouth stifled my whine. I wanted to believe I cried out
from relief but I knew deep down it was from frustration I didn’t
get to come.

“Oh yes, you’re
definitely lubricated
now,” my uncle growled as he stroked his fingers in and out of my
pussy slowly. While that action alone felt good, the sensation
wasn’t as intense as when he had his mouth on my clit.

He pulled his fingers out of me and
stood. He undid his pants and pushed it off him. His erection
dimpled the material of his underwear, and it was immediately
obvious he was larger than his son. When my uncle pulled down his
boxers, the sight of his huge, stiff flesh made me tremble. Oh god,
that’s going to hurt. He was way too big for me.

My uncle grasped his shaft, stroking
it as he stepped right up to the edge of the table.

“Uncle Nathan, can’t you
just… use your fingers only?” I pleaded. “You don’t have to go this
far.”

“Sweetheart, you’re getting
all of this dick whether you want it or not.”

He guided himself at my entrance. With
my legs spread wide apart and strapped to stirrups, there was no
barrier to my uncle’s penetration. All I could do was clench my
walls but my uncle seemed to enjoy it.

He closed his eyes and groaned as he
rolled his hips, forcing his enormous cock deeper into my tiny
hole. Despite my wetness easing his entry, the stretch from just
the first few inches alone was still unbearable.

“Uncle… please…” I
whimpered. “It’s too—”

“Let me take your mind off
it, then,” Jared said, pushing his penis toward my lips. He gripped
my jaw with one hand, holding my mouth open wide enough so he could
slide his length between my lips again.

My uncle followed right after his son,
shoving deep into me with a grunt, his balls slapping up against my
ass. My tightly clenched pussy walls caved to my uncle’s savage
invasion, my cry muffled around my cousin’s hard length.

“Oh, yes… warm, wet, and
tight as fuck,” Uncle Nathan groaned.

He withdrew then shunted his hips
forward again, ramming into me. He hissed and threw his head back,
clearly taking sick delight that his big dick was stuffed
balls-deep inside his eighteen-year-old niece’s pussy.

My uncle didn’t even give me time to
adjust to his formidable size. My body rocked on the table with
each powerful stab of my uncle’s cock into my hole. I felt filled
to bursting, and a shock of pain went through me whenever the tip
of my uncle’s penis hit too deep.

And yet, sick satisfaction and
enjoyment went through me as my uncle’s thickness stroked in and
out of my narrow channel. The angle of his cockhead seemed to rub a
sweet spot inside me, and my treacherous body strained for more of
my uncle’s cock.

The slaps of my uncle’s thighs and
balls against me was as loud as his groans and my whimpers. Even
though I was strapped down, my uncle gripped my waist and held me
in place so he could pound into me mercilessly.

I couldn’t keep up sucking on Jared,
but he didn’t seem to mind. He rocked idly into my mouth, his
attention focused on what his Dad was doing to me.

“Fuck her hard, Dad,” Jared
cheered. “Make her forget Tony Friedman’s tiny dick.”

They both laughed but my face was on
fire, my mind still refusing to accept my disturbing reality. That
I was strapped down to a table, forced to take my cousin in my
mouth and my uncle savagely beating into my pussy at the same time,
and that a sick part of me liked it even though I didn’t want
to.

My uncle pawed at my breasts, fondling
and squeezing them. When touching wasn’t enough, he bent over and
sucked hungrily on my right breast as he palmed the
left.

He slowed his thrusts, but he made
sure he drove in as hard as he could anyway. His thick cock was an
inescapable piston inside my vagina, retreating for only a bit
before pushing so deep inside me, my gasps were muffled around his
son’s cock.

Then he raised up and put his hand
between us. His fingers found my clit and the touch made me shiver
as more unwanted pleasure coursed through me. My uncle rolled my
clit, forcing me toward a pinnacle I didn’t want to
reach.

Sobbing, I strained to avoid it. But
with my uncle’s cockhead relentlessly stroking that spot inside my
pussy that sent shocks of pleasure throughout my body, I didn’t
stand a chance.

I finally fell over the edge, wailing
around my cousin’s cock in my mouth. My body shook from the sweet
heat rolling through me. My pussy pulsed around my uncle’s cock,
and the feeling of him still moving inside me as I came seemed to
increase my pleasure.

“You said you didn’t want
this dick but look how you’re squeezing it. Fuck…”

My shame was immense when I
acknowledged the nasty, perverse truth: I didn’t come when Tony and
I had sex, but I came harder than I ever did in my life on my
uncle’s cock.

“Oh fuck… baby, here it
comes... all for you… all in
you…” my uncle groaned.

Uncle Nathan’s thrusts came faster and
harder, his flesh swelling inside me. The understanding that my
uncle planned to come inside me filled me with dread. I tried to
wrench my lips off Jared’s cock to plead with my uncle not to do it
but Jared held my head so I couldn’t move.

My uncle threw his head back, his lips
parted on a gasp then a groan. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he pumped
me full of his seed against my will.

Oh god. My own uncle probably just knocked me up! But what disturbed
me the most was the pleasant sensations of my uncle’s pulsing cock
creaming inside me. My pussy tightened involuntarily as if trying
to milk every last drop from my uncle’s length.

Uncle Nathan breathed hard when he
finally pulled out of my tender hole. He staggered backward before
he finally stepped out from between my legs.

“Your turn, Jared,” he said,
smirking at me.

Jared wasted no time taking his
father’s place. My uncle’s cum was slowly dribbling out of my pussy
when my cousin moved between my legs. He didn’t need to get me
ready to take his big dick like my uncle did. He used his father’s
cum and my juices from my shameful climax to slide balls-deep in my
pussy just like his father did moments before.

“Ah…” I cried out, my hips arching from the vicious
intrusion.

“Fuck... Dad... you were
right. She’s tight as hell,” my cousin groaned, thrusting into my
pussy.

My cousin’s slow thrusts gradually
increased in pace. His thick rigid flesh stretched my pussy just as
his father’s did. Each stroke battered into me mercilessly, making
my whole body jiggle.

My uncle moved up and made me suck on
the tip of his now drained cock. I tasted the musky residue of his
cum and my juices. Then he pinched my nipple and I cried out and
bucked.

My cousin grasped my waist and held me
down, fucking me harder. His cock beat into my pussy rough and
relentless. And despite the pain, despite the stretch my poor pussy
took as my cousin filled me deep with each savage thrust, there was
pleasure building up in my body too.

I was too weak to fight it this time.
Too hungry for the heady, shameful rush. It charged toward me, and
when it hit I shuddered hard, sobbing and moaning around my uncle’s
cock in my mouth as sweet bliss swept through my body.

“Oh fuck... oh
fuck... oh fuck...” Jared grunted.

Then he came too, his thick cock
pulsing as he flooded my convulsing pussy with his seed. The
pulsing sensation and his continued movement stroking in and out of
me prolonged my own shameful orgasm.

My uncle pulled himself from my lips
and my cousin pulled his softening cock out of my pussy. There was
a mixed sensation of soreness and satisfaction between my
legs.

My heart was racing, my breathing
heavy, my body shaking as I recovered from my uncle and cousin’s
rough, incestuous violation. Jared pointed between my legs where
the thick, gooey mess of his and his father’s cum leaked from my
tender hole.

“Oh, yeah. She’s cleansed
now,” Jared said then he chuckled. “And if Tony didn’t knock her
up, we surely did.”

“We did our part, son, but
she’s not fully cleansed yet.” Uncle Nathan’s eyes gleamed, a dirty
smile curving his lips. Then he shared the most shocking revelation
yet. “Her father will finish the job.”


 


 


 


 Free Use Of
My Niece While Her Dad Watched

 


 Footsteps
approached.

Excitement coursed through my
body.

In a matter of minutes, I was going to
slide my stiff cock deep in my eighteen-year-old niece’s pussy and
impregnate her.

And the best part? Her father—my
arrogant older brother—was going to watch it happen.

The door opened and I sat up
straighter in the huge bed. My brother Clive and his daughter
Fallon stepped into the room, followed by two armed guards dressed
in black.

I wore the dark grey, gold-embroidered
robe which marked me as a Father in this breeding facility. Clive
and Fallon wore the plain white robes with BREEDER stamped in black
over the right breast.

I’d seen countless women in the
breeder robes and fucked them all. But seeing my niece in the
robes, her auburn curls framing her pretty face, it was like my
first time all over again.

Actually, it was ten times
better.

I smiled. “Glad you guys could make
it.”

Scowling, Clive pushed ahead of
Fallon.

“You bastard. How could you do
this?”

“Because I’m a Father. I get
to pick whoever I want.”

“But why would you
pick Fallon? For
god’s sake, Roy, she’s family. My daughter. Your
niece!”

Clive charged at me and the two huge
guards came after him, guns pointed at his head. They barked at him
to back off and Clive shot his hands up in surrender, quickly
retreating with fear on his face. The guards returned to stand
still and stony-faced by the closed door.

Oh, how the tables turned. Before the
apocalyptic earthquake, Clive enjoyed watching the judicial system
crush my spirit. But now things were different.

A few years ago, a massive earthquake
caused a nuclear waste leak that affected the entire world.
Hundreds of millions died, and of the rest of us who survived,
ninety percent of the men went infertile.

The Free To Use For Breeding Law was
passed. The remaining ten percent of men who were still fertile
were responsible to father all children. We, the Fathers, were
allowed to fuck and breed any woman of legal age and ability to
bear children.

Breeding facilities were set up around
the globe, and the Fathers were invited to live there and be
treated like kings. Women were sent to us on a regular basis, but
we were also allowed to choose the women we wanted too.

Before the world almost ended, my
brother was a wealthy banker who believed his money and education
made him better than everybody else—especially me. Now, his money
and job were obsolete. All he had left of value was his precious
little girl.

And I was going to take her
too.

I shifted my gaze from Clive to
Fallon. Reluctance was written all over her face, and the
expression deepened when I beckoned her over.

“Take off your robe,” I
ordered when she stood right in front of me.

“Uncle Roy,
please. Don’t make me do
this,” she pleaded, her blue eyes shiny with unshed tears. “It’s
wrong. We’re related.”

I cupped her cheek. “Sweetheart, as
long as you’re not my daughter or mother, the law allows it, and
you’re not allowed to say no. If you do, they’ll take you to the
camp for the women who broke the law. And I heard they get
gangfucked as punishment. I can’t let that happen to
you.”

She trembled, tears rolling down her
cheek.

“But… but why does Daddy
have to be here?”

“Before the quake, I got
into trouble a few times with the police. Instead of helping me
when I called, your father would tell me I’m a stupid,
good-for-nothing motherfucker who’ll never change his ways.” I
looked at Clive and smiled. “But it turns out I am good for something. Good enough to
put a baby in his babygirl. And I want him to watch me do
it.”

Clive’s murderous gaze burned into me.
Pleased with myself, I pulled Fallon’s robe belt loose. When I
pushed the robe off her, the sight of my niece’s naked body sent
blood straight to my dick.

Her creamy skin was flawless, her
nipples the same pink as her lips. I wondered if the hole between
her thighs was the exact same colour too. I licked my lips, eager
to find out.

“Are you a virgin?” I
asked.

She shook her head, her gaze
downcast.

“Does your daddy know
that?”

She nodded.

“I bet he was mad when he
found out.”

She finally raised her head and her
wide eyes were my answer.

“He wasn’t just mad, you
know. He was jealous.”

Fallon curled her upper lip. “Daddy
isn’t sick like you.”

“Is that right?” I chuckled
then grasped her shoulders and turned her to face her father. She
covered herself, but I pushed her hands down to her sides. “What do
you think, Daddy?
Isn’t your daughter fucking gorgeous?”

Clive’s face turned pink and he looked
away.

“Fuck you, Roy,” he
spat.

I tsked. “Clive, if you
don’t do as I say, our two friends with the guns will
encourage you to do it.
So look at me and answer the fucking question.”

Clive clenched his hands at his sides
and scowled at me.

“Yes,” he bit
out.

I grinned. “Do you think she’s
fuckable?”

“Absolutely not,” he said
immediately. “She’s my flesh and blood. Just like she’s yours
too.”

“Take off your robe. Let’s
see if your tiny dick agrees.”

“Roy—”

“Guards,” I said.

Both guards stepped forward from their
post at the door.

“OK! OK!” Clive yelled,
pulling his robe’s belt loose with shaking hands. I made a face
when the robe slipped off and my brother’s body was revealed. I
didn’t enjoy seeing another man’s naked body or junk, but
humiliating my brother was worth it.

I stepped up behind Fallon, my front
touching her back.

“Sweetheart, I know you
might have to squint to see it, but look.” I pointed between her
father’s hairy legs. “Your daddy’s dick isn’t totally limp. He’s
lying when he said you weren’t fuckable.” Then I reached around her
and cupped her breasts, enjoying the soft weight of them in my
palms. I kissed her neck and she trembled. “He would love to be the
one feeling up your tits right now too.”

“That’s not true, Fallon,”
Clive said in an unconvincing voice, shame evident in his pink face
as he covered his growing erection.

I couldn’t think up a reply to Clive’s
lie. Playing with his daughter’s tits took all my attention. I gave
them a good squeeze as I sucked her neck. The more I fondled them,
the harder her nipples I got.

Fallon whimpered and arched against me
when I tugged on her firm tips. That soft sound sent a bolt of hot
lust through my body, making my stiff length throb.

I pressed my erection to her body and
rut against her plump ass, groaning from the stimulation. Then I
released her right breast and trailed my hand south. She shook as
my fingers skimmed mound. When I tried to ease my fingers between
her legs, she pressed her thighs together.

“Open your legs,” I
demanded.

“Please, Uncle Roy. Don’t
touch me there,” she pleaded even as she widened her
legs.

“I’m not only going to touch
it, baby,” I said, cupping her pussy. “I’m going to lick it and
fuck it too. And I guarantee you’re going to love it.”

“I won’t!”

I rubbed her pussy lips then slipped
two fingers between them to circle her nub. A moan slipped out of
her mouth before she could stop herself. She bit her lips together,
her face pink. I smiled, taking great delight in her writhing as I
stroked her clit while I tugged and tweaked her left
nipple.

“You’re going to eat those
words when I eat your pussy,” I growled against her ear. “But
before that happens, you’re going to suck my dick.”

Reluctantly, I pulled my hands away
from my niece’s sexy body. I looked at Clive again and I wanted to
laugh. His face was redder than ever. He still tried to hide his
dick but the angle of his hands made it obvious he was at full mast
now.

“Fallon, look at your
daddy,” I said. “You said he wasn’t sick like me and yet he got
turned on watching his own brother feel up his
daughter.”

Fallon glanced at her father then
quickly looked down at the floor, her cheeks tinged pink. I removed
my robe and she raised her head to stare at my naked
body.

The pink in her cheeks deepened and
interest gleamed in her eyes as her gaze trailed over my body. She
liked what she saw. Of course she would. Those in charge made sure
us Fathers stayed in great shape so we were more appealing to
women.

When her stare got below my navel my
cock twitched as if to say hello. Her eyes widened and she looked
away.

I sat on the edge of the bed and waved
her over.

“Come give your uncle a
kiss, sweetheart,” I said, stroking my cock. “A nice wet
one.”

Fallon came over and sank to her knees
between my legs. As she was reaching for me I raised a
hand.

“Wait just a sec.” I
beckoned at Clive. “Have a seat by the bed, Clive. Watch your
little girl show her uncle a good time.”

Clive opened his mouth as if he was
about to protest. He glanced behind him at the guards then turned
came over like I asked. He sat on the floor by the bottom of the
bed but he moved closer when I ordered it.

“I’m going to kill you,” he
said.

“Tell your daughter to suck
my cock,” I replied.

Clive grit his teeth, his nostrils
flaring.

“F—Fallon, suck your uncle’s
cock,” he bit out.

I wiped away the tear that rolled down
my niece’s cheek as her warm little fingers wrapped around my rigid
length. She gave me a few slow strokes that made me groan before
she leaned her head down and swallowed down my length.

My dick was bigger than average and
yet this girl managed to fit most of me in her mouth. The wet
warmth surrounding my length and her lips gripping my shaft was
fucking amazing. I groaned and cupped the back of her
head.

My niece slowly pulled her lips up
until they were puckered on my tip. She sucked just the head for a
moment as she pumped my shaft, each pull increasing the sweet
stimulation in my cockhead. Then she proceeded to slide her mouth
up and down my length in an easy practised rhythm that had my
thighs shaking.

Goddamn. This wasn’t my niece’s first rodeo taking a cock in her
mouth, that’s for sure.

“Oh, Jesus,” I groaned, my grip in her
silky curls tight. “Clive, your babygirl is a professional at
sucking cock.”

I looked at my brother and
was amused by his intense stare on the way his daughter took my
length in her mouth. He snapped his gaze up to mine when he
realized I was watching him, and shame filled his eyes. No doubt
the horny bastard had been imagining his daughter was
sucking his dick
instead of mine.

The sight of my cock disappearing
repeatedly into my niece’s mouth was mesmerizing. Her tongue danced
along the underside of my shaft and occasionally swirled around the
tip.

Her measured pace of sliding her mouth
on my length increased. She pumped me faster, sucked me harder,
whipping me closer to the tipping point.

When I felt like I was about to blow,
I grasped her head by the sides and took control, forcing her to
deepthroat my cock until her gag reflexes kicked in and she slapped
my thighs for mercy.

Feeling her throat pulse desperately
around the head of my cock was almost my undoing. I had to quickly
pull out of her mouth entirely.

My niece and I were breathing hard.
Her face was wet with tears, her lips and chin gleaming with spit.
I reached down and pulled her onto me, and I was pleasantly
surprised to feel dampness between her legs.

“Did your pussy get wet
sucking off your uncle, princess?” I teased.

“No,” she lied, wiping her
mouth and chin with the back of her hand.

I chuckled and squeezed her ass with
one hand while I moved the other across her back. I tipped her
back, forcing her tits up into my face like an offering—which I
gladly, hungrily took.

I slurped on her flesh loudly, and
lapped and flicked her nipples with my tongue. She jerked in my
arms when I bit the firm tip then moaned when I soothed them with
hard sucks.

She couldn’t help herself from rolling
her hips, her slick cunt sliding up and down my cock that was still
covered in her saliva. All it would take is for me to reach down
and angle my cockhead at her entrance, and I could slide inside her
pussy like I desperately wanted to. But if I did that right now I’d
come too fast from the excitement. I wanted this moment to last as
long as possible.

I rolled with her onto the bed.
Clive’s gaze burned my ass as I rut my cock against his daughter’s
pussy while I continued to suck greedily on her titties.

Fallon shivered as I crawled down her
body trailing kisses as I went until I was kneeling exactly where
she had a moment ago. I yanked her to me until her bottom was at
the edge of the bed then pushed her legs back. My niece’s pussy was
plump and glistening, and a shade darker than the pink on her
nipples.

“Doesn’t your daughter’s
pussy look real tasty, Clive?” I asked.

Clive gawked at the vulgar sight of
his teenaged daughter’s juicy cunt a mere two feet away from his
face. The hungry, conflicted look in his eyes was unmistakable. His
Adam’s apple bobbed up and down before his lips parted, about to
answer my question.

“Uncle Roy...
please,” Fallon begged,
cutting in. “Stop teasing Daddy like that.”

“OK, I get it,” I said,
smiling. “I’ll stop wasting time and get to work eating your
pussy.”

She let out a soft cry when I covered
her pussy with my mouth. I sucked both her lips at the same time
and worked the tip of my tongue between them. I slid my tongue up
and down repeatedly until I focused it on her fat little
bead.

“Oh god...” she cried out,
raising her hips as I lapped her clit.

When I sucked it, my niece’s whimpers
turned into full-fledged moans. She ground her hips, mashing her
pussy against my mouth.

All her complaints and protests from
earlier were totally forgotten. She didn’t seem to care it was her
uncle’s mouth giving her pleasure. Her thighs trembled under my
hands, her fingers digging into the bed sheet.

I released one of her legs so I could
slip two fingers into her soaking wet hole, and pumped them in and
out of her. Her pussy gripped them and she rolled her hips even
more.

While I licked and sucked my niece’s
clit, I turned my wrist and stroked that soft sweet spot inside
her, and her moans grew even louder. She even reached a hand down
to cup the back of my head, encouraging me to give her more
pleasure.

“Oh god...
oh my god... Uncle
Roy...” she panted.

And then my niece’s words became
unintelligible, swallowed up by a gasping moan as she came hard on
her uncle’s tongue and fingers. She arched her back, her body
shaking hard, her pussy constricting my fingers stroking in and out
of her. When her climax ended, she sagged onto the bed, breathing
hard.

I pulled my drenched fingers out of my
niece’s pussy and showed them to Clive. He stared at them as if
mesmerized. The poor fucker was clearly warring with himself,
wanting to smell and taste his daughter’s pussy on my fingers even
though it was wrong.

So I helped him out and smeared my wet
fingers on his upper lip. He reared his head back and glared at me,
and yet he licked his lips several times making sure to get every
last drop of his daughter’s juices into his mouth.

I stood and repositioned my niece so
she was higher up the bed, then I climbed on top of her. She
started to tremble when I pressed my cockhead against her pussy
entrance, and her shaking only got worse as I worked the tip into
her tight little hole.

“You’re too big for me,
Uncle Roy,” she gasped. “I can’t take it... I can’t...”

“Your pussy is going to
stretch more than this pushing out my baby,” I said, rolling my
hips and forcing a few more inches into her. “It can take my cock
just fine if you calm down.”

She squirmed and raised her hips to
evade me anyway. I held her down by the waist and thrust hard,
forcing my cock deep inside her too-tight pussy thanks to her
wetness. The sight of her pussy lips spreading apart around my
cock’s vicious invasion filled me with primal
satisfaction.

She wailed and shuddered, her hole
clenching fierce around me as if trying to expel me. I grit my
teeth and waited for her to accept the harsh reality that her
uncle’s dick wasn’t going anywhere. It was staying deep inside her
whether she liked it or not.

When her shaking had subsided, I
started to move. I hissed from the intense stimulation as my cock
slid halfway out of her tight hole before sinking all the way in
again. My slow thrusts were out of consideration and to reign in
control, but it wasn’t long before I needed to pound her
pussy.

“Love your sweet little
hole, baby,” I groaned, driving my dick into her. I had to slow
down to look over my shoulder at my brother. “Clive, your
daughter’s pussy is so goddamn tight. If only you could feel
it.”

Jealous rage burned in my brother’s
eyes. I grinned as I returned to the task at hand: screwing his
daughter hard and putting a baby inside her.

My niece’s tits bounced and jiggled as
I fucked her into the mattress. At first, she pressed her hand to
my chest as if to hold me back from going too deep. Soon, she
gripped my shoulders, holding on for dear life as she took her
uncle deep and raised her hips for more.

Her slick cunt was the sweetest
tightest glove. It was the best pussy I’d ever had in my life and
I’d fucked plenty since enlisting as a Father. Maybe because in the
past this would be wrong. In the old world, it was illegal to fuck
your relative, and to violate womens’ rights to their bodies. But
now the law allowed me to do both with impunity.

I rolled my niece onto her side and
pushed one leg up. Then I leaned over and rocked my hips, shunting
my cock hard and fast, pounding her hole mercilessly.

She moaned, her body getting tenser,
her pussy getting tighter. I reached between her legs and stroked
her clit in firm, quick strokes. My niece wailed as she fell over
the edge yet again but with her uncle’s cock in her pussy this
time.

“Oh goooood.... Uncle Roy!”
she cried out, shuddering as her pussy convulsed on my
length.

I swore as I kept up my pace, fucking
her right through her orgasm. When the last of her flutters died
away, I pulled out and moved her onto her hands and
knees.

“The doctors at this
facility said this position is the best for putting a baby in a
woman,” I said. “Want to know why? Because I can go real deep this
way.”

To prove my point, I guided my cock at
her entrance and grunted as I drove into her. When I bottomed out,
she gasped and arched her back, her body shaking. My grip tight on
my niece’s hips, I pumped my cock in and out of her tight
hole.

Her soft whimpers fuelled my savage
lust, encouraging me to fuck her harder, pound her deeper. I
pressed my hand on the middle of her back so her ass was pointed
right up and she was forced to take the full length of me
repeatedly.

My balls smacked up against her slick
pussy lips, the continuous slap of our thighs filling the room. My
back was turned to Clive as I pounded my dick into his daughter,
but I felt his stare burning me nevertheless.

Wanting to see his face as I fucked
his daughter, I pulled out of Fallon just long enough to turn her
so she faced her father. Then I surged into her once more, my gaze
locked on Clive’s face as I pummelled his precious little girl’s
tight hole while he watched.

“I’m so close, Clive,” I
groaned, as I smacked my niece’s ass. Her yelps made me smile. “I’m
real close to blowing my load deep inside your little girl. She’s
getting knocked up for sure today.”

Clive’s eyes gleamed with hate, his
face red. And yet he couldn’t help himself from staring at the way
I drove my hips forward, filling his daughter’s pussy with every
deep thrust.

The hypocrite was probably wishing he
was me, pounding away into his teenaged daughter’s pussy. I bet
whenever he fucked his hand at night, he fantasized it was his
daughter’s cunt instead.

Fallon’s moans, my grunts, and the
slap of our thighs increased in volume as my climax drew nearer.
Fallon got there first, gasping and shaking as she came yet again
despite all earlier words that she wouldn’t enjoy this.

Her pussy’s rhythmic pulsing on my
cock was my undoing at last. My fingers dug into her hips so hard I
was sure I left marks. I stabbed my cock in and out of her pussy
until cum surged out of my length.

“Fuck…” I grunted, my cock pulsing as I creamed inside my niece’s
sweet pussy. I shuddered, my eyes closed, my head thrown back.
Lights exploded behind my eyelids as my niece’s tight cunt gripped
me and milked all my cum and probably my soul out of my
dick.

I was dizzy as fuck when I finally
pulled out, to the point I was ready to pass out. But I shook my
head to regain my bearings. I eased Fallon onto her back and
beckoned to Clive.

“Come and clean her up with
your mouth,” I ordered.

I expected him to protest, or call me
names, or swear at me. To my amused surprise, my brother
practically leaped onto the bed. He dove face first between his
daughter’s legs and lapped at her pussy like a thirsty dog who just
found water.

“Daddy, no!” Fallon cried
out, struggling to escape her father’s mouth, and pushing against
his head when she couldn’t.

Clive was undeterred. His tiny dick
hard and bobbing between his legs, he held his daughter’s thighs
spread open and mashed his face into her cunt. He groaned as he
greedily sucked and lapped up the mixture of his own brother’s and
daughter’s cum from his daughter’s pussy lips and tender
hole.

“All right, all right,” I
said, shoving him off Fallon. “That’s enough. Damn. Leave some back to make the
baby.”

Several months later, my niece gave
birth to my tenth son. A few months after the birth, she came to me
of her own free will.

“You’re not good for
nothing, Uncle Roy,” she said as she climbed on top of me. My niece
guided me at her entrance and we both groaned as she impaled her
slick cunt on her uncle’s stiff cock. “You’re the
best.”


 


 


 


 Groped By
Daddy In The Dark Shed

 


 “Gaia, I
have a going-away gift for you.”

Daddy stood behind the couch looking
down at me where I laid. I lowered my book to my chest and glanced
at Daddy’s empty hands on the top of the backrest.

“What’s the gift?” I
asked.

“I have to show it to you.
It’s in the shed.”

“That’s why you were
emptying it today?”

He nodded. “I even cleaned it.” Then
he leaned closer and spoke in a lower voice laced with seduction.
“Your gift is ready, baby. Let me give it to you.”

He smiled and his eyes gleamed. He was
totally aware of how dirty his words sounded. Not for the first
time, I was shocked and disturbed by my father’s brazen
behaviour.

When my parents got divorced four
years ago, Mom got full custody of me and Daddy moved to a
different state. I hardly saw Daddy during that time and blamed Mom
for it. As soon as I turned eighteen, I moved in with Daddy so we
could make up for lost time.

However, Daddy had changed.
Or the way he treated me was no longer the same. He made naughty
innuendos, asked me super personal questions about boys and my sex
life, and he even flirted with me. Worst of all, he
looked at me
differently—in that hungry way a father shouldn’t look at his own
flesh-and-blood daughter.

Basically, Daddy had turned
into a full on creep. And that really confused me because Daddy looked great for a
man in his early forties. I doubt it was hard for him to get women.
Yet he’d developed a sick interest in his own eighteen-year-old
daughter.

This was the most disturbing two weeks
of my life. I was moving back in with Mom tomorrow and I couldn’t
leave here fast enough.

An inner voice said not to go out to
the shed with Daddy but my curiosity was stronger than my distrust.
Also, I loved surprise gifts too much to turn one down.

Everything will be
fine, I convinced myself as I left the
couch. Daddy made me uncomfortable but he’d never made me feel
unsafe. Besides, I was leaving tomorrow. It couldn’t hurt to humour
him one last time.

I followed Daddy outside. The cloudy
night sky blanketed the backyard in darkness and the chill in the
light breeze pricked my skin. Daddy switched on a weak flashlight
that barely lit the way forward, and it didn’t penetrate the pitch
blackness inside the shed when he opened the door.

He gestured I go ahead of
him and I hesitantly stepped into the dark shed. Daddy followed me
and closed the door. I waited for him to flick on a stronger light.
Instead, I heard a click
as Daddy slid a latch into place.

Then he turned off the
flashlight.

“Daddy, why did
you—”

“I read your
diary.”

“What?” My eyes were wide in
outrage and desperation to see in the total darkness. “How could
you? That was private!”

“It was for a good reason.”
His voice was closer even though I hadn’t heard him move. “We were
separated for so long after the divorce. You changed so much. I
wanted to get to know you better, but you weren’t being very open
with me. So I read your diary and learnt a lot about you. More than
a father should learn about his daughter.”

“I don’t care why you did
it. You weren’t supposed to read my diary without my consent!” I
spat. “I feel violated.”

“You didn’t feel violated
when a stranger groped you on a packed train. You liked
it.”

I jumped, startled by Daddy’s voice
behind me. Then shame scorched my face. That experience on the
train was a secret I’d sworn to take with me to the grave. I
intended to rip out the page and burn it but I forgot. Now Daddy
had read my dirty admission.

“‘It made my pussy tingle,’
you said in your diary,” Daddy continued, pressing his chest
against my back. “You were surrounded by people who could have
helped you, but you said nothing, did nothing, as a perfect
stranger grabbed your ass…”

Daddy cupped my ass and squeezed it. I
gasped and lurched forward, but he looped an arm around my
midsection and pulled me back against him.

“Daddy—” My words were cut
off by a horrified cry when Daddy groped my breasts, squeezing and
fondling them in his big hands. His husky voice filled my
ear.

“…and felt up your
tits…”

I squirmed to escape my father’s dirty
touch but I couldn’t. He held me tight with one hand while he
continued to grope my breast. I managed to yank his hand away from
my chest, but he moved it to my thigh, sliding his palm along my
skin.

“...and slid his hand under
your dress to rub your pussy.”

I wasn’t wearing a dress but Daddy was
determined to replicate what the stranger did to me on the train.
He pushed his hand between my thighs and rubbed my pussy over my
shorts. I cried out and fought even harder to get away but Daddy’s
arm around my waist kept me in place.

He held me tight to his body and
walked us forward, pressing me up against the wall so I couldn’t
move much. I panted from the struggle, my warm breath fanning
against the cool wooden wall touching my cheek.

Daddy resumed rubbing my pussy. The
firm press of his fingers and the friction of my underwear against
my clit stirred awake pleasure I didn’t want.

“Why are you doing this to
me, Daddy?”

“Because I know you want it.
I’m giving you a chance to relive the experience you enjoyed on the
train.”

“I don’t want it with
you. You’re my
father!”

“Which makes me the best
person to do it. Fathers are supposed to give their daughters
everything they need.” He nuzzled my neck then licked it all the
way up to my ear. I shuddered when his lips moved against my
earlobe as he spoke. “And you know the best part of this gift,
sweetheart? We don’t have to stop at groping.”

Daddy inched his hand higher and
pushed it into my shorts then my panties. I shivered as his fingers
skimmed over my mound and sunk lower, his eager fingers rubbing
over my bare pussy.

“Daddy, you can’t!” I cried
out, bucking to get him off me.

“Gaia, I didn’t just read
your diary, you know,” he said. “I took pictures of every page with
an entry. I bet you’d be pretty embarrassed if others were to see
those pictures. To know all
your dirty secrets.”

The well of my shock had run low from
overuse. Everything that had happened so far just seemed too
unbelievable. My own father was currently rubbing my pussy against
my will, and he’d just blackmailed me to let him continue doing it
and more.

To think I’d actually trusted Daddy
even though he’d already made it clear he was a fucking creep. If
only I’d listened to my intuition not to come out to the shed with
him.

“But you could avoid all
that stress if you just relaxed and let Daddy give you your gift,”
he continued, a smile in his voice. “You’ll like
it.” 

He spread my pussy lips apart to rub
his middle finger over my clit. I made a sound of protest and
squeezed my thighs together, but that only intensified the
sensation of his squirming finger.

“You sick fuck,” I sobbed
out, shaking with resignation and shame. “Go to hell!”

Daddy eased off me and spun me around
so my back was pressed to the shed. I couldn’t see him in the
darkness, but I sensed his approach as his face came toward
mine.

He claimed my mouth in a hungry kiss,
forcing his tongue past my lips into my mouth. I tried to twist my
face away but Daddy gripped my jaw and made me endure his mouth
dominating mine.

I hated that between my legs pulsed at
the kiss which meant that I found some tiny bit of enjoyment I
definitely didn’t want. Daddy pushed his hands into my panties
again and resumed rubbing my clit. The unwanted pleasure
strengthened as my father stroked my sensitive button in firm,
quick circles.

Daddy sunk his fingers lower and
pushed two of them up inside me. To my great shame, Daddy’s fingers
slid deep inside my pussy without any friction.

“Jesus. Already wet and ready for me despite your complaints,” Daddy
growled against my lips.

I didn’t like that my father’s fingers
were inside me. I didn’t like that a primal part of me liked it
too. I squeezed my walls to expel Daddy’s fingers but that just
made the sensation of them slowly stroking in and out of my tunnel
even more pronounced.

“Take them out, Daddy,” I
begged him in a breathy voice, my thighs shaking.
“Please. It’s
wrong.”

“No, babygirl. I want you to
get a taste of what my cock is going to do to this tight little
pussy soon.”

My father pumped his fingers in and
out of my pussy, the wet sound of them filling my hole so nasty and
obvious in the quiet darkness. I whimpered, my hips lifting and
rolling involuntarily from my daddy’s dirty touch.

“Please...
Daddy...” I sobbed, pushing on his hand.
Arousal was building up inside me even though I fought it. A sweet
pressure growing right where his fingers were sliding in and out of
me.

When he suddenly pulled his fingers
out of me, my confusion was laced with both relief and
disappointment. Then it turned into surprise when he yanked down my
shorts and panties in one go to my ankles. Before I could process
he was kneeling in front of me, my father covered my exposed pussy
with his warm mouth and sucked.

A sound that was part cry part moan
escaped my lips. My knees bucked. I immediately pushed against
Daddy’s head to get him away. He grabbed my hands and held them
still so he could feast on his daughter’s pussy
uninterrupted.

My father’s tongue was fast and eager,
lapping over my pussy lips greedily. Then he wormed it between my
slit to diddle my nub with the tip of his tongue. He wrapped his
lips around it and sucked while his tongue lapped over
it.

“Daddy... oh god... oh
god...” I panted out.

My legs were shaking so much I could
barely stand. I also couldn’t concentrate on anything else but the
feeling of my father’s warm lips and tongue on my pussy, giving me
pleasure I’d never experienced before.

“Baby, you taste fucking
delicious,” Daddy groaned, his breath fanning over my folds that
were slick with his saliva and my juices.

Daddy released one of my hands so he
could pull my right leg free from my shorts and panties still
wrapped around my ankles. Next, he forced my thighs as wide apart
as they could go then mashed his mouth against my pussy.

I wanted to resist the orgasm charging
toward me like a bull, but it was pointless. My back arched away
from the wall, my body trembling. I chanted Daddy’s name as I came
hard on his tongue.

“Daddy… Daddy… oh my
gooood…”

Sweet warmth swept through me as my
pussy convulsed. I pressed my hands to the shed wall for support,
but Daddy prevented me from sinking to the floor by standing and
holding me.

He pressed me against the wall with
his body and rut his erection against my stomach. He cupped my
breasts over my shirt, pawing and kneading them.

A low groan of satisfaction rumbled
through his chest as he felt me up. He shoved my shirt up and cool
air kissed my bra-less boobs, making my nipples hard. My father
cupped my breasts in his big warm hands, his erection twitching in
his pants as he squeezed them.

I whimpered as Daddy pinched and
tugged on my nipples. My whimpers turned into a louder cry when he
lowered his head and claimed one in his warm mouth.

He suckled me greedily, his loud
slurping filling the darkness. His eager tongue swished over my
pebbled nipple as his mouth applied a suction that I felt right in
my core.

I squirmed and writhed, tears of shame
rolling down my cheeks. How could I even enjoy this? How could I
have come from my own father eating my pussy?

It was sick. It was wrong.
It was incest. And
yet, as my father fondled my right breast while he sucked on the
left, the only sounds that left my lips were shameful moans instead
of protests.

Daddy moved his hand between us as he
continued sucking on my breasts. I heard the gentle sound of cloth
falling to the floor. He straightened and his hard, bare cock was
pressed right against my stomach.

“Here,” he said, grasping my
hands and bringing them to his erection. He made me wrap my hands
around his length. The sheer size of him in my hands filled me with
awe and fear. He was huge. “Feel that, sweetheart? That’s
half of the gift I plan to give you tonight.”

What’s the other
half?

Daddy cupped my butt and
hoisted me up. He was between my legs, his cock aligned with my
slick pussy. He groaned as he rutted his length against me and I
trembled at the impending reality. Soon, my father was going to
slide his massive thing
inside me—the appendage that played a part in
creating me—and there was nothing I could do to stop it.

He pulled me away from the wall and
carried me in the darkness. He laid me down on a flat surface that
I assumed was a table. He pushed my legs back until my knees were
at my chest and held them down. I was glad for the darkness because
I was spread wide open and vulgar.

My father groaned in sick delight as
he slid his cock up and down against his daughter’s
pussy.

“Daddy, please,” I begged,
trembling under him. I was pinned down, unable to move or escape
his filthy intentions. “Don’t you think this is going too far? I’m
your daughter. You
shouldn’t put your penis inside me.”

“You weren’t complaining
when I had my mouth on your pussy,” he growled. “Besides, I’ve been
waiting too damn long to fuck you. I’m not going to stop
now.”

He released my left leg to guide his
cockhead at my slick and vulnerable entrance. He pushed the tip in,
the first few inches of my father’s thick cock penetrating my
pussy.

Daddy held my leg down again, forcing
me to stay in place. I tightened my walls to keep him out, shaking
my head in the darkness as hot tears burned my cheeks.

“Please… Daddy… please… you
can’t…”

Daddy was determined to take what he
wanted despite my pleas. With a grunt, my nasty father drove his
hips forward, thrusting his entire rigid length deep inside my
pussy against my will. He pushed in so forcefully that my clenched
walls immediately gave way to his intrusion.

My body shook and I cried out from the
overwhelming stretch, arching my hips as much as I could to escape
the intense discomfort. Daddy’s weight and firm grip on the backs
of my legs kept me trapped. I couldn’t do anything but lie there
and endure the feeling that my pussy was being split in
two.

“Fuck. You got a real tight pussy hole,” Daddy groaned.

“Daddy… it’s… it’s too
much…” I gasped, shaking my bottom.
“Please... oh god... take it
out…”

“It’ll feel better once you
stop resisting.”

He pulled out until just the tip
remained before he rammed right back in, stretching me forcefully
yet again. I cried out and Daddy made a sound of satisfaction as if
he was pleased that he was too much for me to handle.

Daddy had some mercy on me after that.
He fucked me slowly, and all I could do was think about the awful
truth. My father had lured me out to a shed and admitted he
violated my privacy before he then proceeded to violate my
body.

After sucking my breasts and eating my
pussy until I came, he held me down on a table, forced his penis
inside my pussy even though I begged him not to do it. Now it was
sliding in and out of me, each deep thrust stretching my pussy more
than I could bear.

All the fight left my body. I sunk
into myself, sagging against the table. My father kept on using my
pussy anyway, hissing and groaning in perverse pleasure as he
filled my hole repeatedly.

However, Daddy’s cockhead stroking my
g-spot kept pulling me back into the moment and forcing me to be
aware of the sensations. I tried not to move at all yet my body
disobeyed. My hips rolled as my treacherous pussy began to enjoy my
father’s thrusts.

My face burned with shame as new
tension filled my body. Earlier, I was straining to escape. Now I
raised my hips and strained to accept more of my father’s hard
flesh sliding in and out of me.

“Couldn’t disappear after
all, huh?” Daddy taunted. “You want it harder now?”

He didn’t wait for me to answer. Not
like I would. Daddy grunted as he rocked into me faster, pounding
his big dick in my pussy mercilessly. His cock was hard, hot steel,
stretching my pussy. The slap of his thighs and balls against my
ass was loud in the dark shed.

Every stroke of his cockhead against
my sweet spot sent building waves of unwanted pleasure through me.
I sobbed and moaned at the same time as the tension coiled tighter
in the pit of my stomach.

Then Daddy suddenly pulled out of me
and mashed his face between my legs again. His arms hooked over my
thighs, Daddy covered my clit with his mouth and gave my plump
button quick, firm sucks.

I moaned, bucking under him. My
hands flew to the top of his head to push him off but my fingers
curled in his hair instead. Daddy pushed two fingers into my
pussy and pumped them into my soaking wet hole as he sucked my
clit.

I fell over the edge hard and fast,
wailing as intense pleasure spread out from where Daddy sucked. As
my pussy convulsed, Daddy pulled his mouth off me and forced his
cock inside me again.

He groaned as he resumed pounding into
my pussy while I came. The sensation of my father’s cock moving
inside me only strengthened my orgasm. I arched my back and
shuddered like if my body was possessed by a demon. I slapped the
table twice. Fuck. I’d never come this hard in my life.

“Daddy… Daddy.... oh god…
oh gooood…”

“Damn, I wish it wasn’t so
dark. Then I’d see how gorgeous you looked coming on
me.”

He pulled out of me once more and
lifted me off the table. My legs were jelly and I could barely
stand. Daddy wrapped his arms around me from behind and fondled my
breasts under my shirt. I whimpered as he pinched and tugged my
nipples.

Then he bent me over the table and I
sagged against it. However, Daddy slapped my ass twice, making me
yelp and restoring some life in my limbs. He pushed my legs apart
and guided himself at my entrance. I cried out when my father drove
his cock into my pussy once more.

“Fuck, I love this pussy,”
Daddy groaned.

He cupped my butt cheeks and jiggled
my ass. Then he slid his hands to my hips and held on tight as he
resumed pounding into me.

My body rocked forward with each hard
thrust as my father stabbed his cock repeatedly into my poor little
pussy. Bent over the table like this, it seemed as though Daddy
went deeper than ever, his fat tip beating into me like a battering
ram.

For a man in his forties,
Daddy had better stamina than the two boys my age I’d had sex with.
But I felt him getting thicker and harder, his rhythm less exact.
Daddy was going to come soon and I came to a horrible
realization: my father’s penis was inside
my pussy raw.

I hadn’t been taking any birth control
pills because I’d forgotten my pack at Mom’s house. I’d been
meaning to get a new set from the clinic but forgot that
too!

“Daddy, don’t come in
me!”

“But that’s the other half
of my gift to you,” Daddy groaned. “My baby growing in your
belly.”

“You can’t!” I cried out and
started to buck. “Please… you can’t!”

Daddy pressed down on my upper back,
squishing my breasts to the table, and forcing me to stay still.
His other hand gripping my hip, he pounded into me hard. I was his
eighteen-year-old daughter. Someone he was supposed to care for and
protect. Instead, my father fucked me without mercy or remorse as
he chased his come.

His already thick cock seemed to
widen, straining my pussy walls as he beat into me relentlessly. I
was going to be sore for a while when this was over.

“Oh
fuck...” Daddy groaned.

Horror and shock flooded me the same
way my father’s seed flooded my pussy against my will. He grunted
as his cock pulsed from every spurt of his cum into his daughter.
My pussy instinctively tightened around Daddy’s pulsing member,
accepting all his cream.

I sobbed and moaned, hot tears of
shame burning my face. My own father just came inside me, breeding
me with his baby. I hadn’t wanted it and yet my treacherous body
liked it anyway.

Daddy pulled out of me, his cum and my
juices a slimy creampie oozing out of my tender, abused hole and
sliding down my thighs. Too tired and ashamed to move, I remained
bent over the table.

I closed my eyes tight and
tears dripped from my eyelashes onto the table. I called Daddy
a sick fuck but
clearly I was one too. I came multiple times while being held down
and forcefully violated by my own father in a dark shed.

Daddy bent over me and slid his hand
up my back in a gentle caress. His lips close to my ear, his breath
wafted across my cheek as he spoke.

“Your mother and I raised
you better than that, sweetheart,” he said. “What do you say when
someone gives you a gift?”

When I didn’t answer, he reached down
and slapped my ass. I gasped and shuddered.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”


 


 


 


 Hypnosis
Helped My Virgin Daughter Take Every Inch

 


 My heart
pounded with shock and excitement at the sight of my
eighteen-year-old daughter Holly standing completely naked before
me.

Holy shit. It
worked!

There was a huge story in the news
recently. Some genius had developed a hypnosis app that actually
worked, but when a few people used it to hypnotize others to steal
and murder, it was quickly pulled from all app stores and banned by
the government.

However, I was able to get a copy of
the app through the dark web and install it on my phone. I’d wanted
to try it out on my wife first before using it for its intended
purpose, but she got in a car accident and was recovering in the
hospital.

I couldn’t wait to use the hypnosis
app. I’d been tortured for too long. Besides, my wife out of the
house was the perfect opportunity to fulfill my deepest, darkest
wish:

Being the first man to fuck my
daughter’s extra-tight virgin pussy.

“Holly?” I said.

She didn’t answer, but she
looked right at me, her brown eyes unfocused. It was eerie as hell.
Her gaze was so… lifeless. Like her soul had vanished
and only her physical body remained.

She looked like a life-sized doll with
her arms slack at her sides. A fucking gorgeous one too. Smooth
fair skin, dark wavy hair draped over slim shoulders, a great
figure acquired from youth and regular exercise, plump tits with
pale pink nipples, and a totally bald pussy.

Correction: a bald
tight-as-hell pussy.

Before her accident, my wife
told me Holly had a condition called vaginismus. Apparently, Holly’s
vagina muscles got too tight to allow anything to penetrate her,
therefore she’d never had sex.

“She’s doing vaginal therapy
to help cure it,” my wife had said.

“How does that work?” I had
asked.

“She has to use these hard
plastic things that look like dildos but they’re called dilators.
They come in different sizes, so she has to train her vagina to
comfortably accept each size from the smallest to the
largest.”

Right after that conversation, all I
could think about was my babygirl spreading her legs and sliding
one of these dilators into her pussy. I imagined how she’d wince
and whimper and bite her lip in concentration as she worked each
hard inch deeper into her too-tight hole.

I got so stiff, I needed immediate
relief. It would have disturbed my wife if I asked her for sex
right after she told me about our daughter’s medical problem, so I
went into the bathroom and jerked off instead.

I was disgusted with myself after I
came but that moment was a turning point for me. I couldn’t stop
thinking about it until I became determined to see it for real. So
I installed a hidden camera in Holly’s bedroom.

Every two days I was both rewarded and
tormented by the sexy, filthy view of my little girl taking off all
her clothes and lying on her bed, spreading her legs wide and
lubing up her pussy, then slowly inserting a range of colourful
penis-shaped objects into her pussy.

She recently managed to push the
largest dilator inside herself without whimpering in pain. That’s
when I figured, her next step should be taking a real cock. Mine.
And the hypnosis app would ensure she let me do it without her ever
realizing it happened.

Thirty seconds staring at my phone
screen after I pressed the START button was all it took for Holly
to become totally obedient to my every demand. I ordered her to
take off all her clothes and she instantly obeyed without
protest.

The possibilities now were
endless.

I licked my lips as I eyed her tits,
my cock hardening in my shorts.

“Jiggle your tits for Daddy,
sweetheart.”

Her face expressionless, Holly cupped
her breasts and shook them. Her flesh bounced tantalizingly in her
palms, and my cock throbbed in response. I groaned, rubbing myself
over my shorts to soothe the ache.

It was clear she’d keep going for as
long as she was hypnotized.

How long was the hypnosis
supposed to last anyway?

Holly re-assumed her stiff posture and
I tapped around in the app for more info.

If you do not use the code
word you set to end the session, then the natural end of the
hypnosis period depends on the mental strength of the hypnotized
individual.

Holly was intelligent and tenacious,
attributes that made her the top student in her class. Shit. She
could snap out of hypnosis at any second. The sooner I got started,
the better.

As I removed my clothes, my conscience
said what I planned to do was wrong. Fucking my flesh-and-blood
teenaged daughter was bad enough, but to do so while she was in a
vulnerable state and unable to give consent was downright criminal
and evil.

I’m her father. I’m half
responsible for her existence, so I can have her if I
want.

Besides, I was the best person to take
her virginity. Some inexperienced boy might hurt her, but I would
make sure she enjoyed the experience even in her hypnotized
state.

Holly had no reaction to her father
being naked in front of her. That soothed my nervousness and
encouraged me to continue.

“Lie on the bed.”

Holly’s movements were slow and
methodical as she climbed on the bed and lay on her
back.

“Good girl.” I moved to
stand by the edge of the bed. “Daddy wants you to put on a little
show for him, sweetheart. Pull your feet up and spread your legs
wide.”

When she obeyed, the sight of my
babygirl’s plump little pussy nestled between her thighs made my
stiff cock throb.

“Mm. That’s a real pretty
kitty, sweetheart.”

My gaze fixed on my babygirl’s pink
treasure, I climbed onto the bed and knelt between her
legs.

“Play with your pussy like
you do when you’re alone.”

Holly slipped her left hand between
her legs and rubbed her slim fingers over her pussy lips. She eased
two fingers between her slit to press down on her fleshy
button.

She whimpered as she stroked her clit
in slow circles. The sexy sound stirred up perverse lust inside me
and my dick ached for stimulation. I gripped myself, groaning while
I pumped my hand up and down my shaft.

Holly cupped her breast in her other
hand, squeezing the flesh until it bulged between the gaps in her
fingers. She moaned as she pinched her nipple into a tight bead
which she tugged and twisted.

Fuck, that’s
hot. I jerked off faster. I’d watched my
daughter touch herself through the surveillance camera but the
experience was infinitely better when it was up close and
personal.

“Push your finger into your
pussy for Daddy,” I panted out.

My daughter eased her left hand lower
and spread her pussy lips apart with her index and ring fingers.
She worked the tip of her middle finger into her tiny entrance. For
the first time, an actual expression crossed her face, her eyebrows
furrowing as she slowly penetrated her pussy.

Holy
fuck. My dick throbbed in desperation to
replace my daughter’s finger as she sunk it deeper into her body.
However she could only get it halfway in because she wasn’t wet
enough and her hole was just too damn tight.

“That’s enough. Daddy wants
a lick now.” I sat on my calves and indicated my cock in my grip.
“Get on your knees and suck on this, princess.”

Holly rose slowly and moved to her
hands and knees. Her tits hung down as she tilted her face to my
crotch and I couldn’t resist cupping one as she wrapped her pretty
lips around the head of my cock.

“Fuck...
yes...” I gasped, my hips jerking
involuntarily and my grip tightening on her breast. I closed my
eyes and leaned my head back as my little girl swallowed my length
into her warm, wet mouth.

My babygirl was a virgin, but she’d
clearly had experience taking dick in her mouth. She swallowed me
deep without gagging then pulled all the way up to the head. I
shuddered in pleasure as she wrapped her slim fingers around my
shaft and pumped her hand up and down my length in perfect rhythm
with her sucking.

I cupped the back of her head with one
hand while I tugged on her nipple with the other. The sound of my
daughter sucking my cock filled my ears. In her hypnotized state,
my daughter’s unfocused gaze was on my stomach as she took me in
her mouth. It bothered me somewhat but I focused on the sensation
of her lips and fingers moving on my length.

“Oh, baby… you’re sucking on
Daddy so good… fuck…”

I released her breast so I could cup
her head in both hands. I moved her mouth on me faster, rocking my
hips forward so I could fuck her mouth too. I obeyed a degenerate
urge to force myself down her throat by applying pressure on the
back of her head.

A good portion of my cock was down her
throat when she gagged for the first time. The tightening sensation
of her throat muscles fighting to expel me was fucking fantastic on
the head of my cock.

I let up so she could breathe. Tears
leaked from her eyes and I wiped them away. Then my hypnotized
daughter resumed swallowing her father’s cock into her sweet mouth,
her puckered lips sliding deliciously up and down my rigid
length.

The pit of my stomach gradually
tightened, the throbbing in my cock increased. When I was on the
verge of coming, I grabbed Holly by the shoulders and gently pushed
her off me.

“OK, it’s Daddy’s turn to
lick,” I said. “Lie back and let me have a taste.”

My daughter was barely flat
on her back before I was on top her, pawing and squeezing and
sucking hungrily on her tits. After weeks of watching her stretch
her pussy with dilators, I was hungry for her. Greedy for her. Holly made soft
whimpering sounds as I fit as much of her right breast into my
mouth as I could and sucked hard.

I rut my cock against her pussy, eager
to drive it deep into her tight little cunt. Only the last dregs of
willpower held me back. Once I’d enjoyed a good feasting on my
babygirl’s tits, I crawled down her body and mashed my face between
her thighs, my tongue snaking out to lap greedily over her juicy
pussy lips.

“Ah!” Holly
cried.

Alarmed, I jerked my head up to look
at her face. Instant relief washed over me to see her slack
expression. She hadn’t broken free from the hypnosis yet, but since
it could be soon, I quickly resumed eating my daughter’s
pussy.

She tasted fucking amazing. I spread
her lips apart and sucked her clit. Her fleshy bud got bigger and
firmer in my mouth. I dragged my lips lower to lap up her honey and
tongue her sweet little hole. Then I licked a path up to her clit
again and resumed sucking it.

I’d wanted to use one of her dilators
on her but my fingers would have to do today. I eased the tip of my
index finger into her entrance. My babygirl’s hole was incredibly
tight. It was like a vise on my digit, reluctantly giving way to my
intrusion. I wasn’t sure I could get a second finger in but I tried
anyway.

“How the hell are you going
to take my dick if you can’t even take my fingers?” I said in awe
and concern.

I sucked on my babygirl’s clit harder,
my lapping tongue relentless. Soft little whimpers and moans
escaped Holly and the sounds were torture to my dick trapped
between me and the bed.

Triumph coursed through me when I
finally got a second finger inside her. Her channel’s grip was
merciless around my fingers but at least it was slick enough to
allow me to pump in and out of her.

I hungrily sucked and licked my
daughter’s pussy while I rubbed the pads of my fingers against the
squishy spot inside her. The volume on Holly’s moans climbed. She
squirmed and rolled her hips, her panting getting
heavier.

Was she aware on some level what was
going on? Did she know her horny father had his mouth and fingers
on her pussy, tasting her and giving her pleasure against her
will?

“Ohh...
ohh...” Holly moaned, arching her back as
shudders took over her body.

Her narrow channel clamped so tightly
on my fingers that I felt every pulse as she came on my mouth. It
drove me crazy to imagine how my daughter’s extremely tight pussy
would feel when she came on my cock. As soon as her body relaxed, I
pulled away from her and quickly got the bottle of lube from my
discarded shorts.

I stared at her as I opened the lube
bottle. Her face, chest, and pussy were flushed from her recent
orgasm. She looked like a living blow-up doll lying perfectly
still, her arms slack at her sides, her legs wide open, her vacant,
hypnotized stare pointed at the ceiling.

Her pussy glistened with her natural
lubrication, but I poured liberal amounts of lube over her pussy
anyway and pushed it into her hole. When I’d finished covering my
cock with lube until it was like a greased pole, I moved between
her legs.

This was sick.
Fucking wrong. I
was her father. She was my daughter. I’d already done some fucked
up incestuous things to her, but to push my penis inside her vagina
without her consent and steal her virginity was the worst violation
yet.

But perverse lust took control of me,
eroding all logic and morality. The instant the head of my dick
pressed against the entrance to my little girl’s slick, vulnerable
pussy, I was too far gone to turn back.

“Now for the moment we’ve
all been waiting for,” I growled.

I propped myself on my arms
and pushed forward, gritting my teeth as I forced the tip of my
cock inside my virginal daughter’s extremely tight pussy.
Jesus fucking Christ. It
was like pushing against a goddamn wall that receded too slowly,
and clamps surrounded my shaft slowing my invasion.

“Oh my
god,” I hissed, shuddering with
desperation. “Baby, please. Let me in.”

I wanted to slam right in but I grit
my teeth and resisted the urge. My dick was bigger than average, at
least twice the size of the largest dilator she’d ever inserted
into her pussy. I had to take my time or it would really hurt her.
Probably enough to shock her out of the hypnosis.

I pulled out a little and stabbed
forward with a short thrust. That got me in a little deeper. I
repeated the action multiple times, rolling my hips.

The nasty sight of my thick, veiny
cock straining to fill my daughter’s little pussy, and her puffy
lips spreading wider on every hard inch that went deeper was
insanely hot.

I was sweating when I finally sunk
balls-deep inside her sweet cunt. I swore and slumped on top of
her, panting from the effort to penetrate my daughter as well as
her fierce grip on my length. The slick, warm, and viciously tight
sensation of my little girl’s virgin pussy on my cock was unlike
anything I’d ever felt in my life.

“I’m so proud of you,
sweetheart,” I said, kissing her flushed cheek. “You took all of me
like a good girl.”

I pressed more kisses to her cheek and
chin. I briefly covered her mouth and pushed my tongue between her
lips. Then I raised up and retreated a little, hissing when I sunk
back into her.

I grasped her calves and lifted her
legs, keeping them wide open. I couldn’t look away from the
spectacular view of my hard shaft filling my little girl’s virgin
hole on every thrust.

“Feel that, baby? That’s a
real cock inside your tight cunt,” I growled. “You won’t need those
dilators by the time I’m done with you.”

It had been a real fight to force my
dick inside my babygirl’s too-tight hole, but now that I was buried
deep, her channel welcomed me on every thrust. The mixture of the
lube and my daughter’s pussy juices glistened on my shaft. It was
mesmerizing watching my cock thrust in and out of her hole and feel
the sweet sensation of her tight heat gripping me too.

After a while the need to really pound
into her couldn’t be ignored. I pressed down on the backs of her
thighs until her knees were at her chest and fucked my hypnotized
daughter properly.

My grunts and groans, my balls
slapping against her ass, and the squelching sound of my cock
battering into my daughter’s lubed-up pussy filled the room. Her
tight cunt sliding along my shaft, and the overall wrongness that I
was fucking my own teenaged daughter fuelled my sick
delight.

“Ah... ah...
ah...” Holly cried as I plunged my cock
into her vulnerable body.

Her eyes still lacked awareness of
what was going on which was for the best. I got what I wanted and
she didn’t have to endure the terrible truth: that her own father,
the man who’d contributed to her existence and raised her was
currently balls-deep inside her pussy, violating her body in the
worse way possible.

Still, the vacant staring disturbed me
too much. I pulled out of her and lay on my back.

“Climb on top of me with
your back to me,” I ordered.

When she obeyed in her usual robotic
manner, I adjusted her body until her pussy was poised on top of my
cock. I grasped her hips and pulled her down, her pussy fighting
against my penetration again.

Holly whimpered and trembled like she
did when I first forced my cock inside her, but it was easier to
push into her this time. Her channel caved to my invasion until she
was fully impaled on her father’s stiff cock.

“Fuck...” I hissed. “Lean forward and grab my legs, baby.”

My hypnotized daughter obeyed my
command, her body tilted forward. I grabbed her hips and made her
ride my length. The view of her stretched pussy lips gliding up and
down my shaft was incredible, and even better when I spread her
buttcheeks apart to reveal her unblemished asshole. I could fuck
that hole too if I wanted. But her pussy was already tight as fuck,
the grip from her ass might break me in two.

I brought my thumb to my mouth and
licked it then pressed it to my babygirl’s untouched backdoor,
slowly circling her puckered entrance.

“You like it when Daddy
plays with your dirty hole as you ride his cock, baby?”

She didn’t answer, of course, but her
shuddering was good enough. I grabbed her hips again as I pumped my
length up into my daughter’s greedy hole. Her fingers gripped my
legs harder as her moaning grew louder. Her pussy gradually got
tighter until it practically strangled my cock.

“Fuck... oh
fuck...” I groaned, my eyes squeezed shut
and my breathing heavy. She shook on top of me even as she
continued to ride me. I dug my fingers into her hips, fighting
desperately not to blow my load while my babygirl wailed as she
came on me.

Jesus. Her incredibly tight pussy spasming on my cock was heaven
and hell combined. My balls ached so much with the pressing need to
come that I had to gently push her off me.

“Fuck, baby, I can’t hold
out any longer,” I said, panting.

I repositioned her on her hands and
knees then lined myself up at her entrance again. Once I’d worked
my cockhead inside her hole, I didn’t bother with gently easing
into her this time. I held her hips tight and thrust into her all
the way, and her pussy had no choice but to give in to my savage
entry.

Holly squealed and trembled, her body
rocking forward as if trying to escape me. Being considerate took a
backseat as animal lust took over, a primitive need to dominate her
flooding my blood.

I gripped her hip tight with one hand
and pressed down on the middle of her back with the other. I held
my daughter down and pounded my cock into her pussy.

My grunts and Holly’s cries followed
the slap of my hips against her ass, my cock shunting in and out of
her warm, slick hole. She felt like a glove, her squishy softness
molding to my thick hardness, her tightness sucking me in
deeper.

Her mouth pressed into the mattress,
her moans, whimpers and helpless sobs were muffled. Sick pleasure
built inside me at the sound.

God, this was fucked up. My slim
babygirl pinned under a much bigger man, hypnotized, held down, and
forced to take her father’s cock roughly filling and stretching her
poor little teen pussy against her will.

It was better she didn’t know what was
happening to her, but a sick part of me wished she’d snap out of
her hypnosis. That she’d become aware of me beating into her tight
cunt like there was no tomorrow.

“There’s nothing you can do
to stop this, baby.” I groaned. “Nothing. Whether you want it or not,
you have to take all this cock until I’m finished.”

I chased my nut like I was possessed,
the slapping sounds of our rough fucking incessant. I considered
pulling out so I didn’t knock her up, but it was at that moment
Holly finally came out of hypnosis.

She let out a choked gasp and twisted
her face to the side. Our shocked gazes met at the same time her
lips parted on a sudden wail as she came on me. My whole body
jerked as my seed jetted from my cock and pumped inside my
daughter’s convulsing pussy.

“Oh fuck... fuck…
baby...” I gasped.

“Daddy…” she sobbed out, shuddering as I filled her hole with my
cream.

My grasp tight on her hips,
I threw my head back, groaning as I pushed so deep, it was
guaranteed she’d get pregnant. Sweet
Jesus. Putting a baby inside my little girl
was the headiest shit I’d ever experienced, especially now that she
was fully aware of me inside her. I felt like I was on the verge of
passing out by how hard I came.

My breathing was deep and ragged when
I finally slipped my cock out of my daughter. Shaking, she remained
on her hands and knees, the slick, pearly-white mixture of our cum
dribbling out of her hole. Her pussy was vibrantly pink from the
rough beating it just took. She was definitely going to be sore for
the rest of the day.

I reached for her, and pulled her
toward me. She tried to resist but I got on her back and pinned her
under me. Sobbing, she closed her eyes and I licked the tears from
her face. But her crying turned into writhing and whimpering when I
pushed my hand between her legs and stroked her clit.

“I did what I had to do to
cure you, sweetheart.” I eased two fingers into my daughter’s hole
still slick with my cum and it gladly welcomed them. Holly let out
a soft, sexy moan as I pumped my fingers in and out of her pussy.
“And I think it worked. So the next time I slide my cock inside
your tight little pussy, you’ll take every inch without a
fight.”


 


 


 


 Intruder And
My Brother Took Turns Using Me

 


 “Do we
really have to watch this?”

I made a face as the opening
credits of the whale documentary bloomed onto
the screen.

“What’s wrong with it?”
Nolan asked, seated in his armchair across from me.

“It’s about fish.
That’s boring.”

“It’s
informative.”

“Well, I would rather see a
comedy, or an action movie, or even something on cable.”

“Documentaries teach you
something new and broadens your interests, Isabel,” Nolan said,
disdain in his expression and voice. “You could stand to put
something more in your head other than the garbage you and girls
your age like to watch.”

I rolled my eyes. “OK,
boomer.”

“Just be quiet and let me
watch my show.”

He raised the remote and restarted the
documentary. I glared at him, wanting to smack him hard with one of
Nana’s rose-patterned pillows.

“Dickhead.”

I said it under my breath but he
shifted in his seat like he heard me.

If it weren’t for our resemblance, and
Mom’s assurance we both came out of her body, I would have never
believed Nolan and I were related.

We were nothing alike. I was a free spirit
who loved to laugh, and didn’t mind bending rules every so often.
My brother was a weirdo, a stickler for rules, and a total killjoy
who hardly smiled.

He got worse when he moved into Nana’s
house after she passed away. It was like Nana’s elderly spirit
seeped out of the floral wallpaper and into him, turning him into
an ornery old man.

What a shame and a waste. He was only
thirty years old, and actually a good looking guy despite his ugly
personality. He would have friends, get girls, and generally be
happier if he were nicer and smiled more. As it were, he would
always be lonely, and that would only make him even more of an
antisocial jerk as the years went on.

While the documentary’s voice-over
droned on, I took out my phone and tapped into the group chat I
shared with my friends. The last few messages were them agreeing
where to meet up for the party.

Envy burned in my chest. This was so
unfair. Instead of enjoying my Friday night at a hot party with my
friends, I was forced to endure my brother’s miserable company
thanks to our parents.

Mom and Dad went to spend the long
weekend with their friends at a lakeside cabin. They didn’t want me
alone in the house because they thought it was unsafe for me, so
they’d dropped me off at Nolan’s. They meant well, but it was so
insulting to be babysat by my brother like I was a child even
though I was eighteen years old.

I sent a message wishing my
friends loads of fun at the party. Monica suggested I sneak out and
join them. I told them my prison guard was on duty and would rat me
out to my parents. Evelyn said I should offer to get him a drink,
crush some sleeping pills in it, and wait until he passed out to
sneak out. Draw a dick on his forehead
before you go, Alex added, and I
laughed.

“Izzy, can you please be
quiet?”

I raised my head to meet Nolan’s
annoyed gaze. Just as irritated, I opened my mouth to retort but a
floorboard creak cut me off. I jerked my head in the direction of
the sound.

“Did you hear
that?”

“All I heard was your laugh
rudely interrupting my show.”

“There was a creak in the
hallway,” I said, ignoring his bitchy comment.

“This is an old house. It
creaks all the time.”

He picked up the remote and jacked up
the volume on the TV, his annoyance obvious with each aggressive
stab of his thumb on the button. Just as he set the remote down on
his side table, movement to my right drew my attention.

A man dressed entirely in black walked
out of the hallway into the living room.

A scream immediately tore out of my
mouth. I lurched backward across the couch, my phone slipping from
my hand and thumping on the carpeted floor. Nolan’s surprised gaze
darted toward me, then he turned and froze when he saw the
man.

A black ski-mask covered the
intruder’s face, but his glittering eyes and menacing smile were
visible as he pointed a gun at us.

“Who’s ready to have some
fun?”

 


* * *

 


 The intruder
forced us into Nolan’s bedroom at gunpoint. He made Nolan tie my
hands behind my back and bound my ankles together with zip ties.
Then he tied Nolan’s hands to the top left bed post.

“Come on, man,” Nolan
begged. “Just take whatever you want and go. Don’t hurt
us.”

The intruder walked over to Nolan’s
desk where all of Nolan’s model toys were neatly arranged and
placed his gun on it. He came to stand by the bed again and undid
his belt.

“Yeah, I’m going to take
exactly what I came here for,” he said, smirking. “Some tight
pussy.”

I’d already assumed the worse when he
made Nolan tie me up in this vulnerable position, but hearing the
truth out loud made me tremble, my heart race, and my stomach heavy
with dread.

The intruder toed off his boots and
pushed his pants and underwear down his legs. When he straightened
and stepped free of his bunched clothes, the sight of his penis
between his hairy legs had me shaking even harder. He already had a
semi-erection, his veiny shaft thicker than any I’d ever
seen.

He moved behind me, the mattress
dipping with his weight when he climbed on it. Panic set in even
deeper as he approached. I strained against the binds on my wrists
and ankles even though I knew it was pointless.

“Look at this sweet, sweet
ass,” he growled, caressing my butt over my shorts.

“Please—” I started to say but I yelped when the intruder smacked my
right buttcheek.

He continued squeezing and kneading my
ass, his heavy, horny breathing whistling through his nostrils. I
hated the feeling of his fingers digging into my flesh. I squirmed
to escape his touch, angry at my powerlessness to stop
it.

My relief was short-lived when he
pulled his hands away. He pushed my legs forward until I was
propped up on my knees, my ass in the air and even more vulnerable
to his unwanted touch.

“Allow me to unwrap my
gift,” he said, peeling down my shorts. I squeezed my thighs
together to prevent the material from going any further. Another
swat, harder and more stinging than the first, descended on my
exposed cheek.

“Stop fucking around!” he
demanded. “I’m gonna get angry if you keep resisting me. Trust me,
you don’t want me angry, sweetheart. So you best behave, you hear
me?”

“Yes,” I said in a tiny
voice, tears pricking my eyes.

“Good girl.”

He ran his finger just under the lacy
edge of my black panties, lifting the elastic away from my skin. He
let it go so it snapped against me, and he chuckled at my
flinch.

The intruder dragged a finger down my
crack over my underwear. When he got to my pussy, he rubbed me
through the thin material before he pinched my pussy lips between
two fingers. He didn’t do it hard, but the prominent sensation of
his touch in my most intimate area made me cry out.

“This is one plump little
pussy,” he growled.

He released my pussy lips and eased
his fingers lower to my clit. Two of his digits pressed firmly to
my button, he stroked me in slow circles. I squirmed, disturbed
that this evil stranger’s touch was beginning to stimulate
me.

He peeled down my panties next. I
stretched my fingers to hide myself, the hard plastic tie digging
into my skin. I couldn’t reach. I was completely exposed and
vulnerable to this monster.

A sound of satisfaction rumbled
through his chest. He pressed his fingers to my bare pussy lips,
working his fingers between my folds. I cried out as he forced a
finger into me. Even though he’d threatened me with bad
consequences if I resisted, I instinctively tightened my pussy to
prevent his intrusion.

“Let me in,” he ordered,
slapping my ass hard twice.

I yelped, the sting from the swats
freeing the tension in my body, and he was able to push his finger
deep inside my pussy.

“What a tight cunt,” he
said, pumping his finger along my channel.

I whimpered at the sensation of a
stranger’s finger violating my body. I wasn’t lubricated enough.
The friction burned. I tightened my passage in search of relief and
to push his finger out.

“How old are you?” he
demanded.

“Eighteen.”

“That’s good. Any younger
and I would have stopped. I’m a bastard, but I ain’t a pedo. I only
fuck legal pussy.”

Oh no. I was so stupid. If I’d had the good sense to lie, this
ordeal would have ended before it got worse. But now I was forced
to endure the feeling of him working a second finger into my
pussy.

Even though I wasn’t wet, he made a
satisfied sound as he pumped his fingers in and out of me. The
tugging, burning sensation quickly becoming unbearable. I squeezed
my eyes shut, praying for this to be over.

“Tight teen pussy is better
when wetter,” he said with a chuckle.

He pulled his fingers out of me.
Moments later, his warm breath caressed my pussy lips followed by
his mouth, and then his eager tongue lapping over me. I gasped and
rocked forward.

“Keep still!” he barked.
“You should be glad I’m considerate. I could easily fuck you dry,
you know.”

The intruder resumed eating me out,
the soft material of his mask against my skin. His slick tongue was
quick and relentless, licking over my folds. He sucked on each
plump lip then spread them to lap at my sensitive inner
parts.

Soft whimpers came out of me at his
hungry licking and sucking. I bucked and shivered, my mind and body
at odds. I didn’t want this. Didn’t want to enjoy it. And yet I was
immensely ashamed that his attentions were arousing me.

He cupped my ass and spread my cheeks
so he could really enjoy me, groaning in delight. I bucked harder
under him, fighting desperately against the unwanted pleasure
building in my body.

Oh god. How could I find
any enjoyment in this?

This man was evil! A monster who had
broken into my brother’s house, had me tied up, and was moments
away from pushing his cock inside my body and fucking me while my
brother watched!

He angled his head lower and latched
onto my clit, sucking it hard and fast as his tongue flicked over
it. My traitorous body gave in even more as my arousal climbed. My
whimpers and sobs and the intruder’s greedy slurping filled the
room. Moans tried to come out of me but I bit my lips together hard
so they wouldn’t escape.

My eyes squeezed shut, I couldn’t see
Nolan’s face, but I sensed his stare. I didn’t want to meet it.
Didn’t want to look into his eyes. Didn’t want to know what he was
thinking as he watched his nasty little sister find deviant
pleasure in a stranger forcibly eating out her pussy.

When the intruder slid his fingers
inside me again, they sunk in deep without any friction to my
absolute humiliation.

“That’s better,” he said,
sounding pleased, his warm breath fanning over my pussy lips as he
thrust his fingers in and out of my slick passage.

He wrapped his lips around my clit
again while he speared his fingers into my pussy repeatedly. The
wet sounds of his fingers pumping in and out of me filled my
burning ears. I writhed, the bindings around my wrists and ankles
uncomfortable.

“Please…” I panted out, my ragged breathing gusting over the bed
sheet. “Please… oh god…”

What was I really begging for? To come
or to not come? Because even though I struggled to keep the
unwanted pleasure from rising, a treacherous part of me strained
for it, my body trembling as the tension grew tighter.

I was seconds away from coming when
the intruder pulled away. I took deep breaths, my mind and body
screaming at each other. I was so relieved I didn’t come, immensely
frustrated I didn’t.

The mattress rocked as the intruder
shifted his position behind me.

“Baby, you got so wet for
me,” the intruder said, sliding two fingers along my slit. I
shivered, my face burning with shame from the truth. “And I got so
stiff for you.”

I flinched when something warm and
hard settled between my buttcheeks. The weight of his cock on me
doubled my panic over what was about to happen.

Fresh tears squeezed out from under my
closed eyelids. I’d read and heard so many stories about women
being violated. I’d never imagined it could happen to
me.

The intruder gripped my hips, groaning
as he sawed his cock back and forth between my buttcheeks. He
released my right hip to guide his fat tip to my pussy, working it
between my folds, and pressing it against my dripping wet
entrance.

“Please… you don’t have to
do this,” I begged, even though I knew it was pointless.

“But I really want to, and I
don’t like to deny myself.”

He clamped his free hand on my hip
again and I couldn’t escape as the tip of his cock penetrated my
entrance. While I trembled and whimpered in distress as he pushed
more of himself into me, he hissed in sick delight as he stretched
my pussy open.

His hard, throbbing cock strained to
enter me as I tightened my passage to prevent his invasion. He
pulled out a little then forcefully stabbed forward to get deeper
inside me.

“Oh god… it’s too much…
please, I can’t take it…” I
cried.

My pleas fell on wilfully deaf ears.
He surged forward, filling me entirely in one vicious thrust that
shoved me forward on the mattress. I wailed and bucked from the
intense sensation of my pussy being split open with
cock.

He was so hard and thick, bigger than
the one other penis I’d ever had until this moment. My thighs were
squeezed together because of the ties around my ankles, and that
only made the overwhelming feeling of his cock crammed inside my
pussy even more palpable.

“Fuck...” he gasped, pulling out and then ramming into me again. A
crude, squelching sound an emphasis he’d buried himself to the
hilt.

Now that the intruder had finally
breached my body, the tension and fight left me. My body went slack
and weak. There was no point in fighting anymore. This bad man had
forced his penis inside my vagina. Tied to the bed, I couldn’t do
anything else but endure the terrible sensation of his thick cock
sliding in and out of my passage as he fucked me.

As if pleased by my relent, the
intruder groaned and dug his fingers into my hips as he drove his
cock into me harder. His balls smacked against me, the sounds of
our flesh slapping together mixed with the wet sounds of his cock
thrusting into my pussy.

“Oh, yes, baby. Just lie
there and let me use this tight little cunt,” he
groaned.

He pounded into me, my ass jiggling,
my slack body shaking, my hard nipples scraping against my shirt. A
broken whimper punctuated each of his thrusts surging deep into my
pussy.

This moment felt so surreal, but each
vicious stab of the man’s cock inside my tender hole made it clear
this was no dream. This was every woman’s nightmare made real for
me. A perfect stranger had forced his way into my protected space
and then his cock into my pussy, his throbbing flesh stretching me
beyond comfort as he roughly used me for his evil
pleasure.

But it was easier to pretend it was
all a dream. It made the terrible situation even more bearable.
However, the intruder seemed determined to torment me. He reached a
hand around me and moved it between my legs. With quick, eager
fingers, he stroked my clit, sweet stimulation grounding me in the
moment.

I cried out, shuddering with shame how
quickly my body responded to him, and how good his touch felt,
especially with his thick cock sliding in and out of me. The fight
to resist an orgasm restarted but so did the conflict.

The intruder’s cock was relentlessly
stroking a sweet spot inside me. His fingers pressed on my clit and
rubbing it in circles whipped me faster toward the edge. Without
thinking, I raised my hips to accept the intruders thrusts, my arms
aching from the restrictive zip tie.

“Oh god… oh
god...” I chanted, gritting my teeth to
hold back the moans. But when one escaped, more came tumbling out,
and it was a mix of moans and gasps as the intruder fucked me hard
and fast toward a fantastic climax.

My trembling body went rigid and I let
out a long, gasping moan as my pussy convulsed on the stranger’s
cock still beating into me.

“Fuck…
yes…” the intruder groaned. “You feel so
good coming on me, baby… fuck… squeeze me harder…”

Sweet bliss rushed to my head and I
squeezed my eyes tight, tears of pleasure dripping from under my
eyelids. I groaned from the pleasurable tingly warmth in my
clenched pussy, the stranger’s cock moving inside me extending the
sensation.

My eyes snapped open and my gaze met
Nolan’s for the first time since this all began. His stare was so
intense. Shame scalded me. I had to close my eyes again, tears
running down my cheeks.

The intruder continued fucking me, his
cock getting thicker and harder inside me. He was going to come
soon. It was obvious from his groaning and shaking, and his
frenetic thrusts beating so hard into me that it hurt. Fresh panic
came over me. I wasn’t on any birth control and he was fucking me
raw. I didn’t want to get knocked up at eighteen, and definitely
not by this wicked stranger.

“Don’t come in me!” I panted
out. “Please… don’t…”

He answered me with groans of pleasure
as he kept pumping inside me. He was thicker than ever now, his
flesh so rigid, it felt like warm steel battering my
insides.

“Fuck… oh
fuck…” he groaned.

To my surprise and relief, the
intruder pulled out of me. After being filled so thoroughly, my
pussy felt open and empty. I tried not to entertain the sick
thought that I missed his cock inside me.

The backs of his fingers brushed
against my ass as he vigorously stroked himself. A few seconds
later, he grunted as his cum splattered my lower back, my forearm,
and my ass. I flinched, the warm wetness like a brand on my
skin.

He let out a long, satisfied sigh when
he was done draining himself. He wiped his flaccid tip against my
right buttcheek, smearing the last dribbles of his seed on me then
swatted my ass. I yelped and he laughed.

“You were a real good fuck,
baby,” he said. “The best this week, for sure.”

 


* * *

 


 After the
intruder dressed and grabbed his gun from the desk, he cut the ties
around my ankles and hurried out of the room. The backdoor opened
and slammed shut moments later. He was gone.

“There’s a knife on my
desk,” Nolan said quietly, still tied to the bed post. “If you go
get it, I can cut myself free and then I’ll do you.”

I nodded, too mortified to look at him
as I rolled onto my side and shimmied off the bed. My shaky legs
barely held me when I stood. My arms burned, my pussy throbbed, and
my emotions were in turmoil over what I just went
through.

My panties and shorts were trapped
around my thighs as I shuffled to Nolan’s desk. It was an effort to
pick up Nolan’s knife with my hands tied behind my back. When I
finally did, I carried it over to him then sat on the
bed.

It felt like forever when Nolan sawed
the zip tie free from his wrist and tossed the severed strip of
black plastic onto the floor. Relief filled me I would be free
soon. However, fresh shock punched me in the gut when my brother
got to his feet.

My gaze landed on his crotch. There
was a tent in his black sweatpants that could only mean one thing:
my own brother got turned on watching a stranger violate his
sister!

I raised my gaze to his and I was even
more alarmed at the dark determination gleaming in my brother’s
eyes. He dropped the knife on the floor and stepped in front of
me.

“Nolan—” I started to say,
but I cried out when my brother grasped my shoulders and gave me a
gentle shove. I flopped onto my back, my weight resting on my bound
hands, the intruder’s cum on my skin sticking to the
sheets.

Nolan grabbed me and rolled me onto my
stomach. He quickly rearranged me onto my knees with my ass raised,
just like I was positioned when the intruder fucked me.

“Nolan, what are you doing?”
I cried, struggling to rise up. But my brother’s hand on my back
held me in place.

“Taking my turn,” he
growled.

I went totally still, unable to
believe the words that just left Nolan’s mouth and their awful
meaning. He was my brother! My flesh-and-blood relative who’d just
witnessed a stranger force himself on me. And yet my brother moved
behind me, taking the place a monster did just moments ago,
prepared to ravish me too.

My brother’s fingers skimmed my pussy
lips. I squeezed my legs together, but that didn’t stop him at all.
He worked his fingers between my legs and groaned softly as he
plunged two of his thick digits deep inside my slick and tender
hole.

I wailed, shocked to the core by the
reality of the situation. That my big brother’s fingers were inside
my pussy. He pumped them into me in fast, uneven strokes like he
wasn’t accustomed to fingering a woman.

“Jesus. Your pussy is real tight like he said,” Nolan
hissed.

He pulled his fingers out of me and
loudly sucked off my juices. He groaned in perverse delight at my
taste and eagerly sought more, shoving his face between my legs to
lick and suck my pussy lips. I lurched forward, whimpering as my
brother spread my buttcheeks for easier access to taste
me.

He slurped and licked and sucked me,
loud and desperate. It was as if he’d been starving for my pussy
and couldn’t contain himself now that he could feast on it. His
slithering tongue delved between my lips to tongue my abused hole
and my treacherous pussy clenched with pleasure.

My face burned with shame from my
body’s instinctive reaction to my brother’s nasty attentions. I
strained to escape but I was too tired after fighting and
struggling with the intruder. I was forced to endure my brother
hungrily lapping my pussy.

I was panting and shaking when he
finally pulled away. I hoped he’d come to his senses after a
momentary lapse in judgement. But then I felt firm flesh pressing
against my pussy lips and spreading them apart in search of my
entrance.

My brother’s stiff cock about to
penetrate my pussy.

“Nolan, please!” I begged.
“I’m your sister. This is wrong!”

“It was wrong for you to
enjoy a stranger tying you up and forcing you to take his dick,” he
said. “Taking your brother’s dick isn’t any worse,
Izzy.”

“Yes! It’s
incest!”

Nolan’s groan followed my reply as he
pushed forward anyway, his fat cockhead piercing my entrance. It
was even harder to take him than the intruder. I was tender after
being roughly fucked already, and my brother’s cock seemed thicker
than the first that stretched me tonight.

“Oh god… Nolan…
please…” I sobbed.

Too weary to resist or tighten myself
against him, I was helpless to stop my wicked brother as he forced
his rigid length balls-deep into my pussy with a grunt. Nolan
groaned softly while I let out a choked gasp from my brother’s
forceful invasion into my body.

My parents put me in my brother’s care
to protect me, but I would have been safer alone. Twice in one
night, my poor little pussy had been filled and stretched against
my will, and with more cock than I could handle.

I shook with the overwhelming
sensation of being so incredibly stuffed again. My walls spasmed
around my brother’s rigid flesh seeking reprieve, but there was
none.

“Oh god… Izzy…”
My brother hissed, slowly sliding in and out of my
pussy. “Your pussy feels better than any I ever fucked.”

Yet again, the fight went out of my
body now that I’d been entered. Yet again, the man deep inside me
seemed to enjoy my surrender. My brother’s stiff cock stretched me
with each thrust, his pace increasing until he was pounding his
cock in and out of my pussy.

This was wrong. My horny
brother had forced his too-thick cock into my sore pussy despite my
pleas and protests. He didn’t care I was his teenaged little
sister. That I’d already been tied up, held down, and fucked hard
tonight. Instead of taking care of me after what I went through,
he’d decided to take his turn
on my pussy too.

He pressed his hand on my back,
holding me down as he used me rougher than the intruder, my body
juddering with each brutal slam of his cock into my pussy. It was
like a hard warm piston shunting mercilessly in and out of my
tender passage. And what was worse: his cockhead stroked that sweet
spot inside me, stirring up deviant pleasure I shouldn’t
want.

His grunts, my whimpers, the slap of
our skin, and the bed creaking under us as we fucked filled the
room. In no time at all, Nolan was swelling inside me, his hard
flesh throbbing with his impending climax.

“It’s been a while since I
fucked a woman, Izzy,” Nolan panted out. “I can’t… I can’t last
long in a hole this tight and sweet… fuck…”

My panic renewed at Nolan’s admission
and climbed rapidly. I was horrified at the thought of getting
knocked up by the intruder. The thought of being impregnated by my
own brother was even worse!

“You can’t come inside me,
Nolan!” I gasped. “You have to pull out!”

My brother dragged his hands to my
hips, gripping them tight, groaning as he kept pounding into my
pussy. The fear that my brother was moments away from creaming into
me seemed to increase the sweet tension in my body, pleasure rising
with each stroke of his length inside me.

My brother was an evil bastard, but I
was clearly sick in the head too. I’d protested at first when a
stranger took advantage of me, and yet I’d eventually sought out
the pleasure he gave me and even came for him.

And I did it again—this time for my
brother. I raised my hips so I could take him deeper, then moaned
and gasped and sobbed in a mix of pleasure and shame as I came hard
on my brother’s cock. My toes curled tight as the bliss and the
tingles spread from where my pussy spasmed around my brother’s
rigid member.

“Oh fuck…
fuck...” Nolan groaned.
“Izzy…”

“Nolan, pull out,” I wailed,
bucking in desperation to escape.

My brother tightened his hold me so I
couldn’t move and made zero attempt to pull out of me when he came.
He held me down and plunged his cock balls-deep into my pussy. I
cried out from the pain as he bottomed out, and the shocked horror
as he pumped my pussy full of his seed.

He let out guttural moans as each
spurt that left him, like if he was tipping his head back. He
didn’t pull out until his flesh was soft, twitching, and completely
drained of his cream. Even though I begged him not to do it, my
sick brother came in me on purpose, intentionally breeding his own
little sister with his baby.

I sagged onto my stomach, my breathing
uneven, my body covered in sweat, my face wet with tears. My arms
ached so much that when Nolan finally cut the zip ties free from my
wrists, the relief was almost as heady as an orgasm.

Nolan leaned over me and palmed my
ass. He slid his hand higher to caress my stomach as he pressed
gentle kisses along my neck. I trembled, hating that I liked his
touch despite the wicked, nasty thing he’d done to me
tonight.

“Mom and Dad are going to
kick you out when they find out you’re pregnant,” he said. “But
don’t worry, Izzy. You can live with your big brother. As long as
you take my cock, I’ll take good care of you and our
baby.”


 


 


 


 Jizzing In
My Sleeping Sister To Give Mom A Baby

 


 Mom and I
stared at my eighteen-year-old sister Janine sound asleep on her
bed.

The quiet was loud, the tension thick,
the reality of what was about to happen totally
outrageous:

I was going to fuck my little sister
and breed her while she slept so that Mom could have a
baby.

“Be gentle with her,
Carter,” Mom said, her face pink. “She told me she’s a
virgin.”

“Uh… OK,” I said, surprised.
I thought Janine’s boyfriend had taken care of that
already.

“Is that a
problem?”

It should be. I was her
goddamn brother.
The first man inside Janine should be one she wanted, and who
wasn’t related to her. But the thought of my dick being the first
to ‘break the seal’ on my little sister’s tight virgin pussy made
me start to stiffen.

And to think I’d worried I wouldn’t
get hard because of the sick nature of the task.

I subtly adjusted myself in my pants.
“Not at all.”

“Do you need anything else?”
Mom asked.

I raised my hand, holding up
the small bottle of lube and the bullet vibrator she provided me
to—in her words—help get the job
done.

“I’m set,” I said, feeling
awkward as hell. “Mom, you should… uh…” I jerked a thumb at the
door. “You should get going. The sooner I start, the sooner I can
finish.”

Inside my
sister.

Mom’s blush deepened as if she heard
the unspoken words. She nodded once and strode to the door. As she
was about to leave she paused with her hand on the
doorknob.

“I shouldn’t be back until
this evening,” she said. “Remember to… um… clean her up properly
when you’re done. The less she suspects, the better.”

“Yeah, I know.”

With a short wave goodbye, Mom left
the room and quietly closed the door.

I moved to the window and watched Mom
climb into her car and pull out of the driveway. When her dark blue
sedan disappeared down the street, I faced my sister.

Mom couldn’t have anymore kids due to
a hysterectomy procedure when she developed cancer. However, she’d
always wanted more children with Dad and craved a new
baby.

She said she was considering adoption
until Janine’s graduation party changed her mind. Apparently, she
caught me eyeing my sister in a way a brother shouldn’t.

And who could blame me? That day,
Janine wore a sexy dress that hugged her body in all the right
ways. Dad was probably the only straight man at that party who
wasn’t eyefucking her.

Well, it was my moment of weakness
that gave Mom her naughty idea. Since I looked so much like Dad,
and Janine looked so much like her, Mom believed me and my sister
having a baby together was the best way to get what she
wanted.

It will still be my and
your father’s blood in that baby.

Mom knew Janine would never go for the
idea. Janine only had eyes for her boyfriend, Max, and no normal
teenaged girl wanted to fuck her own brother let alone get knocked
up for him.

So Mom came to me. I was appalled at
first that my own mother wanted me to commit incest with my sister.
And when I asked her how she would even get Janine on board if I
agreed, I was stunned by her plan: she would drug Janine with a
strong sedative, then while my sister slept, I would mount her,
fuck her, and fill her with my seed.

What she doesn’t know
won’t hurt her.

Frankly, I was horrified my mother—a
woman who always seemed so nice and sweet—could come up with a plan
so sick and evil. But at the same time, the opportunity to fuck my
gorgeous little sister with impunity was too alluring to pass
up.

I guess I was just as fucked up as
Mom.

My body tense with nervous excitement,
I approached the bed. Mom had stripped Janine down to just a pair
of white lacy panties, and tied a blindfold around her
eyes.

Just in case she wakes up…
during… you know… then she won’t know it’s you.

The amount of forethought Mom had put
into this plan was disturbing, and a testament to how long she’d
been thinking about it. She’d even asked me not to jerk off or have
sex for a few days so I would have enough cum stored up to give my
sister.

I set the lube and vibrator
on the bed. Janine’s chest rose and fell with her even breathing as
she slept. I focused on her tits as I undressed. My sister had
small breasts but they fit her slim frame perfectly. Her
pinkish-brown nipples were hard from exposure and I couldn’t wait
to give them a suck.

Completely naked, I grasped my shaft
and stroked it into full stiffness. Guilt tried to nag at me as I
climbed onto the bed, but I pushed it out of my mind.

After all, what was the point of
feeling bad now? If I were a better man, I would have shut Mom down
the moment she told me her plan. I would have told Dad what she’d
suggested. I would have even warned my sister.

I did none of that. Why? Because I was
an evil bastard who wanted exactly what Mom did. I wanted to fuck
my sister and put my baby inside her.

Knelt over Janine with my legs on
either side of her body, I stroked my cock slowly, my flesh hard
and throbbing and eager to fill my sister’s pussy. Days of not
touching myself or busting a nut magnified the slightest
stimulation on my member.

Excitement overwhelmed me. I didn’t
know what to do at first. My sleeping sister was suddenly like a
toy I could play with however I wanted. But when my gaze landed on
her lips, I decided I wanted to fuck her mouth.

My sister had nice full lips that
would look fantastic wrapped around a dick. Sure enough, as I
squeezed her jaw open and guided my length into her slack mouth, I
groaned at the sexy sight of my hard flesh disappearing between her
pouty, pink lips.

My fingers sunk into her soft, glossy
hair when I grasped her head in both hands. I pushed my hips
forward, forcing more of my cock into my sleeping sister’s mouth.
The wet warmth around my flesh made me shudder in pleasure and my
cock throb even harder. I took care not to go too deep so I didn’t
choke her awake. I retreated a little before sliding into her mouth
again.

“Oh fuck,” I hissed.

I set up a gentle rhythm fucking
Janine’s mouth. It would’ve been even better if my entire length
could fit into her mouth, and if she were awake and able to apply
some suction. However, the nasty view of my rigid length thrusting
between her lips, my flesh sliding back and forth on her tongue,
and her breath tickling my sensitive cockhead gave me pleasure on
its own.

My hips flexed as I pumped my cock
into my sister’s mouth faster. I dared to go a little deeper,
relishing the wet sound of my cockhead hitting the back of her
throat.

“Mmf,” she groaned when I went a little too deep.

Alarmed she might be waking up, I
began pulling out of her mouth. Her jaw tightened, her teeth
scraping me. I quickly gripped her jaw and held it open so I could
pull free.

“Damn, you almost bit me,” I
said, chuckling softly. It was a relief to see she was still
asleep. “We’ll play it safe from now on. Only my mouth will do the
sucking.”

I crawled down her body until my face
was level with her tits. I bent my head and latched onto her right
nipple, suckling it as I pinched and tugged the left.

Janine squirmed in her sleep, arching
her back as if subconsciously begging for more. I grasped her arms
and held her still so I could take full advantage of her. I
alternated my sucking on each nipple, giving the hard points gentle
bites. Even though she had on a blindfold, I watched Janine’s face
for any sign she was waking up.

But no, my little sister slept through
it all as her horny big brother held her down and feasted greedily
on her titties. My cock ached with fierce need. I rocked my hips,
sawing my length back and forth over my sister’s mound in
desperation to bury myself inside her.

I released her arm and moved a hand
between us to rub her pussy over her panties. When I pushed my hand
inside the lacy underwear to touch my sister’s bare pussy, I
groaned around her tit in my mouth as my fingers skimmed over her
smooth, plump pussy lips.

Eager to push my fingers deep inside
my sister’s pussy, I wasn’t gentle at all as I spread her lips
apart and forced my middle finger into her warm hole. She
wasn’t wet enough for me yet, but there was enough moisture to
allow me to work my digit all the way in to the knuckle.

I shivered in delight as I
pumped my finger into my sister’s tight virgin pussy. In mere
moments, it would be my dick enjoying her grip. God, she felt so good. Warm, soft,
and just sticky enough that I was able to thrust a second finger
into her tight heat.

As I finger-fucked my sleeping sister
while I suckled hungrily on her tits, I got so crazy with need that
my fingers’ thrusts into her pussy became rough and desperate. I
sucked harder on her breasts too, the slurping noises and my groans
filling the room.

Mom gave me the vibrator to get her
wet and ready for me, but I decided my mouth would do the trick
just as well. Plus, I really wanted to taste my sister’s
pussy.

I released her breast and pulled my
finger out of her, then yanked her panties down her thighs. As soon
as the flimsy material was off and tossed somewhere, I spread my
sister’s legs wide open and shoved my face between them so I could
suck her whole pussy into my mouth.

My cock pulsed at the delicious scent
and flavour of my little sister’s untouched pussy. Janine whimpered
in her sleep as I licked up and down between her pussy lips. With
my arms hooked around her thighs, I held my sister open for me so I
could really enjoy her.

It had been so long since I was with a
woman. And even though my cock felt tortured it wasn’t balls deep
inside my sister’s sweet hole, I couldn’t deny myself the pleasure
of savouring my little sister on my tongue.

After sucking on each smooth lip, I
wormed my tongue between them to diddle her clit. When I wrapped my
lips around her fleshy button and sucked hard, Janine whimpered and
reflexively jerked her hips in her sleep.

“Ah…” she gasped.

The blindfold over her eyes and her
parted lips gave the illusion she was conscious and really enjoying
her big brother’s eager mouth and tongue sucking and lapping over
her clit. But the dead weight of her legs over my arms told me was
still fast asleep—probably dreaming she was being eaten out, and
not knowing it was happening for real without her
consent.

My sister’s pussy got slick with her
honey and I lapped it all up, spearing my tongue into her hole for
more. I released one of her legs and thrust my fingers into her
again. I groaned and my cock pulsed under me at Janine’s tight,
warm wetness wrapped around my digits.

“Jan, I really want to make
you come but I’ll go crazy if I don’t fuck you right now,” I said,
pulling away from her.

The lube was unnecessary now. My
saliva and my sister’s juices glistened on her pink pussy lips.
Propped up on one arm, I held my cock as I pushed it against her
entrance. Her wet heat kissing my tip made me shiver.

My breathing was hard and heavy as I
slowly penetrated my little sister’s hole. I trembled, struggling
to obey Mom’s request to be gentle. But after days of no sexual
activity, my patience quickly wore thin.

As soon as I’d worked a few inches of
my stiff cock into my sleeping sister’s soaking wet cunt, I shunted
my hips forward, breaking her barrier and filling her
deep.

I swore out loud at the same time my
sister wailed and bowed her back away from the bed. I froze,
convinced she’d finally woken up. Eventually her trembling subsided
and she settled flat on her back, still completely trapped in
sleep.

Man, Mom must have really loaded her
up on that sedative. To the point that my poor little sister had
slept through the moment her body was viciously entered, and her
virginity stolen by own her brother against her will. I could do
whatever I wanted to her. Use her however I wanted. Instead of
putting me off, that dark realization fuelled my perverse
lust.

She’s a
virgin, I reminded myself as I stroked my
cock in and out of her. I tried to take things slow and be gentle,
but my sister’s pussy was a tight, wet cocksleeve that sucked every
ounce of considerateness out of me. Her walls clung to my shaft as
I pulled out, then welcomed me with a tight squeeze when I thrust
deep inside her.

“Oh my fucking
god,” I gasped.

My self-control went right out the
window. The sick need and desperation to fuck my vulnerable,
sleeping sister into her bed took over me. I pounded my cock into
her harder and faster with each thrust.

I forced her knees back to her chest.
Her pussy vulgarly exposed to me, I plunged deep into my teenaged
sister’s too-tight hole. My gaze was transfixed on the nasty sight
between my sister’s legs. The way my thick cock glistened with her
juices on each retreat, and the crudeness of my shaft sliding in
and out of her hole, her pussy lips spreading apart every time I
pumped deep into her.

After not coming for days, and now
being inside my sister’s merciless grip, the urge to blow my load
charged toward me like a boulder rolling downhill. I struggled to
hold back so that this moment would last longer, but the need grew
stronger with each hard thrust into my sister’s body.

“Jan, your tight pussy is
just too sweet,” I groaned. “You’re gonna make me come sooner than
I want.”

I released Janine’s legs and pulled
out of her. The loss of stimulation restored some of my control,
but my heavy balls ached for release. I rolled Janine onto her
stomach and slid a pillow under her hips like Mom had instructed.
Mom said she conceived me and Janine while she was bent over, and
she was certain it would work this time too.

Dark satisfaction filled me I was able
to effortlessly move my sister into position exactly how I wanted.
Deep in sleep, my sister had become my personal fuck doll whose
body I could manipulate and violate as I wished. It was extremely
fucked up as hell but the hottest moment of my life.

Her ass raised, my little sister was
in the perfect position to take her big brother’s cock deeper than
ever. I grasped her hip with one hand as I guided my tip to her
entrance again. Once I’d worked it into her, I held her hips tight
as I thrust deep into her pussy yet again.

“Ah...” she cried out, her body jerking from my forceful
entry.

She tried to pull away as if to escape
me stretching her, but I tightened my grip on her hips as I resumed
pounding into her.

“You’re not going anywhere,”
I growled. “You’re gonna take all of me so that Mom can have her
baby.”

I slid my hands to her ass, squeezing
and jiggling her cheeks. Mom said to be gentle, but I was far from
it. I beat into my sister’s pussy hard and fast, her pussy walls
caving to each thrust. Sliding my cock in and out of my sister’s
tight, slick hole eroded the bit of self-control I’d reclaimed when
I pulled out of her. Soon, all that was left of me was a primitive,
hungry beast that needed sating.

And then, to my absolute shock, I felt
it. A tightening, fluttering sensation around my dick. My sister
trembled, soft breathy gasps escaping her parted lips. Her pussy’s
convulsions and the shock that she was coming on me was my
undoing.

Even though my sister was asleep and
unlikely to move, I pressed my hand on her back and held her down
anyway, making sure she stayed in place while my cum jetted out of
me.

“Oh fuck... fuck...
Jan,” I hissed.

I groaned and panted as I came harder
than I ever did before in my twenty-five years of existence. My
thrusts were fast and uneven as my sister’s spasming pussy milked
my length. I gradually slowed until I came to a hard stop,
shuddering as the last spurts of jizz left my twitching flesh and
filled my sleeping sister.

“Jesus,” I sighed, dizzy
from the sweet release.

As I struggled to catch my breath, I
closed my eyes and lazily caressed my sister’s ass. I sighed again
and opened my eyes, only to discover my mother standing in the
doorway.

Shocked, I froze, hyperaware that I
was still buried in my sleeping sister even though I was soft now.
Despite the fact that Mom was the one who’d arranged this, I felt
extremely guilty like I’d been caught doing something
wrong.

Mom’s face was flushed, her eyes
glittering, her chest rising and falling faster than normal like
she’d been running. I hadn’t heard her come in at all. How long had
she been standing there? How much had she seen?

Before I could ask any of those
questions, Mom backed away from the door and closed it
quietly.

A few weeks later, Mom
called.

“Your sister took a
pregnancy test this morning,” she said. “It’s positive.”

Triumph filled me. I was going to be a
father, although nobody but me and Mom would know. Plus, I’d
succeeded in knocking up my little sister on my first try, even
though it would have been nice to fuck her again.

“How did she take the news?”
I asked.

“She’s shocked and upset.
She insists she never had sex.”

“Tell her it’s a
miracle.”

“I already did,” Mom said.
“I told her the baby was sent for me through her.”

I was about to respond but she spoke
again.

“I’ve been thinking about
that day a lot, you know,” she said in a soft voice. “I forgot my
bank card and came back for it right after I left. So I… I saw
everything you did to your sister.” She paused and I winced,
waiting for her to admonish me for how I handled my sister. But
when she spoke next, her voice was breathier. “Your father has
never fucked me like that, Carter. Never. He’s a sweet lover, but
I’ve always wanted it rough too. Just like you fucked your sister.
I want to know what it feels like… with you.”

I smiled, my cock stiffening at what
my mother was suggesting.

“You know me, Mom. I love
giving you exactly what you want.”


 


 


 


 Knotted By
Werewolf Uncle In His Dungeon

 


 “Thank you
for agreeing to help me tonight, Keira.”

“You probably shouldn’t
thank me yet, Uncle Dylan. I might not be as good for whatever you
need my help with.”

“Oh, you’ll be perfect,” he
said with a grin, his teeth longer than normal tonight.

My uncle was the only person I knew
whose teeth naturally changed lengths multiple times a year. He had
never hurt me in the four years I lived with him, but I had this
unexplainable fear I couldn’t shake whenever his teeth were
longer.

“OK, so what will I be
doing?”

I wish I’d asked that question when he
requested my help a few minutes ago. But he made it seem so urgent
that I agreed on the spot and followed him. Being alone with him
down here in his gloomy basement suddenly felt like a really bad
idea.

Uncle Dylan didn’t answer me. Instead,
he quickly punched in a code on a keypad beside the mysterious
black door. Aside from his bedroom and office, I’d explored every
room in his huge Victorian house except this one because it was
always locked. The fact that it was the only door with a keypad
made it even more intriguing.

I startled when the door unlocked with
a loud click. Uncle Dylan turned the handle and pushed it open.
Lights inside the room automatically flicked on. Uncle Dylan
gestured I enter the room.

Despite the foreboding
prickling my subconscious, curiosity urged me forward.
It’s so depressing. No
windows, unpainted cement walls, and an untiled floor. Two amber
light bulbs attached to the walls barely eased the darkness, and a
rectangular beige fur carpet lay near the furthest wall.

“It looks like some sort of
dungeon in here,” I said, turning to face my uncle. “Why do you
have a keypad on a door to an empty room?”

“So I don’t escape,” he
said, closing the door. “Nor you.”

My uncle’s words, his sly smile, and
the loud click of the door locking shut sparked my alarm. My heart
beat faster, and my stomach tightened with dread.

“What? Why don’t you
want—”

“I’m going to tell you my
biggest, darkest secret, Keira,” he interrupted. “Two years before
you came to live with me, I was very sick. There was a tumour in my
brain. My doctors said I had less than a year left to
live.”

I remembered that. Mom was still alive
at the time. She brought me here to see Uncle Dylan, and he looked
so pale and gaunt lying in bed. As we were driving home from the
visit, Mom started sobbing and said we’d never see her brother
alive again. However Uncle Dylan survived while Mom died a couple
years later, and Uncle Dylan became my guardian.

“I was desperate for a
cure,” Uncle Dylan continued. “Since modern medicine couldn’t help
me, I went looking for alternatives. I found it in Chile where I
met a voodoo witch. She cured me, Keira, but there was a price.
Greater than what I could pay with my millions of
dollars.”

Even though I wanted out of this room,
Uncle Dylan’s story captivated me.

“What happened?” I
asked.

“A curse. I turn into an
uncontrollable monster every full moon. A werewolf. I’ll kill anyone and
anything that’s near me unless I vent my energy…
differently. During one
of my rampages, I met a woman who decided to pleasure me with her
mouth in a desperate attempt to protect herself.” He paused to
smirk. “It worked. Somewhat. Fucking her did the trick. It was much
more satisfying than killing.”

My voice was trapped inside me. A
terrible realization dawned in the same gradual pace as Uncle
Dylan’s slow approach. His voice was rougher and deeper as he
spoke.

“That woman continued to
please me over the years. Every month, she would stay with me in
this room and soothe the
beast. Unfortunately, she passed away in an
accident two days ago which means I need someone new to fuck.” He
paused and his lips curved into a dirty smile. “You.”

After his shocking admission, my uncle
began transforming right in front of me. He grew taller and
bulkier, his clothes ripping when they couldn’t contain
him.

His grey eyes lightened to gleaming
gold, and the tips of his ears turned into points. His nose
broadened, and his mouth widened as his teeth grew bigger until his
canine teeth pushed forward. His dark brown hair lengthened, and
more hair sprouted from his forehead and jaw until only his cheeks
and nose remained covered in ashen skin.

He tore his ripped clothes from his
body, long black claws at the ends of his fingers instead of
fingernails. Paralyzed, I gawked at the huge and hairy creature
towering over me on dog-like legs. I was only eighteen years old
but this would forever be the most terrifying thing I’d ever see in
my life.

My scream could have shattered glass
as I animated and dashed for the door. However, my werewolf uncle
was faster than me. Snarling, he grabbed my arm and yanked me to
him.

“Please… please!” I pleaded,
thrashing in desperation to escape. I couldn’t. He was stronger
than me too, his grip like a metal vise on my arm. “Please don’t
kill me!”

My heart drummed in my chest, my
trembling so extreme, it felt like my brain rattled in my head. I
stared up at the monster my uncle had become. Despite all the hair
and vicious teeth, I still saw a resemblance to the man I
knew.

“Uncle Dylan, I’m your
family! Please don’t hurt me!”

He growled in response, a fierce
expression on his face. It was as if he couldn’t speak anymore. He
was a feral creature that couldn’t be reasoned with. Nothing I said
would stop him from doing what he wanted to me. He made that clear
when he tugged my arm hard, forcing me to my knees before
him.

Oh my god.

The view was even
more horrifying than his
transformation. A reddish-pink pole of flesh jut out between my
werewolf uncle’s muscular thighs, and it was enormous. Slimmer near the tip, wider
at the base, and with ridges along the shaft that made it look
ribbed.

Clear liquid dribbled from the slit
and slid down the rigid, veiny shaft, some of it dripping onto the
floor. The pair of fat, hairy balls hanging just under it completed
the intimidating package.

How had a woman even considered
putting that thing in her mouth? How had she even made it fit in
her mouth, let alone take it in her pussy?

And he wants to put it
inside me too!

Tears ran down my cheeks at this awful
nightmare that was now my reality. I was trapped, alone and
defenceless, in a room with a monster who was bigger, faster, and
stronger than me. One who’d kill me if he wasn’t sexually
satisfied. There was no other choice. I had to do what needed to be
done to save myself whether I liked it or not.

My chest heaving with sobs, I reached
a shaky hand out to my werewolf uncle’s hard flesh. He made a
rumbling sound when I touched him and jerked his hips forward. His
flesh was very warm and slick with his precum. It was so much
bigger than a regular man’s penis. My fingers couldn’t even close
around his girth.

A woman had endured this monstrous
thing in her body somehow. But I didn’t want to think about it
because that meant thinking about what was in store for me too.
Maybe if I did my best with my hands and mouth, I wouldn’t have to
suffer taking it anywhere else.

I grasped the thick, hard flesh in
both hands and slowly stroked it. He huffed in delight, rutting
himself into my hand, his flesh throbbing against my palms.
Tentatively, I leaned forward and swallowed the sloped head into my
mouth. His musky taste and precum flooded my tongue.

I wanted to take my time getting
accustomed to his size and strange texture, however, the feeling of
my mouth seemed to excite him. He grabbed the back of my head and
forced his length deeper into my mouth.

His thickness strained my jaw and
muffled my whimper. I pushed against his stomach so he wouldn’t go
too far but he was like a wall. Totally immovable. My werewolf
uncle grunted in pleasure as pressed deeper than was comfortable
into my mouth. The fat head penetrated my throat and I
gagged.

The sound of my struggling to take him
seemed to delight him even more. He pulled out, his ribbed texture
sliding over my lips, then plunged deep again with a grunt. Going
slow was no longer an option. Buried inside my mouth, m werewolf
uncle used it roughly, stretching my lips beyond comfort with every
shunt of his monster cock.

The wet sound of his cockhead stabbing
into me filled my ears. His girth stole my air, the ridges rubbing
over my lips and tongue. My hands were no longer needed, so I held
on to his hairy thighs.

Tears spilled down my cheeks like the
way his constant flow of precum ran down my chin as I struggled to
endure. His claws dug into my hair as he bobbed my mouth up and
down his length faster, his muscular thighs flexing under my
hands.

Near the base of his shaft
gradually swelled into a ball shape. I’d seen it on a dog once
while hanging out with friends. When I asked what it was, one of my
friends said it was a knot. Something that helped a male
dog stay deep inside a female dog when it was coming.

My werewolf uncle’s knot smacked my
lips as he aggressively fucked my mouth until he shoved his length
so deep that it went past my lips, and his cockhead sunk partway
into my throat. While I slapped at his thighs for mercy, he let out
a long, low rumbling sound of pleasure as his pulsing cock spurted
cum right down my throat.

My eyes bulged as I choked on my
werewolf uncle’s cock, forced to swallow his seed pumping down my
throat. When he finally slipped from between my lips and released
my head, I sagged forward and coughed, greedily gulping down air.
My stomach roiled from all the werewolf cum swimming inside
me.

After I wiped away his issue and my
spit from my face, he grabbed my arm. I raised my head and was
dismayed that he was still hard even though his knot was
gone.

“Please… no more…” I cried.
“Uncle Dylan, please!”

His claws dug into my skin as he
yanked me to my feet like if I weighed nothing. His eyes glowed
with animal lust and determination right before he grabbed the
front of my shirt and tore it right off my body.

I yelped from the sting, then again
when he tore my pants off next. My underwear was the last to join
the destroyed scraps of clothes on the floor. Totally naked, I was
exposed to my werewolf uncle’s hungry gaze.

He made another satisfied rumble as he
felt up my breasts and squeezed them, his claws scraping against my
skin. I squirmed to get away from his touch and he grabbed my upper
arms and pinned me against the wall. I whimpered and tensed in
dread when he lowered his head to my chest. His hot breath fanned
my skin before his long tongue snaked out and lapped over my right
breast.

I cried out in surprise, jerking in
reflex to the sensation. He lapped my breast again, the rough
texture hardening my nipple. Even his tongue was longer than normal
too. It curled and flicked over my nipple, making me shiver in
pleasure despite my fear.

He lapped over my breasts, his warm
saliva smeared on my skin. I squirmed and whimpered, hating that
his rough tongue felt good and made my pussy tighten as he licked
my sensitive nipples. It was a relief when he finally pulled his
head away from my chest, but it only got worse when he grabbed me
by the waist and hoisted me high until my mound was level with his
face.

He slung my legs over his strong,
hairy shoulders and mashed his face between my legs. I gasped and
arched my back, pressing against his forehead but he was
undeterred. He nuzzled my pussy, his teeth scraping me, his tongue
gliding over my lips fast and eager. I rolled my hips, whimpering
in shame as treacherous pleasure built where he licked.

Pinned against the wall, I was forced
to endure my werewolf uncle’s squirming tongue lapping over and
between my pussy lips, as well as the shock of stimulation in my
clit when his rough tongue rubbed against it. He bathed my plump
nub over and over, making my pussy walls clench with rising
arousal.

As if he sensed he was affecting me,
his licking became greedier, his snuffling louder as he ate my
pussy. His tongue found my entrance and wormed into me. He
stiffened it so he could penetrate me, the length of it going
deeper than a normal man’s tongue could.

He wiggled and stabbed his
tongue into my hole, the squirming sensation so foreign yet so
stimulating as he rubbed up against my sweet spot. I moaned
reluctantly and bucked my hips, my thighs trembling on either side
of his head. This moment was so surreal. So wrong. I was literally being fucked
by a werewolf’s tongue.

Even worse, the werewolf was
my uncle.

His hair tickled my thighs, his nose
pressed right against my clit. He moved his head while he fucked my
pussy with his tongue, the added sensation pulling more moans out
of me. I didn’t want this so how could I enjoy it? I sobbed in
dismay and shame as an unwanted orgasm mounted in my body
anyway.

When he pulled his tongue out of me to
lap my clit incessantly, the tension in my body released in a hard
snap.

“No… oh god…
nooo…”

The intensity climbed, my body taut
even as I trembled, my toes curled tight. Dizzy from my sweet
release, I gasped when a rush of warm liquid gushed out of me. I
looked down just in time to see clear liquid surging out of me and
splattering his face. My face burned with new mortification that
I’d come so hard I’d peed myself. Though I didn’t smell the
familiar ripe scent of pee.

Did I just squirt for the
first time… and on my werewolf uncle’s face?

If I did, it seemed to please him. He
growled, his hold on me tightening as he lapped at my pussy with
even more vigour. I jerked and shuddered as his rough tongue swiped
my oversensitive clit. Abruptly, he yanked me off his shoulders and
slid me lower down the wall, his arms under my thighs as he moved
between my legs.

“Wait... Uncle Dylan!” I
cried in fresh panic, pressing against his chest to hold him
back.

My werewolf uncle snarled at me in
warning as he rutted his cock against my pussy. When the tip
finally nudged between my pussy lips, I clenched up in desperation
to keep him out. It didn’t work. As soon as his cockhead penetrated
me, he pressed forward, forcing his enormous cock into my tiny
pussy despite my fight to resist him.

I wailed as each stiff inch of my
werewolf uncle’s monster cock invaded my body against my will. I
felt every throb of his thick shaft as it pushed deeper, the ribbed
texture so foreign as it dragged along my insides.

My slickness made it easier for him to
enter me, but the stretch was way more than I could handle. My
clenched inner walls quickly surrendered to the intrusion, my
channel so overstuffed there wasn’t any room to squeeze.

“Please... Uncle
Dylan…” I sobbed. “It’s too much… it’s too much… please…”

He pulled out a little, but only to
give himself room to thrust into me again. He made an impatient
huff as he retreated and surged his hips forward again, his full
length finally sliding deep inside me.

I shuddered, fresh tears running down
my face. I struggled to breathe, to endure the extreme discomfort
of my pussy crammed full of my werewolf uncle’s monster cock. I was
practically impaled on him like an obscene sock puppet on a
hand.

He pulled out and shoved into me
again. I cried out and pushed against his chest even though I knew
it was no use. He spread me vulgarly and proceeded to fuck me in
earnest against the wall. Against my will.

His penetration wasn’t gentle and
neither was his fucking. My werewolf uncle pounded into my pussy,
making me gasp and whimper with each deep penetration that
stretched my walls and battered my insides.

His cock leaking precum and my wetness
ensured that a dirty squelching sound followed after each plunge
into me. His grunts and my whimpers filled the room too. Even
though he was a big, hairy monster with a massive cock to match,
and I was his small eighteen-year-old niece who barely had much
sexual experience, my nasty werewolf uncle beat his cock into me
hard and fast.

His pink, glistening cock disappeared
into my pussy repeatedly. He was so big and hard that his ribbed
shaft stroking along my insides rubbed that extra sensitive spot
inside me. To my great shame, pleasure built up again, pulsing deep
where my uncle pumped into me mercilessly.

“No… no…
no…” I chanted, fighting against the rising
bliss.

It was bad enough I’d come
on this monster’s mouth. To come on his cock currently violating me
was even worse. And this was incest
which made this whole ordeal extra sick and
wrong.

But none of that seemed to matter to
my treacherous body as it took pleasure in the stiff, ribbed flesh
sliding in and out of me relentlessly. Another orgasm charged
toward me and I couldn’t stop it. I let out a gasping moan and
shuddered as I came hard on my werewolf uncle’s cock thrusting into
me.

My pussy tried to clench around him
but there wasn’t enough room. Still, his stroking inside me only
increased the sweet pleasure that pulsed where he filled me. He
made a soft whining sound, his throbbing was even more pronounced
inside my narrow hole.

The base of his cock swelled
wider than ever. I wailed from the increased stretching as my
werewolf uncle knotted inside my pussy. I thought it was too much
to handle when he’d penetrated me the first time but this was so
much worse. I felt corked, moments away from being split
in two.

“Oh god… Uncle Dylan… I
can’t take anymore…”

As usual, my pleas fell on deaf ears.
Even though I was his eighteen-year-old niece, my uncle was an
unsympathetic beast determined to slake his lust with my body. His
knot firmly lodged inside my pussy, he grunted as he rut into me in
hard, fast stabs.

He’s going to come inside
me, I thought in horrified amazement.
Seconds later, my uncle’s warm seed spurted into my overstretched
channel. I shuddered at the awful realization that because I wasn’t
on any birth control, it was likely I’d just been impregnated by my
own uncle.

And yet for some sick reason, his
pulsing as he came inside me and his thick cock thrusting into me
felt amazing. My walls clenched from the stimulation, practically
milking my uncle’s cock.

My pussy was pumped full of so much
werewolf cum that some squeezed out even as he continued rutting
into me. To my relief, it felt like he was softening as he drained
his cream into my body. When he pulled out, my sore pussy felt like
a gaping hole, my walls contracting on air. His cum and my juices
gushed out of me, plopping onto the floor in a gooey
mess.

My werewolf uncle pulled me away from
the wall and slung my weak body over his shoulder. The musky odour
of our fucking filled the room as he took me over to the fur
carpet. When he set me down, I sagged onto the carpet, sweaty and
weak. I closed my eyes, my head pounding, my heart racing, my
breathing ragged.

I must have passed out because when I
was conscious again, I was dressed in my pajamas and lying in my
bed.

Did I dream the whole
thing?

No. The ache between my legs was too
real.

Sensing a presence on my left, I
jerked my head in that direction. My uncle sat in a chair beside my
bed, a wicked smile curving his lips when our gazes met. Even
though he was totally human now, I saw the ravenous monster lurking
inside him, eager to consume me again.

“You were just as I said,
sweetheart,” he said in a silken, satisfied voice.
“Absolutely perfect.”


 


 


 


 Loaned $30k
To My Niece Then Extorted Her For Anal

 


 My
eighteen-year-old niece, Lily, sat across from me at my kitchen
table. Anxiety and shame written all over her pretty face, she
broke the news.

Her father was in big trouble. Terry
used his advantage as his local church’s accountant to ‘borrow’
thirty grand from the tithes and donations to help his failing
bookstore.

However, the bookstore was still in
the red, therefore my brother couldn’t pay back what he took. To
make matters worse, an auditor from the church’s main office was
coming in two days to look over the books.

Lily twisted her hands
together.

“Daddy really needs your
help, Uncle Colin.”

“Sweetheart, this isn’t a
good idea. In my line of work, the worst customers are people with
failing businesses as their only source of income. They’re more
likely to skip out on repayments, then I’m forced to send some
unfriendly friends to collect my money the difficult way. I wouldn’t want to do
that to my brother.”

“I understand. Daddy said
you hurt people who owed you for too long. That’s why he didn’t
want to ask you for help.” She placed a hand on my thigh, trust and
hope in her eyes. “So I came instead because I know you wouldn’t
hurt me, Uncle
Colin. Even though it’s Daddy who needs the money, I’ll pay you
back. I promise.”

I stared at her hand on my leg, then
raised my gaze to hers. My niece was a lovely girl with blonde hair
and green eyes. It seemed like just yesterday she wore pigtails and
squealed when I gave her horsey rides. Now she was a beautiful
young woman.

The cult-like church she was a part of
had strict dress rules for women, so she always wore loose clothing
that hid her figure. But I’d always suspected that under her baggy
shirts and long, airy skirts, my niece had a stunning
body.

I’ll pay you back. I
promise.

A filthy idea of how my gorgeous niece
could repay me came to mind. I tried to ignore it, but my brain
refused to let it go. Disgust gradually turned to excitement
despite my conscience screaming at me it was wrong and
sick.

“OK, sweetheart. I’ll loan
you the money.”

A week later, I invited Lily over and
sat with her in my living room so we could discuss how she’d repay
the loan.

She offered to pay monthly,
but reluctance covered her expression and tone. It was clear she’d
secretly hoped I’d tell her she didn’t have to pay back anything
because she was family.

Tough shit.
She was about to learn today that I never gave
something for nothing in return, and that she shouldn’t make deals
with the devil even if they’re family.

“I want three separate
payments of ten grand plus twenty percent interest.”

“So you want
twelve grand each time?”
When I nodded, her shoulders slumped under the weight of her harsh
reality. “I wouldn’t be able to pay the first part for a while,
Uncle Colin. Is that OK?”

“No, I want the first
payment today.”

“But I don’t have that much
money! I only have two hundred dollars in my savings
account.”

“Well, there’s a different
way you can pay me back.” I stood and held out my hand. “Come with
me.”

She hesitated a moment, then raised
her gaze to mine as she tentatively took my hand. I helped her to
her feet and led her upstairs to my bedroom. When we were both
inside, I locked the door and faced her.

“If you can’t pay any of the
three instalments with money, then you’re going to pay with
sex.”

Her eyes widened, her cheeks turning
pink.

“But you’re my uncle!
We’re family. It’s
wrong! There has to be another way. Please. I’ll pay you back on a
payment plan!”

“The only payment plan I’ll
accept is three separate instances of sliding my cock inside you,
sweetheart.”

Her blush deepened.

“I can’t have sex before
marriage. I’m saving myself for my boyfriend. We’re getting married
next year.”

“OK, then I’ll fuck your
ass.”

Her shocked expression rapidly shifted
to terror. She shook her head vehemently and took a step
back.

“No!”

“This is happening whether
you like it or not, sweetheart. If you don’t give me my money or
your ass today, I’ll call your church’s main office and tell them
about your dad’s thievery.”

I approached her as I spoke. She
backed up until she was trapped between me and my dresser. I
grabbed the wooden edge, blocking her escape.

“Then I’ll tell them how you
let me fuck your ass for the money to hide what your father did. I
have a copy of the check I wrote you as proof.” I leaned close and
spoke the rest in a suggestive voice. “Instead of putting your
father and yourself through all that shame and trouble, take off
your clothes and let’s get started on the first payment on your
loan, princess.”

Anger and unshed tears gleamed in her
eyes, and I expected her to protest. If she did, I’d add more fuel
to the fire by suggesting I’d send my ‘unfriendly friends’ to pay
her dad a visit. Triumph filled me when she closed her eyes, hung
her head, and began unbuttoning her shirt.

Tears rolled down her cheeks as she
undressed. I focused on the slow reveal of her body, too eager to
see more. When she was down to just her underwear, I stepped back
to admire the view.

Her breasts bounced free when she
unbuckled her bra, but she immediately shielded them with one hand
while she used the other to peel her panties down her legs. She hid
her pussy with her free hand and she straightened.

“Put your hands at your
sides.”

She obeyed with visible reluctance,
her face bright pink, her gaze fixed on the floor.

Jesus. My niece had one hell of a body as I’d suspected. While she
was in shape, she carried a little weight on her in all the best
places. Big, creamy tits with fat pink nipples, wide hips, a plump,
hairless pussy nestled between her thick thighs, and most likely a
juicy ass that would jiggle gloriously while I fucked
it.

My cock was so stiff it
fucking ached as
it strained against my pants’ zip. I reached for her, pulling her into
my arms. She trembled and resisted as I ran my hands all over
her.

Fuck. Her skin was smooth and flawless. A satisfied sound rumbled
through my chest when I grasped a handful of her plump ass and
squeezed. I nuzzled her neck and inhaled her flowery scent, then I
trailed kisses down to her chest.

I bent her back, her breasts thrust up
into my face. While I held her with one arm, I grabbed my niece’s
right breast and squeezed it before sucking it into my
mouth. 

She cried out and squirmed against me,
struggling to escape. I held her tight and sucked on her, flicking
my tongue back and forth over her hard nipple. I paid similar
attention to her other breast, loving my niece’s taste on my
tongue.

My cock was hard and throbbing. I
could suck on my niece’s tits all day but I felt like a teenager
again, over eager to explore a girl’s body and fuck any available
hole on her body. I released Lily, both of us breathing hard, her
tits flushed pink from my greedy suckling.

I pointed at my bedside
table.

“There’s a bottle of lube in
the top drawer. Go get it.”

She wiped away the tears on her face
even as more slid down her cheeks.

“Uncle Colin,
please… please don’t do
this to me… I’m your niece. Incest is evil!”

“You know what’s really
evil? Dry anal. Trust me. That won’t be fun for either of us. Go
get the lube now.”

Lily sniffled as she turned away and
reluctantly moved to my bedside table. At last, I got a view of her
ass and it was spectacular. Plump, round, and high. The thought of
my dick sandwiched between those peachy cheeks cranked up my
lust.

I stripped in seconds and sat in the
armchair by the window. Lily came over to me, the lube bottle
clutched in her hand. Her awed gaze focused on my length gripped in
my fist as I stroked myself. It wasn’t the first time a woman gave
me that look. My poor little niece was in for a rough first time
today.

I smirked. “See? You’re really going
to need that lube to take all of this in your tight little
ass.”

Her wide-eyed gaze shot up
to mine, her chest heaving as she breathed faster through parted
lips. I would love to fuck her mouth, but everything about this
girl screamed total
inexperience.

She would be all teeth and constant
gagging, and I didn’t have the patience right now for a mediocre
blowjob. I would train her to take my cock down her throat some
other time.

I slapped the top of my left thigh
with my free hand.

“Come sit on your uncle’s
lap, sweetheart.”

When she refused to come closer, I
stood and grabbed her. She yelped and resisted. I turned her around
anyway and pulled her down with me into the armchair, making sure
she didn’t crush my dick. Then I pried her legs apart so my cock
could nestle between her thighs, right against her warm
pussy.

I plucked the lube bottle from her
hand and set it on the floor beside the chair and then cupped her
tits from behind. I played with them while I flexed my hips and
thighs to rub my cock back and forth against her pussy. She
squirmed and raised her hips to avoid the contact, but that only
ensured we touched more.

“Are you trying to tell me
something, sweetheart?” I released her right breast and trailed my
hand down her stomach. My fingers skimmed over her mound, then I
pressed them to her pussy lips and slowly rubbed her. “Do you want
your uncle to touch you like this?”

She pushed against my hand.

“I don’t! You can’t touch me
there, Uncle Colin!”

“You said you were saving
your pussy for your boyfriend. You never said I couldn’t
touch it.”

I grabbed both her hands and pinned
them to her stomach while I continued touching her pussy against
her will. When she closed her legs, I threatened her with
punishment if she didn’t keep them wide open.

She sniffled as she obeyed. I
immediately spread her plump lips apart and pressed two fingers to
her clit. She gasped and bucked, her body shaking as I rubbed and
stroked her little button. When I released her hands to resume
feeling up her tits, it satisfied me she didn’t push my hands away
anymore.

My niece let out soft, broken cries as
I pinched and tugged on her nipple while I played with her pussy. I
applied gentle pressure on her clit and stroked it in a circular
motion, then sunk my fingers lower to collect some of her
increasing wetness leaking from her hole to lubricate her
clit.

Her eyes were closed, her cheeks and
chest flushed. Her forehead creased in concentration as tension
tightened her body. She was obviously fighting not to enjoy it, but
her shifting hips and reluctant moans proved she was
failing.

I pushed my fingers lower
again and her hips flexed as my fingers probed her slick entrance.
We both groaned as I eased a finger into her wet heat.
My god. She was tight
as fuck. Her grip
was merciless as I pushed my finger deep. My cock pulsed, eager for
its turn inside her hole. I slid my finger out partway, then pushed
it into her again.

It was a bit of a struggle to get a
second finger into my niece’s incredibly tight virgin pussy. When I
finally worked both inside despite her distressed sounds, I pumped
them in and out of her channel in horny delight.

My niece let out broken groans as her
virgin pussy was violated by her uncle’s thick fingers. Though she
clenched her walls to keep me out, her slickness allowed my forced
invasion into her warm hole. The filthy sight of my glistening
fingers pumping in and out of her fuelled my lust. After a few more
thrusts into her, I pulled out entirely and pressed down on her
clit.

She cried out and bucked as I stroked
her swollen button with firm, quick strokes. Her body grew tenser,
her moans louder, her thighs shaking harder. She rolled her hips,
her back gradually curving away from my front. Finally, she let out
a loud, gasping cry, and I loved the way her tits bounced as she
shuddered from her orgasm. I cupped one, hefting and squeezing the
soft flesh as I plunged my fingers deep into her pussy
again.

She was dripping wet now,
her juices thickly coating my fingers. I groaned, my cock pulsing
in time with each spasm of her tight pussy around my digits. She
said she was saving this hole for her future husband, but I was
definitely going to fuck it during the next instalment.

Today, however, was all about her
ass.

I pulled my fingers out of her
pussy.

“Your boyfriend ever made
you come with just his fingers?”

“No.”

Her admission filled me with pride. I
fucking loved being her first in more ways than one.

“Get on all fours on the
floor.”

She hesitated as if she was going to
protest, but she must have realized by now it was pointless.
Whether she liked it or not, she had to obey my every demand or
face worse consequences. So she slid off my lap and woodenly
positioned herself like I’d ordered.

My niece’s ass was so round and
perfect. I knelt on the floor behind her and caressed her, and she
trembled under my touch. To distract her from her obvious dread, I
spanked the underside of each cheek three times, enjoying her yelps
and the way her flesh jiggled from each slap.

I slid my fingers between her
buttcheeks to diddle her asshole and she rocked forward to escape
my touch. I grabbed the lube, squeezed some down her crack, and
smeared it over her puckered entrance. She yelped and tried to get
away when I began pushing my finger into her.

“Be
still.”

“I don’t like how it
feels!”

“If your ass can’t take my
finger, then it won’t be able to take my penis. I’ll have to fuck
your pussy instead. Would you prefer that? I don’t mind either
way.”

When she said nothing, I placed my
free hand on her back to hold her still and resumed pushing my
finger into her ass. This hole was even tighter than her pussy, the
muscle fighting to keep me out. I ordered her to take deep breaths
to relax. As she obeyed, I skipped right ahead to pushing two of my
fingers into her asshole.

Lily shuddered and groaned as my thick
fingers slowly invaded her anal passage. Her walls contracted
around my digits as she struggled to accommodate the new sensation
of something entering her ass.

When I got them knuckle-deep, I slid
them out and pumped them right back in. Her soft cry at the
penetration excited me, and I began fucking her ass with my fingers
to prepare her for the greater stretch to come.

My anticipation rapidly climbed. My
cock ached for its turn inside my niece’s tight little ass. I
jerked my hips, rutting my length against her left buttcheek,
pre-cum leaking from my swollen tip onto her skin.

“It’s time to collect on
that loan, princess.”

I pulled my fingers out of her. After
smearing more lube over her hole and on my cock, I dragged her with
me back into the armchair. My hands on her waist, I lowered her
onto the slippery tip of my rigid flesh.

She trembled when her lubed up hole
kissed my cockhead, her body taut with resistance. However, my grip
on her waist pulling her down forced her to accept her uncle’s hard
cock pushing past her ring and stretching her too-tight asshole
whether she wanted it or not.

She gasped. “Uncle Colin,
it hurts.”

“It hurts because you’re
fighting it. Just relax and let me inside.”

I shook from the effort not to slam
her down inconsiderately onto my length, and groaned as my niece’s
virgin ass slowly sunk down my thick, hard cock. Her extreme grip
and her warmth surrounding me were pure heaven.

Her muscles contracted as she
struggled to endure the breach and I swore under my breath as each
sweet spasm tested my willpower. When I was most of the way in, I
pulled her down to put an end to our mutual torture.

“Fuck…” I groaned as Lily cried out from being anally impaled on her
uncle’s stiff length.

Now that I’d buried my cock deep
inside my eighteen-year-old niece, I made her slide up and down on
me. Her hole was a warm, squishy vise cinched around my shaft,
pulling hisses and groans and swears out of me.

I tried to maintain a slow pace for
her sake, but each time her sweet little hole took me deep was a
hit to my resolve. I slipped my hands under her thighs, lifting
them and spreading them vulgarly. Lily and I groaned together as I
bounced her on my length, pumping my cock harder into her
body.

If only I’d thought ahead to put the
chair in front of a mirror. Then I’d enjoy the filthy hot sight of
my thick cock sliding in and out of my niece’s ass and her pink
little pussy weeping for a fucking.

I released her thighs.

“Ride me.”

My niece grasped the chair’s arms and
slowly impaled herself repeatedly on my length, whimpering and
shuddering every time she took me deep. While I fondled her left
breast, I slid my hand between her legs. Her pussy was wet as ever,
her tight hole accepting my two fingers with ease. Lily moaned as I
pumped my fingers into her.

“Uncle
Colin…”

“No complaints? You must
really love having both your holes filled up at the same
time.”

Lily answered with another moan when I
pulled my fingers out of her to rub her clit. She trembled, sliding
up and down my length with increased excitement. Her body grew
tauter as I stroked her clit, and I groaned as her ass squeezed me
tighter.

She slowed her movements as she
strained for her orgasm, but that made me want to pound into her
hole even more. I pulled my fingers away from her clit and stood.
My cock slipped out of her ass as I carried her to the bed. As soon
as I bent her over, I guided my cock between her cheeks and diddled
her asshole with my tip.

I shuddered from the stimulation of
rubbing myself at her entrance, then groaned as I pressed myself
into her again. She made a distressed sound when my cockhead forced
its way past her tight ring, then inched forward to escape my
penetration.

I grasped her hips. “Where do you
think you’re going?”

My fingers digging into her skin, I
held her in place while I pushed deeper into her. Once I’d crammed
the full length of my cock into my niece’s tight teen ass, I took
sick delight that this new position allowed me to really pound her
hole.

Every deep thrust inside my niece
ensured my balls slapped up against her pussy lips. Her whimpers
and gasps as she struggled to endure her rough anal ravaging
fuelled the demonic lust inside me. Her fierce clench around my
length was beyond divine, so sweet that my length throbbed with the
need to come. I was seconds away from blowing my load before I was
ready, so I pulled out and rolled her onto her back.

I lowered myself on top of her,
cupping her tits and greedily sucking on them. She writhed under
me, gasping my name, her hands pushing me away then pulling me
closer. She was shaking and panting hard by the time I released her
breasts and crawled down her body.

She cried out when I mashed my face
between her legs and licked her pussy. I spread her slick lips
apart, exposing her swollen little button to my eager tongue. My
niece rolled her hips as I sucked on her plump bead while my tongue
bathed over it incessantly.

Her fingers curled in my hair, she
arched her hips for more. Her moans climbed in volume, the tension
in her body rising. When she finally came undone, the neighbours
probably heard her from how loud she cried out as her pussy spasmed
on my tongue.

“Oh… Uncle
Colin…”

She was so fucking gorgeous.
Her eyes closed, her back arched, her tits jiggling as she
shuddered from her climax. I liked the sound of her crying when she
couldn’t take my cock in her ass, but I fucking loved her cry of
pleasure even more. When I rose, I barely restrained myself from
sliding into her pussy to enjoy the flutters on my shaft.
Another time. So I pushed
into her ass instead.

This time, she didn’t get the chance
to tense up. I groaned in delight as I pushed balls deep into my
teenaged niece’s tight asshole. Of course, she wailed from the
invasion.

I groaned.
“Fuck yes...”

She pushed against my chest to hold me
back, but I grabbed her legs, pressed them back and held her down
so I could plough into her ass yet again. This was my niece’s first
time having anal sex, but deviant lust prevented me from being
gentle. I pounded her ass mercilessly, taking nasty pleasure from
the fact that this was wrong, that I was violating my own flesh and
blood niece, but I was getting away with it, anyway.

My brother would kill me if he were
here to see me now. My big body on top of his little girl, holding
her down and forcing her to take every hard inch of me deep and
repeatedly, her tiny hole stretched over and over again with my
thick cock while she gasped and whimpered.

Stroking into her tight, wet hole felt
so fucking good. The need to come quickly built back up as her
passage squeezed me relentlessly. I groaned and hissed as my cock
pulsed inside my niece.

“Oh fuck… baby… gonna come
deep in your ass.”

Right as I groaned the words, I
shuddered and grunted as my cum shot from me, pumping deep inside
my brother’s teen daughter’s asshole. My niece cried out as her
uncle’s seed flooded her body, her tight hole clenching my length
and draining me. As my cock softened inside her, I kissed her neck,
then pressed my lips to her ear.

“First payment paid in full.
Two more to go.”


 


 


 


 Molested By
Daddy Beside Sleeping Grandpa

 


 “Here.”

I shoved the cold beer can at Daddy
who sat in the armchair next to Grandpa’s bed. It was Grandpa’s
favourite beer, yet Daddy had polished off most of the cans since
he arrived.

Daddy took the beer can with one hand
and grasped my hip with the other.

“Thanks, Mandy.”

He squeezed my hip, his fingers
pressing into my skin through my leggings. His inappropriate touch
and the predatory smile curving his lips made my stomach turn. I
jerked away from him and moved closer to the bed.

Grandpa lay in the huge bed he’d built
by himself and shared with Grandma for over forty years. Since his
recent heart attack, it hurt me to look at him. Grandpa had always
been a tall, sturdy man like the shade tree in the backyard, but
the heart attack made him pallid, thin, and weak.

His eyes were closed and he seemed so
still. Panic hit me he’d passed away while I was downstairs getting
Daddy his stupid beer. As if Daddy sensed my emotions, he spoke up
behind me.

“He’s not dead yet. He’s
just sleeping. I checked.”

He opened the can with a pop
and hiss then took a noisy slurp of the beer. I scowled as his
words replayed in my head. He’s not dead
yet. I
checked. That asshole. Instead of hoping and
praying his father would recover, Daddy was waiting around for
Grandpa to die.

Daddy wasn’t concerned about Grandpa’s
welfare one bit. If he were, he would have come right after I’d
called to tell him Grandpa was rushed to the hospital. Instead,
several days had passed before Daddy finally showed up in yet
another beater truck, and he couldn’t even come up with a good
excuse why he took so long to visit.

Daddy didn’t care about anybody else
but himself. My mother died bringing me into the world and Daddy
couldn’t be bothered to raise me. He abandoned me with his parents
and pretty much ignored me for most of my eighteen years of
existence. He made a half-assed effort to visit on rare occasions,
but only for a few hours. Then he’d disappear again to
who-knows-where for years.

This was the longest period of time
he’d ever spent. I’d been wondering why he was sticking around and
I finally figured it out. He wanted Grandpa’s money. Daddy knew
about the three hundred grand Grandpa and Grandma had saved up
their entire lives. And since Grandma was gone, and Daddy had no
siblings, he wanted to make sure he got the money should Grandpa
pass away.

I caressed the top of Grandpa’s head,
his thinning grey hair soft under my palm. Grandpa was more of a
father than Daddy ever was to me. I would be all alone if he died.
Tears stung the back of my eyes at the thought. I bent over and
pressed a kiss to Grandpa’s wrinkled cheek.

But then I quickly stood up straight
when Daddy’s stare burned my ass. I turned around and Daddy jerked
his gaze up to meet mine, that damn smile I’d really come to hate
curving his lips.

He’s so sick. What kind of
father looks at his own daughter like that?

I didn’t like leaving Grandpa alone
with Daddy because I didn’t trust Daddy not to smother vulnerable
Grandpa with a pillow. However, I didn’t like being around Daddy
either. I hesitated then decided I’d go to my room but stay alert
for any suspicious sounds.

“Let me know when he wakes
up.”

I started to head for the door when
Daddy lurched halfway off his seat and grabbed my arm. The sudden
touch of his fingers that were cold and damp from the beer can on
my warm skin startled me. I gasped and tried to yank my hand free.
Daddy tightened his grip and pulled me toward him as he sank back
down in his seat.

I yanked my arm again. “Let me
go!”

Daddy pressed a finger to his lips
then pointed at Grandpa.

“Keep your voice down or
you’ll wake him.”

I glanced behind me at Grandpa then
glared at Daddy, my teeth clenched.

“Take your hands off me
right now.”

“Sit on my lap.”

“Hell no.”

He smiled. “Come on. You used to do it
when I visited. You’d climb up in my lap and tell me how Grandma
made you chocolate chip cookies, or Grandpa let you help him build
a desk.”

“I did that when I was a
kid. When I still thought you gave a fuck about me.”

“That’s not true. I
give several fucks
about you, kiddo. I just never knew how to be a dad.” He paused and
gently tugged my arm. “But I wanna start trying, Your granddad
isn’t going to be around for much longer. You need someone in your
life.”

“I don’t need
you.” I sneered at him.
“Besides, we both know it’s all a lie. Trying to be a dad is your
last priority. You think I don’t know you’re just here for the
money? You’ll be gone the second you get your grubby hands on
it.”

His smile vanished, his brown eyes
gleaming with anger. Then he glanced at my chest and his familiar
wolfish smile returned.

“You know what else I wanna
get my grubby hands on, sweetheart? Your tits. You were flat as a
sheet of metal the last time I saw you. But you filled out, and in
other great places too. Big titties, wide hips, plump ass—all
thanks to your mother’s genes. You resemble her so much. When I
look at you, my cock gets stiff like it did when I pushed inside
her pussy and put you in her belly.”

Appalled by Daddy’s obscene words, I
was frozen speechless. Then I yelped in alarm when Daddy squeezed
my arm hard enough to hurt and tugged me between his legs. I tried
to slap his face with my free hand but he grabbed it too. He
roughly spun me around and yanked me down onto his lap.

He embraced me tightly from behind,
pinning my hands to my stomach as I squirmed to get free. He
pressed his lips to my ear, his damp breath that faintly smelled of
beer fanning my cheek as he spoke.

“Here’s how this is gonna
go. You’ll keep still and quiet while Daddy gets to know you
better.”

“Fuck
you.”

“That’s right.” He pressed a
kiss to the spot just under my ear and I shuddered in disgust.
“That’s exactly what you’re going to do, babygirl. Take your daddy’s stiff
dick inside your pussy like a good girl should. And you’re a
good girl, right,
Mandy?”

“Let me go, you sick
fuck!”

“Lower your
voice. Have some goddamn sense. You’re
gonna wake your Grandpa if you’re too loud. And then poor old, sick
pops will see his own son and granddaughter having
indecent family relations. He’s already knocking on Death’s door, babygirl. The shock
would kill him for sure. You want that on your conscience? You
wanna be the one who killed Grandpa because you couldn’t keep your
mouth shut?”

He was right. I would never do
anything that would hurt Grandpa. I squeezed my eyes shut as hot
tears escaped from under my eyelids.

“Please, Daddy. Don’t do
this. I’m your daughter. Grandpa is sleeping in here.
Please.”

“I don’t have to fuck you
now. I could wait until tonight when you’re sleeping. I might even tie you
down. Then you won’t be able to say no.”

I let out a short, distressed sob,
horrified and amazed that my own father could be this sick and
twisted. It was bad enough when he eyed me like a piece of meat he
wanted to gobble up whole. This was so much worse.

Daddy finally released my hands. He
cupped my breasts over my top and I instinctively pushed his hands
away. He made an irritated sound and pinned my hands
again.

“I said keep still. Disobey me again and I’m
gonna do as I said. You want that? You prefer getting tied up and
fucked in your sleep, huh?”

When seconds passed and I didn’t
reply, he released me again. I stayed still like he’d ordered, hot
tears of shame and anger rolling down my cheeks.

“Good girl.”

Daddy cupped his big hands over my
breasts again, his fingers kneading my flesh. I shuddered at the
sensation of my father’s touch on an intimate part of me, and more
tears spilled down my cheeks.

He stopped touching me and grabbed the
edge of my shirt.

“Lift your arms.”

I stiffly obeyed. What else could I
do? The thought of him tying me up and violating me in my sleep was
even more disturbing than what he was doing to me now.

He pulled off my shirt and tossed it
on the floor, undid my bra next, and chucked it on top of my shirt.
I crossed my arms over my breasts when the cool air caressed them
and made me hyperaware of their nakedness.

Daddy grabbed my hands and pulled them
away, then covered my breasts with his hands. He squeezed and
fondled my flesh, his groan of perverse pleasure and his heightened
breathing filling my ear.

“Ooh,
yes... nice big titties just like I
imagined.”

Daddy really was the sickest. All this
time, he’d been fantasizing about his daughter’s breasts and likely
a whole lot more. I closed my eyes and struggled to endure my
father’s unwanted touch as he kneaded his fingers into my flesh. I
gasped and jerked when he pinched my nipples between his fingers,
and I hated that my pussy pulsed in treacherous pleasure from the
sensation.

“I’m really going to enjoy
sucking on these,” Daddy growled in my ear. “I bet they taste as
sweet as your pussy when I eat it too.”

I shuddered again at the thought of my
father’s mouth anywhere on my body.

“Please, Daddy... I’m
sorry... I’m sorry I upset you... just stop. I don’t want this. It’s
wrong!”

“Shut up.”

I whimpered in response, my heart
racing, my breathing quick as Daddy continued feeling up my
breasts. Grandpa continued sleeping peacefully a few feet away. I
desperately wished he would wake up and help me, but I also hoped
he wouldn’t wake up and witness this nasty sight that might shock
him into an early grave.

Daddy’s heavy breathing filled my ears
as he squeezed my breasts and his eager fingers tugged and twisted
my nipples. I sobbed and squirmed on his lap, straining to prevent
my body from enjoying this experience. But the more I squirmed, the
more I felt something hard pressed against my bottom.

Daddy’s hard penis.

His erection from feeling up his own
teenaged daughter’s bare breasts.

“You feel it, huh? You feel
how stiff you made your daddy?” When I didn’t answer, he let out a
soft laugh then released me and bounced his legs. “Stand up, turn
around, get on your knees.”

Reluctantly, I obeyed Daddy, his
earlier threat ever present in my mind. On my knees, I watched in
trepidation as he unbuckled his belt then stood to undo his button
and zip. The shape of his erection was obvious through his boxer
shorts, and my concern doubled at the visibly huge size of him
contained in his underwear.

Once his pants fell to his
ankles, he pushed his boxers down his thighs next, his hard flesh
bobbing with its freedom. Oh god. Daddy’s thing was massive. Twice the size of the first
and only boy I’d ever had sex with. The thought of trying to take
that huge, hard thing in my body frightened me more than the
revulsion that it was my father’s
flesh.

Daddy kicked aside his pants and
underwear then sat back down in the armchair. He propped his left
arm on the chair arm and indicated his erection with his free
hand.

“Come wrap those pretty lips
around your daddy, princess.”

I trembled under Daddy’s expectant
gaze, every part of me screaming not to do what he demanded. But
with great reluctance, I shifted forward and grasped Daddy’s
erection.

He was so firm and warm in my hand.
And so very thick. He groaned and his flesh twitched against my
palm. I gave it a few experimental strokes, my fingers unable to
wrap entirely around his girth.

I was psyching myself up to put my
father’s penis inside my mouth when Daddy made a sound of
irritation. He cupped the back of my head and shoved my face down
toward his lap.

“Stop wasting time and get
started. A mouthy girl like you should be an excellent
cocksucker.”

I squeezed my eyes shut to block out
the fact it was my father’s cock as I slipped my lips over the
sloped head. I sucked on the tip, slowly accepting more of him into
my mouth. Daddy hissed in perverse delight, his hard flesh
throbbing on my tongue. He sank his fingers into my hair, guiding
my mouth down his shaft.

“Fuck… yes…
swallow that cock deep, baby.”

Daddy was large in both girth and
length. Despite his command, it was a struggle to take all of him
entirely into my mouth. There was a few inches left when his
cockhead hit the back of my throat. I didn’t dare try to
accommodate anymore of him.

I pulled up until my lips were
puckered on the tip then slid my mouth down his length again. Daddy
groaned, his fingers curling into my hair, his hand applying subtle
pressure on the back of my head so I would continue sucking him
off.

Tears spilling down my cheeks, I
grabbed the base in both hands and stroked and sucked my father’s
hard cock. I swallowed his precum as it spilled onto my tongue, my
mouth making soft, wet sucking sounds that greatly shamed
me.

Please don’t wake up and
see this, Grandpa.

Daddy groaned and flexed his hips,
subtly trying to fuck my mouth. Then he tightened his grip on my
head and forced me to suck more of him into my mouth deeper than I
could tolerate. I grunted and gagged on my father’s cockhead
surging deep into the back of my throat and cutting off my
air.

I tried to rear my head up but Daddy
held me tight, forcing me to take him down my throat. I choked on
Daddy’s cock for several seconds until he finally let me pull my
mouth off him entirely. Daddy smirked at me as I wiped away spit
from my lips and chin with the back of my hand.

“Stand up and take off the
rest of your clothes.”

I rose slowly on shaky legs.
This was about to happen for real. My own father was going to force
me to have sex with him. And right in the same room where
his father
slept.

“Daddy, please—”

“Do as I say. The only
whining I wanna hear from you is as you’re struggling to take this
dick in your pussy.”

With trembling hands, I peeled my
leggings down my thighs followed by my panties. I stepped free of
them both, totally naked to my father’s ravenous gaze as he stroked
himself.

“Damn. You’re so fucking gorgeous. I can’t believe I made something
as perfect as you, babygirl.”

It disturbed me that on some level I
liked Daddy’s complimentary words and his reverent expression. But
I shouldn’t like what he said at all. I should be disgusted. I
thought I’d given up on ever getting his love and attention.
Apparently not, because even this tiny, perverse bit of his
appreciation delighted me.

He lurched forward and grabbed me,
turning then pulling me backward onto his lap again. He lifted my
legs and spread them wide enough that the backs of my knees hooked
over the chair arms. If Grandpa woke up right this second and
turned his head, he’d get an eyeful of my vulgarly exposed pussy
and Daddy’s hard flesh just beneath it.

Daddy pushed his hand between my legs,
his fingers skimming my pussy. I whimpered in dismay and swept my
legs closed.

“Keep your legs
open.”

At Daddy’s growled order, I whimpered
and hooked my rudely spread legs over the chair arms again. His
lips on my neck, Daddy rubbed his fingers over my pussy, parted my
slit, and began stroking my little button in circles with two of
his fingers. Arousal stirred awake from his filthy touch. I sobbed
at the treacherous sensation growing between my legs.

“Daddy, stop… please… stop touching me
there…”

His reply was his hand over my mouth,
stifling my protests as he continued touching my pussy against my
will. He applied more pressure on my clit and rubbed it faster. I
squirmed, my shame rapidly climbing at the same rate as my
pleasure. How could this feel good when I didn’t want it? How could
I enjoy my father’s nasty, incestuous touch on my intimate
places?

My pussy tightened with growing need.
My sobs of protests gradually turned into shameful whimpers. When
Daddy finally sunk his fingers lower and pushed them against my
entrance, I was incredibly mortified my pussy got wet from my
father’s dirty touch, and that it pulsed for more.

Daddy groaned as he eased his finger
into my passage. His cock twitched against the inside of my left
thigh.

“Jesus. What a tight little hole.”

I whimpered and clenched my walls to
keep him out, but Daddy forced his fat finger deeper into my body
anyway. He pulled it out partway then pumped it in again. My
distressed whimper as my depraved father molested me was muffled by
his hand still covering my mouth.

He forced a second finger into my
channel. He spread them apart to stretch my channel despite his fat
fingers doing the job already. I groaned, pushing against his hand,
but Daddy continued violating me.

At last, he moved his hand away from
my mouth but only so he could cup my left breast and fondle it. His
horny breathing gusting over my ear and neck, he pinched and
tweaked my nipple as he fucked my pussy with his
fingers.

I sobbed softly and writhed against
Daddy, desperately hoping Grandpa didn’t suddenly wake up and see
this filthy scene. Me sitting on Daddy’s lap, my legs spread
vulgarly, Daddy’s two fingers pumping in and out of my pussy, and
his other hand feeling up my breast.

Daddy pulled his fingers out of my
pussy, pressed his slick digits to my clit and rubbed it again.
More treacherous pleasure shot through my body. I squirmed and
panted, fighting against it. But Daddy’s insistent, circular
stroking ramped up my arousal despite my fighting it
off.

Sweet tension grew in my body. I
fought not to orgasm from my father’s touch. But it was my undoing
when he pinched and twisted my nipple at the same time he sucked my
neck. My trembling body went taut. I gasped, squeezing my eyes shut
in mixed shame and pleasure as I came harder than I ever did, and
on my father’s fingers at that.

I struggled to contain the volume on
my moans so Grandpa wouldn’t hear me.

“Oh… oh…. oh god…
oh…”

Daddy continued stroking my clit right
through my sweet release, his tongue on my skin mimicking his
fingers stroking. Then he plunged his digits into my pussy again,
my wetness guiding them deep. A satisfied sound rumbled through his
chest as he fucked my pussy with his fingers, my convulsions from
my orgasm gripping his digits tight.

Daddy pressed his lips to my ear as he
slowed his thrust inside me. Finally, he pulled his fingers out and
held up his slick digits to my face, my musky scent reaching
me.

“You begged me to stop
touching you, but look, you came all over my fingers anyway. Who’s
the sick fuck now, huh?”

His truthful words and his mocking
chuckle heated my face with humiliation. He pushed me to stand,
quickly turned me to face him, and started pulling me onto his lap.
I put up a struggle but he easily subdued me and pulled me to sit
on him. He groaned because my wet pussy now cradled his
cock.

He gripped my hips and raised me,
poising my entrance over his cockhead. I wanted to plead with him
not to take it any further, but the dark determination on Daddy’s
face made me sob in despair. Nothing I said would stop my horny
father’s ultimate incestuous molestation.

With Daddy’s fierce grip on my waist,
I was forced to endure his thick cockhead pushing into my tight
entrance. Daddy groaned as he slowly impaled me on his hard,
throbbing shaft. I trembled and gasped as each stiff inch painfully
stretched my channel wider than it ever had before.

It felt like a piece of flesh-covered
steel splitting me open. My too-tight hole clenched in an effort to
keep Daddy’s invading flesh out of my body. However, gravity helped
Daddy penetrate my pussy against my will.

“Daddy...
it hurts… you’re too big
for me…”

“Pain is good for you. Learn
to like it because it makes you stronger.”

Right after he spoke, he gripped me
tighter and brought me down on his length, filling my pussy deep
with his thick, hard cock. He must have predicted my response
because he quickly covered my mouth with his to stifle my
cry.

Daddy forced his tongue into my mouth
just as he’d forced his cock into my pussy. I twisted my face away
from his kiss. Daddy tilted me back, bent his head, and wrapped his
lips around my right nipple.

While he greedily suckled me, Daddy
cupped my ass and made me slide my pussy up and down his thick
flesh. To my shame and dismay, I gradually began to enjoy each tug
of Daddy’s hot mouth on my breast and flick of his tongue on my
nipple. Unwanted pleasure built inside me with every stroke of
Daddy’s hard cock inside my pussy. He released my breast, hefted my
legs over his arms, and bounced me on his length. We both groaned
as my pussy glided up and down his shaft.

“Damn, I need to fuck this
sweet cunt properly.”

He stood, turned, and lay me down in
the arm chair. In this new position, my legs were spread wide apart
and hooked over Daddy’s arms, and Daddy had all the power to really
pound my pussy. I whimpered and pressed against his chest to hold
him back from fucking me so hard.

“Daddy… be gentler…
please…”

Daddy groaned as his thrusts remained
relentless. He pressed down on the backs of my thighs, grunting and
groaning with depraved pleasure as he pounded his thick cock into
his eighteen-year-old daughter’s tight hole, his sleeping father
right behind him.

He licked his upper lip, his hungry
eyes trained on my jiggling breasts. He pulled out only a few
inches before plowing his big dick into my pussy so deep he
battered my insides with every thrust.

It was a nasty sight between my
vulgarly spread legs. Daddy’s glistening cock repeatedly
disappearing into my pussy which was pink from his rough fucking.
His balls smacked my butthole with each surge into me, his thighs
slapping against my ass cheeks. If Grandpa were to wake up now,
he’d witness his own son holding his teen daughter down in an
armchair and mercilessly beating his dick into her pussy. The view
would definitely kill him.

Daddy’s punishing thrusts
hurt yet felt good at the same time too. I didn’t want to enjoy
this at all, but Daddy’s cock sliding in and out of me increased
that familiar tension in my body. I yelled at myself not to come
and even sobbed no out loud. My traitorous body disobeyed.

My pussy was a pulsing vise on my
father’s cock, convulsing from an orgasm that was even more intense
than when he’d rubbed my clit. My toes curled tight, I shuddered so
hard that even my legs shook. Tears squeezed out from under my
tightly shut eyes. I bit my lips together hard so my shameful moans
wouldn’t wake Grandpa. Some still escaped.

“Daddy... oh god... oh my
god…”

“Fuck… you’re squeezing me so tight… gonna make me come too soon,
baby…”

He abruptly pulled out much to my
shameful disappointment. He sank to his knees, his hand pressing
down on the backs of my thighs to keep me spread wide. Then he
brought his face down and eagerly lapped at my pussy.

I gasped and bucked, instinctively
raising my hips to meet Daddy’s tongue. I moaned and gripped the
chair arms tight when he pushed two fingers into my channel then
wrapped his lips around my clit and sucked it.

I didn’t want to enjoy this at all. It
was wrong, nasty, and sick. Daddy was my flesh and blood father.
But he was also the first man who’d ever given me this much
pleasure during sex.

Daddy groaned, his lips moving over my
pussy lips as he spoke.

“Mm. This pussy is just as sweet as I thought it would
be.”

He sucked on my pussy lips then my
clit again as he fucked me with his fingers. I pressed my hand
against his forehead to push him back, but Daddy eating my pussy
felt so good, all I could do was curl my fingers into his hair. The
sight of Daddy’s face between my spread legs, his lips puckered
over my clit turned me on more than it should. My breathing
deepened, my trembling increasing as my pleasure rapidly
climbed.

“Daddy... I’m going to...
oh god... I’m so close...”

Then the sweet elastic band of tension
snapped. My fingers curled in a tight fist on Daddy’s hair, I
trembled and gasped Daddy’s name as I came hard on his fingers
stroking into me and his mouth feasting on me.

Aftershocks of pleasure coursed up my
thighs and pulsed in my clit when Daddy finally pulled away. He
rose up, guided his cockhead at my entrance again and plunged deep
inside my pussy.

My wail from Daddy’s forceful reentry
was cut off when he clapped a hand over my mouth. Even though I’d
had him inside me already, my pussy was still not accustomed to my
father’s huge cock filling and stretching it so
brutally.

I splayed my palm against his chest to
keep him back but Daddy was undeterred like before. He dragged his
hand away from my mouth and gripped my waist. A determined
expression on his face, my horny father held me down in the arm
chair and fucked my pussy hard like a man possessed.

I’d never been taken this
hard or rough. I felt like one of those lifeless sex dolls. Just an
object with a lubed-up hole for Daddy to brutally pound his cock
into whether I liked it or not. Some dark part of me took sick joy
in this. I’d always felt like I wasn’t of any value to Daddy which
was why he neglected and ignored me all these years. But in this
moment, I was of use to him. Daddy needed to use
me.

Daddy’s thrusts became
shorter, harder stabs, and his flesh grew thicker and stiffer. His
forehead creased, his lips parted as his breathing grew heavier. He
groaned and started to shake. Oh
no. I hadn’t thought about this part. About
the consequences of my father pushing his cock inside my pussy raw
while I wasn’t on any birth control. Panic rose inside me, I
started to push against Daddy’s chest even harder in
desperation.

“Daddy… don’t come in me…
pull out!”

“Babygirl, I will always
fill up your pussy with cum every time I fuck it…
always…”

Daddy tightened his grip on my waist
and continued slamming his cock deep into my pussy despite my sobs
and pleas. He stretched my channel as he swelled inside me and my
heart raced, my body tight as I dreaded the inevitable.

“Fuck… oh fuck…
baby…”

Daddy gasped and shuddered as he
finally climaxed, his pulsing cock pumping me full of his seed
against my will. I cried out in horror at the rush of my father’s
warm cum filling my pussy.

To my shock and dismay, the sensation
made my pussy clench around Daddy’s stiff, throbbing shaft still
sliding in and out of my hole. Daddy groaned in sick delight while
I sobbed in distress. It was bad enough to be forced into
incestuous sex with my own father, but it was so much worse that
he’d bred me with his baby.

I continued sobbing as Daddy slipped
his softening flesh out of me and stood. His cum mixed my juices
spilled out, reinforcing the sick fact that my own father just
impregnated me. My pussy felt like a gaping, stretched hole now
that Daddy’s big cock was no longer crammed inside it.

“Why would you do that,
Daddy? You shouldn’t have come in me!”

Daddy smiled. “Like I said,
sweetheart, I never knew how to be a dad to you. But I want to do
better. I’ll do better with the baby I just put inside
you.”

After we got dressed, Daddy and I made
a shocking discovery.

Poor Grandpa passed away while we had
sex.

With an erection that tented the
sheet.


 


 


 


 Nailing My
Tied Down Daughter While Everyone Watched

 


 Peter Mayhew
had a net worth of over seventy billion, and he’d founded a club
that helped an exclusive group of men attain enormous wealth
too.

Therefore, he wasn’t a man to be
ignored. Especially not when I was a potential new member of his
club. Yet, as he spoke, I barely heard a thing he said. My naked,
eighteen-year-old daughter tied to the bed held my full
attention.

“…you got that,
Connor?”

Peter’s clap on my shoulder jerked my
gaze to his. I cleared my throat.

“Uh… yeah. I got
it.”

Peter smirked. “That’s a goddamn lie.
You didn’t hear a word I said.” He indicated Nyla who stared at us
with a fearful expression on her pretty face, then he pointed at my
noticeable erection tenting my robe. “She’s already got you horned
up.”

The seven initiated members sitting in
armchairs to the bed’s far right chuckled along with Peter. Nyla
glanced in their direction then swung her gaze back to mine, tears
glistening in her hazel eyes.

“Please, Daddy.
Please.
Untie—”

“Anyway, as I was saying,”
Peter cut in. “There are three rules for your initiation. Rule
number one: don’t untie her hands no matter how much she begs.” He paused to
smirk at Nyla then faced me again. “She will fight and struggle too
much if her hands are free. The boys and I don’t want to see
fighting. Just fucking.”

I pointed at the leather straps around
Nyla’s ankles. The straps secured her legs to the bed and held them
wide apart so I could see every detail of her plump
pussy.

“What about her
legs?”

“Yeah, you can untie them to
change her position. Rule number two: no violence. No choking or
hitting of any kind, except for a little spanking on her ass and
pussy. But don’t go overboard. Again, the boys and I just want to
see a young lady getting an old-fashioned railing by her
daddy.”

I nodded. “Got it.”

“Finally, rule number three,
and this one’s the most important: you
have to finish inside her pussy. You can
fuck all the holes on her as you like, but when you blow, make sure
you pump every drop inside her pussy.”

My eyebrows shot up at the thought of
coming inside my daughter. I hadn’t even thought that far ahead.
But now that the idea was in my brain, my dick throbbed in
excitement. However, Nyla sobbed out, a stricken expression on her
face. She tugged futilely at the black satin binding her wrists to
the bed’s metal frame.

“I don’t want this!
Daddy, please—”

“What if she’s not on any
birth control?” I asked, ignoring her pleas. “She might get
pregnant.”

“That’s exactly what you want. Your baby
inside her belly will guarantee she keeps her mouth shut about what
you did to her. The shame will keep her quiet. And you better make
sure she carries it to term so she stays that way.” He clapped my
shoulder again and smiled. “One last thing, Connor. You might feel
some guilt or shame about what you’re doing while you’re doing it,
but don’t let it stop you. Do what needs to be done. Building a
legacy requires a few deeds most of society might consider immoral
or evil.”

After I nodded, Peter slapped my
shoulder twice then went to sit among the others. My heart pounded
as I rounded the bed and sat on the edge to Nyla’s right. Her wide
eyes were filled with panic and dread, her chest
heaving.

“Daddy,
please. Untie me and take me
home.”

“Not until this is over,
sweetheart. You heard Peter. What I’m about to do is a requirement
for me to join his club. My membership will help us grow
rich.”

“But we’re already
rich!”

“We will grow
richer. I want to build a
legacy that lives on long after I’m dead and gone.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks as she
tugged even harder on the binds. She wiggled her body in rising
desperation.

“But it doesn’t have to be
this way, Daddy. It doesn’t! I don’t want you to fuck
me!”

“Well, I want to fuck
you.”

“What? I’m your daughter!
It’s wrong!”

“And I’m still going to do
it.”

To stress my point, I reached out and
cupped her right breast. She yelped and tried to pull away from my
hand. The binds on her wrists and legs restricted her
movements.

Delight and amazement filled me as I
palmed and squeezed my daughter’s bare breast. I’d always wanted to
do this and more. Here I was finally fulfilling my deepest, darkest
wish.

My cock pulsed as I kneaded my fingers
into her taut, youthful flesh. Her skin was smooth, creamy
perfection, with a faint kiss of brown from regular sunshine. I
rolled my thumb over her rosy tip, enjoying the way her nipple
slowly pebbled under my caress. Then I swept my hand across her
chest to fondle her other breast and pinch her nipple into firmness
too.

“Stop. Stop touching me!”

“You don’t want me touching
your breast?

“No!”

“All right. I guess I’ll
touch something else.”

I trailed my hand down her flat
stomach, over her hairless mound, and between her spread legs. I
squeezed her pussy and rubbed my fingers over her pussy lips. Nyla
cried out and fought even harder against her restraints.

“Daddy, no! Not there either!”

My breathing heavy with excitement and
lust, I ignored my daughter’s pleas and continued touching her
inappropriately against her will. The pill Peter made me take was
working as intended. My cock was an incredibly firm pillar of
flesh, my balls aching with need to be emptied. Instead of feeling
guilt at my daughter’s distressed whimpers, my arousal strengthened
as I rubbed my fingers back and forth over her pussy.

“That’s right, baby. Daddy’s
touching your pussy and you can’t do anything to stop
it.”

I worked my finger between her pussy
lips. She whimpered and tried to turn her hips though she couldn’t
move much to avoid my touch. I loosened my robe, wrapped my fingers
around my length and slowly stroked it. The stimulation made me
groan.

Nyla gasped and whined, her tense body
shaking as I rubbed her clit in circles. She cried out when I
pushed my fingers lower and wormed the tip of one into her hole. I
smiled.

“I need to check if you’re
wet enough to take Daddy inside you.”

Nyla squeezed her eyes shut and
clenched her walls to keep my digit out. I forced it deeper into
her warm, sticky channel anyway. She wasn’t as lubricated as she
needed to be, but there was enough dampness to ease my finger’s
invasion.

Damn. My finger barely had any wiggle room buried inside her. She
protested as I forced a second finger into her. I groaned in
perverse delight at the feel of my daughter’s hot, tight hole
cinched around my fingers.

I pulled them out then slowly pushed
them deep into her again. The sight of her puffy lips cradling my
digits as they entered her passage was filthy and mesmerizing. I
pumped them in and out of her, the meat of my palm rubbing against
her clit. Her eyes still closed, Nyla rolled her hips, soft little
whimpers escaping her parted lips as she was forced to endure her
father’s fingers violating her.

My strokes on my length grew faster as
I thrust my fingers into my daughter’s pussy. Soon, the need to
replace my fingers with my cock became so insistent, I’d go crazy
if I wasn’t buried balls deep inside my daughter.

Abruptly, I pulled my fingers out of
her channel and stood to take off my robe. Nyla opened her eyes,
widening them when her shocked gaze dropped below my navel. She
shook her head, frantically straining against her binds.

“No… no!”

Peter chuckled.
“Jesus. That’s one
thick chunk of wood! I’d be scared too if I was going to be on the
receiving end of that thing.”

I smirked and the others chuckled at
Peter’s comment. Then I climbed onto the bed and settled my bigger
body on top of my slim daughter. I kissed her cheek that was damp
with her tears then dragged my kisses down to her neck.

She shuddered and whined in complaint
at my intimate kisses on her skin. She bucked to get me off her. I
stayed in place on top of her, trailing kisses over her flushed
chest. I cupped her tits and fondled them, a satisfied groan
rumbling out of me. My babygirl’s full tits filled my palms to
overflowing, her rosy nipples hard and begging to be sucked. I
kissed each tip first then snared her right nipple between my
lips.

Nyla let out a reluctant moan as I
sucked and lapped at her flesh. She writhed under me, inadvertently
rubbing her pussy against my cock with her movements. I groaned in
pleasure from the stimulation.

“Ooh yes, baby… keep moving
on me like that. It feels so good.”

She made a dismayed sound and
immediately went still. I continued rutting my throbbing cock over
her pussy lips, squeezing one breast while I greedily suckled the
other. A fierce desperation to fill any wet hole on her overcame
me. Even though I’d wanted to make this moment feel good for my
babygirl too, I couldn’t take not being inside her
anymore.

I pulled my mouth off her breast, sat
up and reached for the lube on the side table. I poured the gel on
my daughter’s bald pussy lips, then pressed my hands between her
legs to spread it evenly.

“Daddy…” Nyla whimpered as I pulled her pussy lips apart to smear the
lube at her pink entrance. She whined some more and strained
against her binds as I forced two of my lubed up fingers inside her
pussy to get her ready for my cock.

Once again, my daughter’s narrow
passage gripped my digits. I pumped them in and out of her tight
heat, not only to distribute the lube, but out of primal need to
thrust some part of myself into my little girl.

When I finally pulled my fingers out
of her, I briefly stroked her plump little button. Nyla whimpered
and rolled her hips, her thighs trembling from my touch.

Then I poured out more lube and
slathered it on my cock. It was so stiff, it felt like warm iron.
The head was an angry pink, a network of bulging veins along the
shaft. I’d always been bigger than most men, but my cock look
practically beastly at the moment. The terrified expression on my
daughter’s face was proof she thought so too.

After smearing lube liberally on my
shaft, I set aside the bottle and climbed on top of my daughter
again. Peter groaned.

“Fuck,
yes. The best part is finally
here.”

Propped up on one arm, I gripped my
hard flesh with my free hand and angled it at Nyla’s slick
entrance.

“Daddy…
please.”

“This is happening whether
you like it or not, sweetheart. The sooner you accept that, the
easier this will be for you.”

At last, I pushed into her channel.
Her wail as I penetrated her made my chest pang with guilt for the
first time since this started. But I reminded myself of Peter’s
words. That this wicked deed served a greater purpose. In time,
maybe Nyla will see that too when she enjoyed the benefits reaped
from this moment.

So I pushed forward, forcing my thick,
hard cock deeper inside my teenaged daughter’s pussy against her
will. She clenched her walls but I stretched her tight channel open
with my invasion. When I was partway in, I shoved my full length
inside her. My loud moan and her cry mixed together.

“Oh… fuck…
baby…”

“How tight is she, Connor?”
Peter called out.

I retreated then groaned
along with Nyla as I pushed deep inside her again. The sweet warmth
and intense tightness of my daughter’s pussy gripping my flesh
mercilessly was fucking divine. I finally looked over at
Peter. He stroked himself just like all the other men in the
room.

“Tight as hell. If I didn’t
know any better, I’d think she was a virgin.”

But I knew she wasn’t. I’d installed
cameras in her room under the guise of ‘security.’ I jerked off
watching her when she was naked, when she touched herself, and when
she fucked her boyfriend while wishing like hell the lucky bastard
was me.

Peter’s words came out
strained. “I bet she feels like one again too with her daddy’s big dick crammed
inside her.”

My thrusts into my daughter were slow
at first. I struggled to control myself from pounding into her like
I wanted out of consideration for her. Even so, she gasped and
shuddered with every shunt of my hard flesh into her.

My poor baby girl. I was filling her
with more than she could handle. Tied down, all she could do was
curl her fingers into tight fists and whimper as she was forced to
take every inch of her father’s thick cock violating her tender
body.

“Daddy… oh god… you’re too
big for me…”

“I know, baby… I know… but
you have to take it all.”

My breathing heavy, my body shaking
with immense need, I rocked my hips as I pumped my throbbing cock
in and out of my daughter’s too-tight pussy. When I looked down
between us, the sight of my glistening member sliding back and
forth between her pink lips fuelled my lust.

It was a multitude of blissful and
dizzying sensations inside my babygirl. Her softness, her heat, and
her slickness gliding along my shaft made my balls tighten, and
encouraged a savage part of me to physically dominate her as I
fucked her. I rose up, grasped her waist and pinned her to the bed.
My thrusts increased in speed and force until I was grunting from
roughly pounding my little girl into the bed while eight other men
watched.

The metal frame creaked, punctuating
every one of my hard thrusts into my babygirl. With all the money
Peter had, he could more than afford a better bed. But no. He liked
it this way. He liked the sounds that amplified this nasty act. I
liked it too. I liked Nyla’s soft cries and groans as I held her
down and beat my dick into her pussy. I liked the groans of the
other men as they jerked off to this scene. Most of all, I liked
that there was an audience to this moment where I nailed my
daughter hard and raw like I’d always fantasized.

My throbbing flesh gradually swelled,
the need to come overwhelming. At first, I started to slow down in
an effort to stop myself from ending this moment too soon. Then I
remembered the pill I took would ensure I’d get hard again shortly
to keep fucking my daughter.

With renewed energy, I
resumed plowing my cock into my daughter. My groans, her cries, the
bed’s creaking, and the slap of my balls against her pussy lips
were loud in the room. One of the club members growled
take that dick, bitch, another encouraged me to fuck her
hard, and another let out a loud groan like
he’d shot his load.

Nyla’s tight pussy was a sweet glove
on my length, tugging me closer to the edge until I fell right
over. My eyes squeezed shut, I threw my head back and groaned low
in bliss as I came deep inside my daughter for the first
time.

“Oh baby... ooh yesss…
baby…”

Nyla wailed in alarm.
“No... Daddy... nooo! Pull out... pull
out!”

Too late for
that. I shut my eyes, gasping in pleasure
while my cock pulsed with every spurt of my seed into her tight
hole. I shuddered from the sweet sensation as well as the thought
that I’d knocked her up like Peter had suggested.

When I was finished pumping my
daughter full of warm cum, I slipped my softening cock out of her
and laid beside her on the bed. I embraced her and pressed a kiss
to her neck. She shuddered and pulled away from me. I kissed her
neck again and reached a hand between her legs to rub her
pussy.

“You made me feel so good
just now, sweetheart.” I kissed her shoulder. “Let me make you feel
good too.”

I shimmied my body a little lower
until my mouth was level with her breast. I eased two fingers
between her slick pussy lips to stroke her clit again. I rubbed her
button while I sucked her nipple hungrily into my mouth.

Nyla squirmed, her breathing
deepening. She closed her eyes and bit her lips together. However,
she couldn’t hold back her moans as her body gradually responded to
my attentions. Her lips uttered no
but her body said something else.

She arched her hips up to meet my
touch, her thighs shaking as I rolled her clit under my fingers
faster and harder. Her moans increased in volume when I sucked her
titty hard and flicked my tongue rapidly back and forth over her
nipple. When she finally came, her back bowed away from the
mattress as she shuddered.

“Daddy… ohhh…
ohhh…”

Her moaning my name amid her soft
cries of surrender was like an invisible string tugging my cock
into full erectness. I plunged my fingers deep into her hole and
groaned around her breast as her convulsions fluttered around my
digits.

“That was so beautiful. You
made Daddy stiff and ready to fuck you again.”

I pulled my fingers out of her and
moved lower to undo the ties on her legs. Task complete, I moved on
top of her. Fresh bliss rushed to my head the instant I penetrated
her again. My cock buried balls-deep inside my eighteen-year-old
daughter’s tight, warm pussy that was slick with my cum was the
closest I would ever get to heaven because I was definitely
destined for hell after tonight.

Nyla wailed and shuddered from my
forceful intrusion into her tender, cum-filled pussy, arching her
hips to escape me. I gripped her hips, holding her in place so she
had nowhere to go. My little girl still wasn’t accustomed to her
father’s thickness stretching her more than she’d ever been
stretched before, so I took my time again, pulling out slowly and
easing right back into her. We groaned together whenever I sunk in
deep, and despite the tears staining her cheeks, pleasure laced her
soft moans as I fucked her.

“Open your eyes.” When she
obeyed, I smiled. “Now look to your right.”

She sobbed, closed her eyes and shook
her head.

“I don’t want
to.”

“Do as I say.” I stressed my
order by pulling out most of the way and slamming into her
forcefully again. She yelped and finally obeyed, turning her head
to look at the men who watched her. “You see? Those men are
watching you take my cock. They’re going to watch you come on it
too, princess.”

She snapped her gaze back to mine, her
features flushed.

“I won’t!”

I smirked at her and hoisted her legs
up, hooking them over my shoulders. Then I bore down on her,
plowing into her with hard yet measured strokes that made her gasp
from each plunge.

There were more groans from the other
club members as one by one found their release watching me deep
dick my tied down daughter. While I’d come already, the need to
blow rapidly climbed again. My daughter’s sweet little hole pulled
on my length on each retreat, and squeezed me tight on each thrust
into her, my cum coating her pussy walls making her so deliciously
slick.

The bed’s creaking was incessant at
this point. Sweat pebbled on my skin. Nyla’s breathing quickened,
her trembling body growing tauter, her gasping moans climbing in
volume as I fucked her faster. She squeezed her hands into tight
fists and tossed her head from side to side, obviously fighting not
to come. But I’d always been the type to play dirty. I reached
between her legs and rubbed her clit. It only took a few seconds of
firm, rapid strokes on her plump, sensitive button to send her over
the edge.

“Oh… oh fuck… Daddy…
Daddy…”

She trembled so hard that
her legs almost fell from their perch on my shoulders.
Sweet Jesus. I thought my
daughter’s pussy was tight, but her convulsions as she came was a
relentless, pulsing grip on my shaft. I gasped out a swear then
grunted as she yanked me to my second climax.

All I could do was continue thrusting
into her as I creamed into her pussy yet again, adding even more
cum to the first batch I’d already pumped inside her. There was
zero doubt I’d bred my daughter with my baby. Nyla knew that too
judging by the stunned yet dismayed look on her face as her
father’s softening cock twitched inside her.

I was still inside my daughter’s pussy
when Peter approached the bed and grinned.

“Good job, Connor. Welcome
to the start of a very bright future for you and your
daughter.”


 


 


 


 Owing My
Cruel Brother Sex For Shelter

 


 “What do you
want?”

My brother’s icy tone and gaze froze
me where I stood in front of his apartment door. After what
happened between us two years ago, I hadn’t expected warm smiles
and hugs from him, but I hadn’t anticipated such open hostility
either.

This was a really bad
idea.

But I didn’t have a choice.
Or rather, my brother was the least
worst choice.

“I need your help,
Nick.”

“Help with what,
Ophelia?”

I gripped my bag’s strap tighter as I
forced myself to say the words.

“I—I need a place to
stay.”

At last, he smiled, but it was far
from friendly. His eyes were the same shade of hazel as mine and
they gleamed with dark satisfaction.

“So Rob kicked you out too,
huh?” he said casually, leaning his shoulder against the door jamb
and folding his arms.

“No, I left.”

“Why did you
leave?”

“Because I had
to.”

“Because you had to?” He
straightened and grabbed the edge of the door. “Give me a fucking
straight answer or I’m shutting this door.”

Fresh outrage filled me as I
recounted what happened tonight. How our stepfather called me
a whore yet again
because of the way I dressed. How he’d pressed me up against a
wall, his erection poking my stomach, his damp breath in my ear as
he told me if I wanted to dress like a whore, he’d treat me like
one.

And how Mom just stood there and
watched.

Nick scowled. “Of course she didn’t do
anything to stop it. That bitch sold her soul to the fucker for his
money. Rob could kill someone and she’d help him hide the
body.”

I nodded, my anger validated by Nick’s
disgust over Mom’s inaction. I started to hope my revelation would
inspire some pity in Nick for me, that he’d be the big brother I’d
always hoped for and come to my rescue, but his unfriendly smile
returned.

“You have some nerve begging
me for a place to stay after what you did to me,
though.”

I shook my head. “But I didn’t do
anything to you. It wasn’t my fault—”

“It was your fault. If you’d stayed out
of my room, none of it would have happened. You wouldn’t have found
my stash, Mom wouldn’t have found you holding it, and Rob wouldn’t
have called the cops on me.”

“I was just trying to do
something nice for you,” I said in a small voice, blinking away
tears. “How was I supposed to know I’d find coke sorting your
laundry?”

“But that’s the fucking
point. I didn’t ask you to do my laundry, yet
I ended up doing six months in prison because of you. And after I
got out I was homeless for a while after. Now you want
me to help
you not to become
homeless too? That’s rich.”

I brushed away the tears I couldn’t
blink back and hung my head.

“I’m sorry. I’m really
sorry, Nick. I knew you might still be mad at me but I wouldn’t
have come if I had somewhere else to go.” I sniffled and raised my
gaze to his again. “At least let me stay the night. I’ll figure
something out tomorrow.”

He stared at me for a moment then
lowered his gaze, sliding it over my body in blatant interest. My
eyes widened, my brain refusing to accept that my own brother
checked me out.

A predatory smile curved Nick’s lips
when he held my gaze again. He stepped back, widened the apartment
door, and gestured for me to enter.

“Fine. You can spend the
night.”

Warning bells rang in my
head.

Run away.

But I woodenly stepped over the
threshold.

Inside the apartment was poorly lit
and smelled like weed and unwashed dishes. My brother introduced me
to his two friends who were watching a wrestling match. One was
Nick’s roommate and the other crashing on their couch.

Both of them leered at me and
suggested I share their sleeping space for the night. Nick told
them to fuck off then grabbed my arm and led me to his
bedroom.

He flicked on the light revealing his
unmade bed and his clothes scattered everywhere. Nick was
twenty-five years old yet still as messy as when he lived at
home.

The click as he locked his bedroom door
sounded ominous. I set my bag on the floor by the foot of the bed
and decided to ease my anxiety with conversation.

“Thank you for letting me
stay tonight, Nick. I really appreciate it.”

My brother stepped closer, that
predatory smile on his lips again.

“Then maybe you should show
your appreciation,” he said in a silky voice.

“How?”

“Take off your
clothes.”

I recoiled as if he’d slapped
me.

“Why would I do
that?”

“So we can fuck.”

My eyes widened and my lips parted. I
shook my head.

“You can’t be serious. I’m
your sister.”

“I’m as serious as the
criminal record you gave me, sis. You want me to give you shelter?
You’re going to spread your legs for it.”

Was this really happening? To think I
ran away from home because my stepfather wanted to fuck me. Now my
own brother, a man who actually shared my blood, wanted to fuck me
too. And on the same night!

“No, Nick. I can’t do that.
It’s wrong!”

He invaded my personal space, his
height and his menacing stare intimidating me.

“I don’t give a fuck. You
owe me, Ophelia. So take off your fucking clothes, or I’ll call my
friends in here to help you get them off then hold you down while I
fuck you.” He paused and smiled, his eyes gleaming with malice.
“And after I’m done, my friends will want a turn. Hell, maybe we’ll
take turns cramming every hole on your body all night.”

I trembled, dismayed my own brother
could say such awful things and be willing to do them to his own
eighteen-year-old sister. But I wasn’t surprised. My brother had
always been a cruel jerk and a bully, no matter how hard I tried to
have a good relationship with him.

My mind raced for options. Begging him
not to do this was pointless. The determination in his eyes said as
much. The only way out of this horrible situation was to physically
escape it but Nick stood between me and the door.

I’d have to abandon my bag which had
my phone and money. Even if I got past him, he’d be on me as I
tried to unlock the door. Then he’d make good on his threat to have
his friends participate in violating me.

Nick folded his arms, his gaze
expectant.

“Well? Get the fuck on with
it.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks as I
reluctantly peeled off my shirt and pants. My face burned with
shame as I undid my bra, my hands shook as I slid my panties off.
My brother’s hungry gaze burned my skin when I straightened. I
couldn’t resist the urge to shield my breasts and my pussy with my
hands.

“Put your hands down,” he
barked immediately.

I hung my head and lowered my hands to
my sides. He slid his hand over his crotch, rubbing his visible
erection. My brother really was the sickest. He was actually turned
on by his naked sister’s body.

“Lie on the bed,” he ordered
next. When I turned to face the bed, he said, “Nice ass,” then
swatted my right buttcheek hard. The slap rang out at the same time
as my yelp, my flesh hot and prickling where he struck me. My tears
fell faster and I couldn’t resist pleading for mercy.

“Please, Nick. Please don’t
make me do this. We’re family. Don’t you love me?”

“Of course. Get on the bed
and let your big brother show you how much he really loves you. And
if you protest again, I’ll have my friends make sure your mouth is
too full to complain.”

“You’re a monster,” I said
in a quivering voice. He smiled as if I’d complimented him. He
leaned his face close to mine and spoke in a seductive
voice.

“That’s right. Pretty soon,
your pussy will feel it too.”

He shoved against my shoulders and I
fell backward on the bed. He peeled off his clothes in seconds,
never taking his eyes off me. I couldn’t take my eyes off him
either as he revealed more of himself.

Despite my disgust and hatred for him,
I couldn’t deny my brother had a sexy body. He wasn’t jacked but he
obviously worked out. Muscular arms and thighs, and the hint of abs
which would likely become more defined if he flexed.

And while his dick was obviously big
judging by the outline in his underwear, I wasn’t prepared for it’s
actual size. My eyes widened at the sight of my brother’s dick the
instant it sprung free as he slid off his boxer shorts.

Oh my
god. No wonder he’d said my pussy would
feel it too. The thing between my brother’s hairy legs was
monstrous. Even though the veins stood out on the shaft due to its
hardness, the sheer weight of it kept it from rising too
much.

He smirked as he stroked himself, his
flesh looking too big even for his hand.

“I hope you’re not a virgin,
‘cause this will be hard to take if you are. Actually, I
hope you are. The more
pain you feel struggling to take this dick, the more I’ll enjoy
forcing it into you.”

Nick climbed on the bed and I
trembled, unable to focus on anything else but his huge cock
swaying with his movement as he knelt on my right side. I wasn’t a
virgin but I was sure I’d feel like one again soon.

“You have small tits,” he
remarked, cupping my right breast. My trembling worsened and it
took every ounce of willpower not to push his hand away. “They
almost don’t exist.” He rolled his thumb over my nipple. “I love
these tiny brown nipples though. Two little chocolate drops begging
for a suck.”

He grasped his cock again and resumed
stroking it while he pinched my nipple repeatedly, tugging and
twisting it between his fingers. He pulled on it until I yelped and
finally shoved his hand away.

“That hurts,” I
complained.

He smirked and pinched my other
nipple, abusing it just the same as the first. When I cried out and
pushed his hand away again, my brother swooped down and sucked my
breast into his hot mouth.

I cried out and bucked under him,
instinctively pushing against his head to get his mouth off my
breast. He grabbed my hand in a fierce grip, squeezing it hard
while he sucked my nipple hard too.

“No… please…. Nick… no…
stop…”

My brother groaned in delight while I
squirmed under him. I continued pushing against his head with my
free hand but Nick was immovable. He latched onto my nipple,
sucking it forcefully then biting the firm, sensitive
tip.

I hated that each tug of my brother’s
hot mouth and each wet slide of his tongue on my breast stirred
throbbing sensations between my legs. I didn’t want this. I didn’t
like this. I didn’t want to get turned on by it at all!

Nick released my breast from his lips
with a noisy slurp but only so he could resume his dirty attention
on my other breast. He let go of my hand so he could palm and
fondle my breast he’d just sucked, pinching my tender nipple he’d
already abused with his lips and teeth. As I continued to twist
away from his mouth and touch, he abruptly raised his head and
sneered at me.

“Fucking stay still or I’ll
make this worse for you.”

I immediately obeyed his growled
threat, my breathing heavy from my struggling and my face hot and
wet with tears. I whimpered in fresh dread when Nick slid his hand
over my stomach and pushed it between my legs.

He rubbed my pussy roughly, cupping
and squeezing my lips like they were putty he had to shape into
something. Then he patted me, each slap harder than the next and
striking my clit.

To my dismay, something about the pain
from each stinging swat inspired some pleasure. The more he slapped
my clit, the plumper it got which made it more painful yet
stimulating on the next strike.

“Nick, please! You’re
hurting me!” I wailed.

He responded with an evil
smile as he pinched my pussy lips together painfully. His message
was clear. He didn’t care that he was hurting me, his own little
sister. He liked it. The sick jerk.

But was even more perverse was the
stimulation I got from the pinching. My aching clit enjoyed the
pressure of my brother’s firm squeezing on either side of my pussy
lips even though, mentally, I hated it.

My brother spread my pussy lips apart
with his fingers to reveal my engorged nub. He tapped my clit with
his middle finger then slowly circled it, his violation gentle for
the first time. I rolled my hips, panting and whimpering as my
arousal increased.

I was so focused on not enjoying my
brother’s unwanted touch, that it was an unpleasant surprise when
he suddenly shoved two of his fingers into my pussy. Although I was
somewhat turned on, my channel was minimally lubricated. His
fingers caused friction as they invaded my body without warning. I
shuddered and pushed against his hand.

“Oh god... Nick... no...
please... take them out…”

“Shut up. I’m trying to get
you wet. Or would you rather I shoved this into your cunt dry?”

My cruel brother shook himself to
indicate what he meant, then started pumping his hand up and down
his shaft as he plunged his fingers in and out of me. Each stroke
of my brother’s thick fingers into my channel was uncomfortable at
first. However, as he continued sliding them in and out while
rubbing his thumb over my clit, my walls grew slicker with shameful
wetness.

Nick groaned as he
fingerfucked his own eighteen-year-old sister. My brother’s fingers
thrusting into my pussy made me squirm and whimper too. They felt
so thick and present in my body. So wrong as they slid out until just the
tips were inside me before they surged deep again.

Nick pulled his fingers out of me and
moved between my legs. I tensed, worried he was going to finally
fuck me. But I let out a surprised gasp when he shoved his face
between my legs and promptly began eating my pussy.

“Oh god...” I moaned, my
hips instinctively rising to mash my pussy against my brother’s
sinful mouth.

Nick might have abused my pussy with
his hands, but he practically worshipped it with his mouth. He
lapped at me hungrily, sucking my pussy lips individually before
widening his mouth over the both of them and sucking at the same
time.

My brother’s spiteful, insulting,
cruel tongue was finally put toward something positive for once. It
was quick and eager, wiggling between my pussy lips and diddling my
clit. I tossed my head back, my eyes wide and my lips parted in
shock that something so wrong, something I absolutely hated could
feel so good at the same time too.

Desperate not to enjoy it, I pushed
against his head but Nick swatted my hand away and continued
feasting on my pussy like he’d been starving for it
forever.

“Your pussy tastes so good,
sis,” Nick groaned. “So soft and wet… fuck… eating you out is making my
dick hurt.”

Nick wrapped his lips around my clit
and sucked on it firmly. His tongue added to the pleasure, lashing
and flicking it in rhythm with his sucking. When he was fucking me
with his fingers, my arousal had been a slow rise. Now, it rocketed
toward a fantastic orgasm I shouldn’t want.

I panted and rolled my hips, my hands
finding nothing else better to do than grabbing and twisting Nick’s
bed sheet. The sweet bliss I simultaneously wanted and didn’t want
charged at me. Even my moans were pure contradiction.

“No... oh god... yes... oh
god... Nick...”

This was wrong. So wrong. My brother’s
face between my legs, his mouth puckered over my pussy, his tongue
and lips expertly carrying me to the finish line. I’d never come
from being eaten out before, but my brother changed that
tonight.

I shuddered when my climax finally
jumped me. Tingling heat spread out from my pussy and bliss rolled
through my body. I arched my back, my moan guttural, my thighs
tightening around my brother’s face as I ground my pussy against
his mouth.

When my climax finally faded, Nick had
to pry my legs apart from his face. Pure shame swamped me when he
smirked at me.

“You’re a dirty little girl,
sis. You came so hard on your brother’s face. You almost smothered
me with your soaking wet pussy.”

He pushed two of his fingers into my
slick channel, and they slipped inside me with ease unlike before.
Nick groaned in pleasure as he fucked my pussy with his fingers for
a few strokes then pulled them out.

He crawled up my body until he hovered
over me, his bigger, muscular body like a mountain looming over my
slimmer, smaller one. I trembled at the predatory, ravenous look in
my brother’s eyes. I definitely felt like prey beneath him about to
be consumed.

He settled on top of me, his cock
trapped between us and pressed against my mound. I thought about
begging him not to fuck me, but the determination on his face was
clear. No matter what I said, my big brother was going to push his
penis inside me and fuck me against my will.

Nick adjusted his body lower then
shuddered and groaned as he sawed his shaft back and forth against
my pussy lips. I couldn’t help shaking too as his hard flesh
stimulated my clit.

“Rub up on me.”

Reluctantly, I raised my hips and
rubbed my pussy against my brother’s hard cock like he’d ordered.
He groaned, grasping my hips and helping me slide my pussy lips up
and down his length.

“Tell me you want it. Tell
me you want your big brother’s dick inside you.”

When I refused, he grasped my neck,
his long fingers squeezing my throat.

“Say it,” he insisted, slowly applying pressure to my throat. “Say you
want me to fuck you.”

“Never,” I choked
out.

He released my throat and gripped my
hip. He dug his fingers into my flesh painfully on purpose as he
angled his cockhead at my entrance with his free hand.

My brother’s fat cockhead forced its
way into my entrance even though I tightened my pussy to keep it
out. I panted and struggled to endure as more of his thick, rigid
flesh invaded me, my pussy walls squeezing to expel him.

“Nick… please… it’s too
much…” I sobbed.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes…”

“You want me to pull
out?”

“Yes…
please…”

A wicked smile curving his lips, my
brother clamped his other hand on my hip then thrust his full
length into me brutally.

I screeched from the pain and the
overwhelming stretch of my big brother’s huge dick savagely
entering my body against my will. It felt like my pussy had been
corked by a baseball bat. My brother’s flesh not only butt up
against the mouth of my cervix, but stretched my walls wider than
they’d ever been.

“If you’d said you wanted it
like I’d asked, I would have been gentler,” he said, releasing my
hip to squeeze my throat again. He pulled his cock out partway and
drove himself painfully deep into me again, groaning in perverse
pleasure while my cry was stoppered by his hand squeezing my
throat. “But you refused to say it, and you’re getting it anyway,
aren’t you? Take every inch of this dick, baby. I hope your pussy
chokes on it like you’re being choked too.”

He relinquished his grip enough so I
could breathe a little but kept a firm hold on my windpipe. He
slowly rocked his hips back and forth, retreating then filling my
pussy. It hurt every time he pushed in deep, and I cried out from
the pain. He was way too big for me. His incredibly stiff and thick
flesh like a bottle caving my pussy walls with every forceful
thrust.

My body gradually grew accustomed to
his size. As if he sensed that, my brother increased his pace. He
began to fuck me like he hated me, pulling out as far as he could
then slamming his full length into me with a grunt. My whole body
jiggled and bounced under him.

While it hurt as he battered my pussy
with his stiff cock, his hand squeezing my neck weirdly ramped up
the stimulation of his flesh sliding in and out of me. I gasped for
air and in shameful pleasure as each deep stroke of my big
brother’s hard cock spurred me to another climax.

His fullness inside me overwhelmed me
to the point of satisfaction and he rubbed my sweet spot
incessantly. I was so close to coming, I couldn’t help raising my
hips to meet his vicious thrusts.

But Nick seemed to know and wanted to
deny me. He abruptly pulled out of me and rubbed his dick along my
pussy lips again. He finally released my neck and the next
shuddering breath I took made me dizzy. The firm press of his
fingers remained on my skin even though he’d let me go.

He bent and licked my tears from my
cheeks as he continued to saw his cock along my pussy lips. Then he
wormed just the tip inside me again, slowly fucking me with just
that small, torturous bit.

“Beg for the rest,” he
growled against my ear. “Tell me you want it deep again and I’ll
give it to you. I know you want it, Phee. But I want to hear you
say it out loud.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, hating the
truth in his words. I raised my hips, trying to urge him deeper
into me but he arched his hips away so he remained only a few
inches inside me. I whimpered in frustration.

“I’m never going to say
it. Never.”

Nick dragged his lips along my jaw
until he got to my lips.

“You will
someday.”

He sucked my bottom lip into his mouth
then bit it as he forced himself deep into me again. He swallowed
my gasp with a hungry kiss, forcing his tongue into my mouth like
he’d shoved his dick inside me. I don’t know why I did it but I
kissed him back.

Nick broke our kiss, raised up, and
grasped my waist. His arms were firm, corded muscle as he held me
down on the bed and pounded into me hard and fast yet again. I
moaned and gasped in both pain and pleasure as his big dick
stretched me relentlessly. I pushed against his stomach to slow him
down so it wouldn’t hurt so much. My big brother’s rigid flesh was
an unforgiving, unstoppable length of warm steel sliding in and out
of my wet pussy mercilessly.

I didn’t know where my brother found
the stamina or the strength to just keep plowing his dick into me
without pause. Maybe from his deep well of anger at me because I’d
ruined his life. He wanted to punish me with his dick.

You owe
me, he’d said and he was really taking his
pound of flesh. I was his little sister. Someone he was supposed to
love and protect. Instead, he was holding me down and savagely
fucking me, unconcerned—no, delighted—he was hurting
me.

When he grasped my neck again, I
didn’t even fight. As a matter of fact, I found some dark pleasure
in it as his firm grip stole my air and heightened the sensation of
his flesh filling and stretching my pussy, stroking that sweet spot
inside me.

My moan was choked by Nick’s grip on
my throat as I came harder than I’d ever come in my life. My pussy
convulsed on my brother’s thick cock, my body shaking with extreme
bliss. God, what was wrong with me? How could I come from fucking
my brother? Or from being choked out and roughly fucked?

“Oh baby... fuck... that
feels so good...” he gasped, releasing my
neck. “Fuck… I’m gonna come in your tight little pussy…”

“No... Nick.. no...” I
gasped. “You can’t... I’m not on the pill...”

Nick pulled out of me and rolled me
onto my stomach. He roughly yanked me onto my hands and knees then
surged into my pussy yet again from behind.

I wailed from his rough penetration
and shuddered. He felt thicker and deeper in this position. Then my
brother bent over me, pressing my face into his pillow as he
resumed fucking me.

The slap of our flesh as well as our
grunts sounded so loud and lewd. For the first time it dawned on me
that Nick’s friends heard us fucking. They knew that brother and
sister were in here having nasty, incestuous rough sex.

Nick’s cock swelled and throbbed
inside me. Panicked, I bucked to get him off me before he made this
wrong thing we were doing even worse. He grasped my hair and yanked
on it, pulling me backward as he pressed his lips to my
ear.

“Rob was right,” he hissed,
his fierce grip on my hair tugging my scalp, and his purposeful
thrusts into me making me whimper. “You’re a whore.
My whore. So if I want to
fuck you or fill up your pussy with my cum, I’ll do it whether you
want it or not.”

He released my hair and curved his
hand around my chest, holding me in place as he groaned and made
good on his promise. My brother’s flesh throbbed inside me as he
pumped my pussy full of his seed. He continued ramming his cock
into me, gasping with every spurt of cum that shot from him and
flooded my channel.

To my shame, my pussy delighted from
the sensation of my brother coming inside me. My walls tightened,
squeezing around him and milking more of his cum into me as if
eager for my own brother to breed me with his baby.

When Nick finally pulled out of me, my
pussy felt so empty in his absence, yet so tender and stretched out
from his size and rough fucking.

Seven months later, I was still living
with Nick in his apartment. His roommate had moved out and nobody
was on his couch, but I was still sharing my brother’s bed, still
taking every inch of his dick despite my big, pregnant
belly.

“After the baby is born,
you’ll still owe me, sis,” Nick said, rubbing my stomach as he
smirked at me. “My son needs a little sister.”


 


 


 


 Plowing My
Gullible Sister To Test Her Tightness

 


 The instant
my sister unlocked the front door, I lost all interest in the
TV. Fuck yes. The
second half of my plan was about to start.

The first half was getting my parents
to go on a two-week vacation to Florida, leaving me alone with my
sister. If the second half went well, I’d be filling my
eighteen-year-old sister’s tight little pussy within the next
thirty minutes.

The door creaked open then shut as
Priscilla entered. A few thumps followed as she took off her shoes,
then her soft footsteps approached until she finally appeared at
the living room’s entranceway.

My little sister always looked like a
typical Christian girl. No makeup, sparse jewellery, and clothes
that hid her fantastic figure. She wore a floral print headband
over her long blonde hair, her white short-sleeved shirt tucked
into a loose dark grey skirt that reached her calves, and purple
nail polish.

“Hey, Peter,” she greeted in
a cheery voice.

I shut off the TV and smiled. “Hey.
You seem happy. Converted any sinners for Jesus on your ministry
visits today?”

She laughed as she slipped her bag’s
strap off her shoulder then sank into the couch beside
me.

“Well, Mrs. Bowman and I
convinced one couple to come to service tomorrow.” She paused, a
hopeful expression on her pretty face. “Are you coming with me
tomorrow too?”

Oh, I’ll be coming inside
you today.

“Sure.”

“Yay!” She briefly hugged
me, her boobs pressing into my chest. “I’m so glad you said yes. I
would have felt weird going by myself since I always go with Mom
and Daddy.”

“Besides, I can drive you
there instead of you riding your bike to church in your nice
clothes.” I sat up straighter, eager to advance my plan now that
I’d introduced the trigger topic. “By the way, I really think you
should stop riding bikes, Pris. They aren’t good for
you.”

Her eyebrows rose. “Why
not?”

“Actually, let me rephrase
that. It’s not good for girls like
you.” I pretended to look embarrassed as I
continued. “Girls who haven’t had sex yet. I read an article that
said bike riding can tear your hymen and it can make your… you
know… down there kinda…”

“What?” she demanded, a
light pink infusing her cheeks, and her blue eyes bright with
curiosity.

“Well, it strains the
elasticity of your muscles so you’re no longer tight. Basically, if
you keep riding bikes, when you get married later, your husband
will think you lied about being pure. There won’t be any blood when
he pushes into you, and you’ll feel loose to him.”

My sister shook her head, a horrified
expression on her face.

“Oh no! But I always ride my
bike! I ride it everyday. It’s probably already happened to
me!”

It took every ounce of willpower to
fight off my grin and maintain my fake concerned expression. My
plan was to show her the article proving that bike riding could
tear her hymen to really sell the lie about it making her pussy
loose, but my extremely gullible little sister had fallen for my
bullshit.

“Maybe. Maybe not. You will
need a gynaecologist to check for you.” I paused and pretended to
consider it. “But the only gyno in town is friends with Mom, and
she’ll definitely tell Mom if it looks like you’ve had sex
before.”

“So what do I do?” she asked
in an anxious voice. “Can I check it myself? How do I do
it?”

I shook my head. “It has to be someone
else because it’s too far in for you to reach. Someone has to
insert their fingers into you and feel for your hymen. Maybe one of
your friends can do it? But that would be a really weird favour to
ask for, and keep in mind that they might tell others. You don’t
want that, right? It has to be someone you trust. Someone who won’t
tell anybody else.”

Her shoulders slumped, she hung her
head. My smile threatened to break free so I bit my bottom lip as I
gave her leg a comforting rub.

“I’m sorry to be the bearer
of bad news, Pris. But I’m your brother and I love you. I’m always
looking out for you.” I paused and lowered my voice. “If you want,
I could check for you.”

She rose her head. “Really? You’d do
that?”

“I’m not thrilled about the
idea.” My dick is already half-hard,
sis. “But, yeah, I’d do it. I made you
upset telling you this. I want to make it up to you by giving you
some peace of mind.”

My body tense and my heart pounding in
excitement, I waited for her answer.

“Won’t it be weird for you
to… um… stick your fingers inside me?”

“Yeah, a little. But I’ll be
quick about it.” I smiled and stood then extended my hand. “Come
on. Let’s just get it over and done with now. Then it won’t torment
you for the rest of the day, yeah?”

She hesitated then took my
hand.

“OK,” she said
softly.

Sweet triumph pumped through my veins
as I pulled my sister to her feet and led her out of the living
room. What I was about to do to my innocent little sister was
pretty fucked up, but the pandemic had taken my morals along with
my job, my condo, and my girlfriend.

It didn’t help that I hadn’t been laid
in almost a year. After I lost everything, I’d been forced to move
back in with my religious parents. They lived in a small town where
most of the women were either old or unavailable. The only young
woman I saw on a regular basis was my sister.

Pretty soon, I started to develop less
than brotherly feelings for Priscilla. When jerking off to dirty
fantasies of screwing her no longer seemed like enough, I finally
came up with my sick plan to fuck her for real. To my surprise, it
worked out better than I thought it would.

“Take off your skirt and
underwear then lie on the bed,” I said as soon as we entered my
sister’s bedroom.

She looked uncomfortable but silently
nodded as she reached behind her to unzip her skirt. I turned my
back to her, pretending to be a gentleman by giving her some
privacy. But a gentleman wouldn’t take advantage of his virginal
sister’s gullibility and con her into having sex with
him.

A few moments later, she spoke in a
soft, nervous voice.

“I’m on the bed,
Peter.”

I turned around. She was
lying on her back in just her shirt. She kept her legs pressed
close together, her hands covering her mound. Her pussy was
right there, just
barely hidden by her fingers. My dick began to stiffen at the
naughty reality.

“Close your eyes,” I said
quickly so she wouldn’t see the tent forming in my pants. “You’ll
feel less nervous.” When she obeyed, I continued. “Now, raise your
knees and open your legs wide. You can’t hide yourself either. I
need to see what I’m doing.”

Her eyes were still closed but her
expression was clearly embarrassed as she slowly lifted her hands
away from her mound, raised her knees and parted her thighs. My
dick became rigid as steel at the sight of my sister’s pussy. I
climbed on the bed and moved between her legs.

“I’m going to do it now,” I
said in a low voice.

She bit her bottom lip and nodded,
then gasped when I pressed two of my fingers to her pussy. Her
plump lips were pressed close together, perfectly hiding her
entrance. My cock throbbed as I parted her slit and eased my
fingers forward. She began to tremble as I probed her entrance.
While she was somewhat sticky, she wasn’t wet enough to get my
fingers comfortably into her hole.

“You have any
lube?”

“What’s that?”

“Lubricant,” I explained,
pulling my fingers away from her pussy. “Makes it easier for you to
accept penetration.”

“Oh.” She finally opened her
eyes, a nervous expression on her face. “Will petroleum jelly
work?”

“Maybe. But I think it’s
better to use natural lubrication. I can make you generate
it.”

“How?”

“Like this.”

I eased my fingers between her lips
again and pressed them to her clit. When I began stroking her
little button, she whimpered and arched her hips to meet my touch
then pulled away.

“Peter...
no… I don’t think you
should touch me like that.”

“Why not? Doesn’t it feel
good?”

“Yes… but… it feels wrong
too...”

“That doesn’t matter. If I
don’t make you wet, it will hurt if I try to push my fingers inside
you to check for your hymen.” I pulled my hand away and smiled.
“But you know what? There’s a quicker way to get you
ready.”

I lay on my stomach, pushed my face
between her legs, and licked her pussy.

“Ah!” she cried out, raising
her hips. “This feels even more wrong!”

She squirmed to escape my mouth. I
hooked my hands over her thighs and held her in place as I
continued to lick her pussy. I teased her clit with my tongue,
lapping over it repeatedly then sucking it into my
mouth.

“Peter… no… oh…
ohhh…”

My sister continued seesawing between
protests and moans of pleasure that made my cock ache. I lapped and
sucked on her lips, then wiggled my tongue between them to spear
her hole. Wetness leaked out of her onto my tongue and I eagerly
licked it up, delighting in her flavour.

The nasty sounds of me loudly eating
out my sister’s pussy filled the room. By now, she was more than
wet enough for me to stick my fingers inside her, but I couldn’t
get enough of my sister’s sweet pussy. I refocused my attention on
her clit, sucking the fat, fleshy bead firmly while bathing it with
my tongue.

My sister’s moans grew louder. She
rolled her hips, instinctively seeking more of my tongue as she
ground her pussy against my mouth. She raised her head a little and
our gazes met and held. Her lips parted on her gasps, her trembling
increasing until her whole body went rigid. She tossed her head
back and arched her hips, her fingers twisting in the sheets as she
came on her brother’s tongue.

Once her trembling stopped, I pulled
away from her delicious pussy and wiped her juices away from my
mouth as I sat up. My sister stared at me with wide eyes and
flushed cheeks. Her chest heaved as she regained her breath from
her climax.

“What... what was that?” she
asked.

She’s really that
innocent?

But I wasn’t surprised. Due to their
extreme religious views, Mom and Dad had insisted on abstinence and
did their level best to avoid giving me any sex education when I
was growing up. Clearly, they’d done the same with my poor sister.
At least when I was her age, I’d found porn and learnt how to
masturbate. Some good existed in these wrong things I did to her
after all. She would learn more about sex firsthand from me than
she ever had before.

“You just had an
orgasm. It happens when
stimulation on a sensitive part of you reaches its highest point,
then your muscles tighten up and chemicals release in your brain
that make you feel really good.” I gently rubbed my fingers over
her pussy lips and she squirmed at my touch. She was so slippery
from my saliva and her own wetness. “It also made you wet enough
for my fingers. Now I can check your hymen and tightness. Close
your eyes again and keep them that way. Don’t open them until I say
so.”

When she obeyed, I smirked and eased
off the bed. As quickly and quietly as possible, I took off my
pants and underwear then got back on the bed. I moved between my
sister’s spread legs, groaning softly as I stroked my cock to the
sight of her glistening wet pussy.

Knelt between her legs, I guided my
tip at her entrance. My fat, pink cockhead pressed right up to my
little sister’s plump pussy lips was the nastiest yet hottest thing
I’d ever witnessed. I couldn’t wait to ease between those lips and
slide deep inside my sister’s pussy.

Yet a bit of guilt tried to stop me
from going further. My sister was only eighteen whereas I was
twenty-eight years old—ten years older than her and therefore her
big brother. I was supposed to protect her, not push my penis
inside her without her consent. The horny part of my brain ignored
those rationalizations though.

I groaned again as I rubbed
my tip at her slick entrance then slowly pushed it into her
hole. Jesus. I
felt like I’d dipped my cockhead in liquid fire that also gripped
me tighter than a fist. I gasped at the fucking amazing sensation
as I pushed a little deeper into her.

My sister whimpered as her tight hole
was stretched open with my cockhead. She must have realized the
thing inside her pussy was too big to be my fingers. Her eyes
sprang open then widened in alarm.

“Peter, what are you
doing?”

She jerked away from me and I slipped
out of her. She started to sit up but I bent over her and pushed on
her shoulders to pin her to the bed.

“I’m testing for your
tightness and virginity just like I said I would.”

I pushed my tip against her slick
entrance again and she cried out in protest.

“Not like this! You can’t
put your penis inside me, Peter. You’re my brother!”

She struggled under me, twisting her
hips away. I settled my full weight on top of her, grasped her
shoulders, and pushed a few inches into her. Soaking my tip inside
her wet heat made me groan in satisfaction.

“Come on, Pris. Let me do it
this way,” I begged, my lips ghosting over hers as I spoke. She
whimpered and squirmed when I gave her some shallow thrusts.
“Doesn’t that feel good? Don’t you want more?”

“It’s wrong!” she whined.
“Incest is a sin, Peter. We’ll go to hell.”

“I’m already in hell with
just the tip of my dick inside you.”

“Then take it—”

The rest of her words were cut off in
a wail when I thrust my full length deep inside her. My sister
arched her back, straining to escape her big brother’s stiff, rigid
flesh filling and stretching her tight virgin passage against her
will. I held her down and pressed my face to her neck, hissing in
sick pleasure as I slid my cock in and out of her sweet, hot
grip.

“Fuck… test complete, Pris. You have the tightest hole I ever
felt…”

Whether she still had her hymen was a
moot point now. I’d definitely bust past it. And now that I’d
stolen her virginity, all the guilt vanished about what I was doing
to her and I leaned into taking full advantage of her what she had
to offer. I shoved her shirt up and yanked her bra down. As soon as
her creamy tits sprang free, I lowered my face to suck on the dark
pink tips.

“Peter… please…” My sister moaned in dismay,
pushing against me. I didn’t budge at all as I hungrily suckled her
tits while I pumped my cock in and out of her. I swirled my tongue
over her nipples, nibbling and sucking on them.

Moans interspersed her pleas for me to
take my penis out of her, but I raised up to fuck her harder. Every
so often I lowered my mouth to steal kisses from her. She twisted
her face away at first but when I gripped her jaw and held in place
to give her a deep, hungry kiss, she shyly returned my
kisses.

Holding her tight, I rolled us so I
was on the bottom and she was on top. I grasped her hips and made
her ride my length. The sweet slide of my sister’s pussy on my dick
made me groan and gasp.

“Put your hands on my chest
and bounce on me,” I hissed.

Even though her features looked
ashamed and reluctant, my sister obeyed, leaning forward and
splaying her hands on my chest. She moved slowly at first, then she
picked up the pace, her lips parted on soft moans as she rode me
faster.

“Oh…
fuck…” I moaned, gripping her hip. “You’re
so good at riding my dick, sis. It’s because you love it inside you
after all, don’t you?”

Her face flushed, she slowed her
movements as if my speaking the truth out loud shamed her. So I
took over, grasping her ass in both hands and driving my hips
upward, pounding my dick up into her.

“Oh… oh…
Peter…” she moaned, her fingers curling
into my shirt. She parted her lips and resumed contributing to our
fucking, grinding her pussy down my shaft to meet my upward
thrusts. Her eyes squeezed shut, she arched her neck and her
trembling intensified. Then her soft whimpers turned into a long
moan as she came hard on me, shuddering and gasping my
name.

“Yeah, baby… come on
me… fuck… feels so
good…” I groaned as her sweet little pussy convulsed on my shaft. I
fucked her through her orgasm even though every stroke into her
spasming channel drove me closer to the finish line before I was
ready.

When her spasms died away, I slowed
down and pulled her forward until her chest was closer to my
face. I pushed her shirt up again and snared her right breast
in my mouth, sucking her flesh while squeezing and fondling her
other breast.

My pent up lust for my sister finally
being released filled me with pure exhilaration and overeagerness.
I felt like I was going crazy, wanting every part of her all at
once. I caressed her back and squeezed her ass, my cock slowly
moving in and out of her to keep up the stimulation while I suckled
greedily on her tits.

The need to come persisted, growing
stronger from the torturous slide in and out of her warm, slick
hole. I rolled her onto her back again and pushed her legs back
until her knees were at her chest. Then I proceeded to plow my cock
into my eighteen-year-old little sister’s tight teen
pussy.

It was such a filthy sight to watch my
thick cock disappearing repeatedly into her hole. My sister’s pussy
lips were so close together that they practically hugged my shaft
as I plunged deep inside her channel.

Even though my sister was a virgin and
I’d just popped her cherry, the excitement of fucking her and the
pressing need to come prevented me from being as gentle as I
should. Her legs slung over my arms, I pounded my little sister
into the bed, our flesh slapping together crudely as I chased my
nut.

“Peter... oh god...” Pris
moaned, tears staining her cheeks.

She gripped my shoulders as I fucked
her hard, her legs shaking. To my surprise, my sister managed to
climax again, her sweet hole spasming around my length and pulling
me to my own release. I didn’t even have time to consider whether I
should pull out.

“Oh fuck…
Pris…”

I groaned and gasped, shuddering as my
sister’s convulsing pussy practically sucked my cum out of my dick.
I kept sliding in and out of her, dizzy with pleasure and perverse
satisfaction that I just knocked up my own sister.

When I was finally drained, I pulled
my softening flesh out of her and released her legs. I caressed her
stomach and her flesh quivered under my touch.

“I just orgasmed too, Pris,
and I did it inside you. Do you know what that means?”

She gasped, a shocked expression on
her face.

“You got me
pregnant!”

“Exactly. And you know how a
baby typically comes out, right?” When she nodded, I smirked.
“Well, in order to make sure it doesn’t hurt as much when the baby
comes, you and I have to make sure your pussy can handle the
stretch. We’ll need to have sex as often as possible, and I have to
come inside you every time we do it too, OK?”

My gullible little sister nodded as
she fell for my bullshit again.


 


 


 


 Quarrel With
Uncle Led To Forced Make Up Sex

 


 “Quinn, I
need you to shop for groceries tomorrow instead of the
weekend.”

I faced Uncle Bruce while I dried a
dish.

“OK. Why?”

“An old college friend and
his wife are coming to dinner on Friday.”

Dread immediately rose inside me as I
sensed where this was headed. I placed the dish on top of the
others in the overhead cupboard, then forced a smile on my face and
cheer in my voice.

“That’s nice. You guys have
loads of catching up to do.” I hesitated then blurted out the rest.
“I have plans that day, though, so I won’t be there.”

“You’ll have to cancel those
plans. Who else is going to cook the dinner?”

Just like I suspected. He
wants me to sacrifice my plans for his.

“You or Sandra could do
it.”

He scoffed. “Sandra is useless. She’s
always so deep in her vodka bottle, she would burn this house down
trying to boil a pot of water.”

Secondhand embarrassment filled me.
Sandra drank too much, for sure, but that was a mean thing for my
uncle to say about his own wife. Uncle Bruce had one of those
strong voices that carried too, and Sandra was lying on the couch
in the living room when I came downstairs to do the
dishes.

I assumed she was sleeping, but what
if she wasn’t? What if she heard what Uncle Bruce just said? Then
again, this past month staying with my uncle and his wife, I heard
worse things come out of his mouth when they argued.

“And my cooking is shit,” he
continued. “You, on the other hand, have a gift for the kitchen. It
has to be you.”

“I can’t cancel my plans.”
My voice came out sharper than I intended and I winced on the
inside. Although I was eighteen, it still made me nervous to be
disrespectful to an adult much older than me. I softened my tone.
“Please, Uncle Bruce. I’ve been really looking forward to spending
time with… with my friends. Please don’t make me stay back on
Friday.”

My uncle eyed me with a knowing look
in his eyes, just like Daddy did when he knew I wasn’t telling the
whole truth. His resemblance to Daddy was so close, that I had the
same fear of and respect for him as I did for Daddy.

“Friends? You mean boyfriend.”

“Yes, I want to spend time
with my boyfriend. We haven’t seen each other in a month thanks to
school and work…” And your stupid 7:30pm
curfew. “…but we’re both free on
Friday.”

“That’s too bad. You’ll have
to postpone taking that dick until your parents get back from
curing sick people in Africa.”

My face hot, I gaped at my uncle.
“What?”

“Your parents put you in my
care while they’re gone. How can I keep you safe when you’re off
somewhere with some guy I don’t know? You’re not going to see your
boyfriend on Friday, or any other day while you’re under my roof.
You’re staying home and you’re cooking dinner.”

All the anger and frustration I’d
tamped down for weeks bubbled over inside me at my uncle’s
domineering attitude. Respect and fear of my uncle took the
backseat as righteous indignation took control. I tightened my grip
on the dishcloth as words flew out of my mouth before I could stop
them.

“No! You can’t make me! I’m
your guest, not your maid! But you treat me like one ever since I
came here! You make me do groceries, laundry, cook food, and clean
the house. Meanwhile your wife gets drunk all day and does
nothing!”

He sneered. “You think just
because you’re a guest, you don’t have to do chores? Your parents
will be gone for another five months. You think you’re just gonna
stay in my house all that time and not lift a finger like you’re
royalty, princess?”

“That’s not what I’m saying!
Of course I’ll do chores. I just don’t think I should do it
all!”

“You said yourself Sandra is
always drunk and does nothing. Which means you want
me to do it, right? When
am I supposed to get time to do housework, Quinn? I leave for work
six in the morning and don’t get home until after six in the
evening. You want me to cook and clean after I bust my ass working
twelve hours a day to pay for everything you’re benefiting from
while living here?”

“You’re making it sound like
I’m being ungrateful when that’s not the case.”

“It sure sounds like it to
me.”

Despite my anger, I felt shame too.
Uncle Bruce had a point. He worked long hours and even got called
in sometimes on his days off. Sandra never did anything but drink
or go hang out with her friends. Still, it felt so unfair I had to
do all the housework, and Uncle Bruce’s overbearing attitude that I
couldn’t spend time with my boyfriend was infuriating.

Our quarrel settled into tense
silence. I didn’t know what to say anymore. The anger in Uncle
Bruce’s brown eyes stifled my words. There was something darker
lurking in his gaze too, and that frightened me.

I shouldn’t have said
anything.

“You know what?” Uncle Bruce
spoke in a low, silky voice as he stepped closer. “You don’t have
to do all the chores anymore. As a matter of fact, you don’t have
to do any of them.
But since you won’t be contributing with housework, you’ll have to
do it some other way, princess.”

A predatory smile curved my uncle’s
lips. The anger in his gaze had been replaced with a dark hunger
that alarmed me. Frozen in shock, I stared at my uncle with widened
eyes. Was my uncle suggesting something dirty?

“How?” I asked, hoping I’d
jumped to the wrong conclusion and that he’d clear things up with
an appropriate answer.

He extended his hand palm up. “Give me
the dishtowel first and I’ll tell you.”

I hesitantly obeyed.

“Now turn
around.”

“Why?”

“Do as I say!”

Frightened into submission by my
uncle’s harsh tone, I turned around like he’d ordered. I didn’t
know what to expect, so it was an unpleasant surprise when my uncle
grabbed my right arm and bent it behind my back. I immediately
yelped and resisted him.

“Uncle Bruce, what are
you—”

“Shut up and stay still, you
spoilt brat.”

My eyes and mouth opened wide in
shock. Uncle Bruce had always been gruff and frank, but he’d never
insulted me or treated me poorly. This was a totally new side to
him that confused and worried me. Some instinctive part of me knew
I should resist whatever he was doing, but I was too afraid of the
consequences if I disobeyed my uncle.

He bent my left arm behind me next,
positioning my forearms across my back. He looped the dishcloth
over my forearms and tied them together, then he tied a second knot
tighter than the first. My elbows bent, a mild ache stirred in my
upper arms and shoulders from the strain. Tears pooled in my eyes
as I struggled against the dishtowel’s unforgiving bind.

“Are you punishing me, Uncle
Bruce?”

“No, this isn’t punishment.”
He embraced me from behind. I cried out in dismayed surprise when
he slipped his hands under my tank top to cup and squeeze my bare
breasts. He licked my neck as he pinched my nipples. “This is us
making up after our fight.”

“No, Uncle Bruce! Stop
touching me like that! It’s wrong! We’re family!”

My uncle tightened his hold on me as I
wiggled and squirmed to get free. He continued fondling my breasts,
hefting them, squeezing them, and pulling and twisting my nipples.
I whimpered and cried out more protests as my own uncle molested me
in his kitchen.

“Even it’s wrong, you’ll let
me do what I want to you,” he growled against my ear. “You know
why? I’ll kick you out of my house if you don’t. Then you won’t
have any other choice but to stay with your boyfriend. By which
time I would have called your parents and told them how you mouthed
off to me when I asked you to do chores, and you ran off to go fuck
your boyfriend like a little slut. Imagine how ashamed and
disappointed your parents will be when they hear that,
princess.”

“They won’t believe
you!”

“Trust me. They will. Your
daddy and I have a strong bond. We’ve always been good brothers to
each other. Why would he think I’m lying?”

Tears sprang to my eyes. I was
horrified my own uncle would stoop so low. To blackmail me, his own
flesh-and-blood niece, into sexual favours.

“Please, Uncle Bruce. Don’t
make me do this! I’m sorry I complained about doing chores. I’ll do
them all! I won’t complain again, I swear.”

To my relief, my uncle slipped his
hands from under my shirt, but it was only so he could grab my
shoulders and force me to kneel on the laminated floor. Trapped
between the cupboard and my uncle, I watched in rising panic as he
undid his pants and pulled his penis free from his
underwear.

My uncle’s thing was
huge. The biggest I’d
ever seen in real life! I gaped at the rigid, girthy length of
flesh pointed right in my face. He was so close that the shape of
the slit in the pink mushroomed tip was visible, and I smelled his
faint natural musk with an undercurrent of his woodsy body
wash.

My uncle smiled wolfishly as he
gripped himself and guided his length toward my lips.

“Give it a kiss first before
you suck it, princess.”

“No!”

I twisted my face away and prayed
Sandra heard me and would come running into the kitchen to see what
was going on. But I didn’t hear any sounds or footsteps coming from
the living room. She was probably deep in drunken sleep like I’d
thought.

Uncle Bruce gripped a fistful of my
hair tight, pulling painfully on my scalp as he forced me to face
his penis again. Then he grasped his length in his free hand and
smacked it against my lips. I squeezed my eyes shut and bit my lips
together as the heavy weight of him struck me. Flecks of his precum
smeared my upper lip and cheek.

“You were bold enough to
open your saucy mouth about chores, now you can’t take a dick
inside it?” One corner of his lips curved up, his eyes gleaming
with amusement. “Would you rather I put it in your pussy instead of
your mouth?”

Neither!

But that wasn’t an option. Pleading
with him wouldn’t work either. If he’d gotten so far as to expose
himself and threaten me, he was obviously determined to have his
way no matter what I said. And if I didn’t give my dirty uncle what
he wanted, he would take more than I was willing to offer. Then he
would sully my parents’ opinion of me and ruin my relationship with
them thanks to his lies.

As tears ran down my cheeks, I
reluctantly opened my mouth. Uncle Bruce made a triumphant sound
and pushed his meaty cockhead between my parted lips.

“Wider.”

I obeyed, trembling with shame and
dismay as my uncle’s girthy length invaded my mouth. Uncle Bruce
hissed as he pushed himself deeper.

“Fuck…
yes…”

My uncle’s warm, hard flesh throbbed
on my tongue. I had to widen my jaw as much as possible to
accommodate his size.

“Suck me off while I fuck
your mouth.”

His grip tightened in my hair as he
pulled out and then thrust into my mouth. He hissed in perverse
delight and did it again, his veiny shaft sliding between my
puckered lips and over my tongue, his fat tip exploring further
with every thrust.

My arms ached from being constricted
in a foreign position for so long. When I gave my boyfriend
blowjobs, my hands were usually free to stroke his length while I
sucked him off. But my horny uncle didn’t seem to care he wasn’t
getting that. He grasped my head in both hands, rocked his hips
back and forth, plunging his length into his eighteen-year-old
niece’s mouth like it was a gloryhole in the cupboard
door.

Tears leaked out of my eyes and spit
ran down my chin. I struggled to take my uncle fucking my mouth. He
was so big, hard, and fleshy between my lips. The weight of him
overwhelmed my tongue and my jaw ached from the strain. The wet
sounds of me sucking down my uncle’s length and his cockhead
stabbing the back of my throat while he used my mouth were so lewd
and loud in my ears.

“Ooh…
yes…” Uncle Bruce groaned. “I knew you’d be
a good little cocksucker since the very first day you came to stay
with me, princess…”

I sniffled, ashamed and
appalled by my uncle’s nasty admission he’d wanted to do this to me
for a long time. We were family. I was his brother’s daughter.
How could he force his penis inside my mouth and violate me this
way?

His cockhead repeatedly rammed the
back of my throat, threatening to choke me. Then his pulsing length
pushed deeper than ever, the fat tip forcing down my spasming
throat.

Even though I choked on it, my wicked
uncle hummed in pleasure and kept shoving deeper until his heavy
balls were pressed right up to my chin. I panicked as he stole my
air then wrenched my face to the side despite the pain of his grip
tugging my hair. My uncle laughed meanly as I panted to catch my
breath.

“What’s wrong?” he asked in
fake concern. “Can’t take a cock down your throat, Your Highness?
What a shame.”

My uncle forced himself between my
lips again with a groan and resumed fucking my mouth with little
regard to my comfort. I gagged whenever he purposely went too deep,
and I wished desperately for my uncle’s wife to hear what was going
on and rescue me.

Uncle Bruce’s flesh gradually grew
stiffer, his thrusts a bit more fervent, and his groans louder. He
was clearly on the verge of coming and I worried he would make me
swallow his cum. But as I consoled myself that at least it would
mean his incestuous violation was over, he abruptly pulled out of
my mouth.

I was momentarily relieved I was no
longer being forced to suck my uncle’s penis. However, I grew
alarmed when he grabbed my arms and hauled me to my feet. I yelped
in protest the instant he shoved my tank top up, exposing my bare
breasts to his hungry gaze.

“You never wear a bra around
this house,” he growled as he palmed my breasts. “I always have to
watch your tits jiggling when you walk, and your nipples poking
through your shirts, begging for a suck. It’s about time they get
it.”

“Please, Uncle Bruce!” I
whimpered. “Don’t—”

He swooped down and sucked one of my
nipples into his warm mouth anyway.

“No… Uncle Bruce…
no!”

I struggled to escape my uncle’s mouth
on my flesh. But my bound arms and Uncle Bruce’s bigger, harder
body kept me trapped. Even though I squirmed and bucked, I was
forced to endure my uncle’s mouth tugging my flesh as he greedily
suckled me against my will.

He shoved his hand into my shorts and
then into my underwear. I cried out again when his questing fingers
caressed my mound then sunk lower to rub my pussy lips. My protests
and gasping pleas for him to stop went ignored.

Caught up in perverse lust for his own
niece, my dirty uncle multitasked his violation of my body. He
spread my pussy lips apart to rub my clit and eagerly sucked one
breast while he palmed the other.

Although I squirmed and struggled to
physically escape him, I also wanted to avoid getting turned on by
my uncle’s incestuous molestation. But it was too late. My uncle’s
unwanted attentions stimulated me. Pleasurable sensations stirred
awake as Uncle Bruce stroked my clit and my treacherous passage
clenched with growing need. When he pressed his finger to my
entrance, I was ashamed how easily he slipped it inside me due to
my slickness.

“Jesus, your pussy is tight
and hot,” he said against my skin. “And soaking wet too. Your mouth
says no, but your body says it really wants your uncle’s
dick.”

“I don’t want that, Uncle
Bruce… please…” I
gasped, even though I knew it was useless. My uncle planned to use
me however he liked and there was nothing I could do or say to stop
him.

Uncle Bruce pulled his finger out
partway, then pushed two of them deep inside my pussy. My uncle’s
digits were just like the rest of him, big and firm. The way they
stretched and filled my hole as he stroked them in and out of my
channel had my body at odds with my mind. I hated it and wanted it
to stop, but at the same time it felt so good. More so as my uncle
sucked my breast, his slippery, deft tongue swirling over my
nipple.

My uncle slipped his fingers out of my
pussy to rub my button with his slick digits. The sweet stimulation
made me moan to my absolute shame. Every stroke of my uncle’s
fingers on my plump nub and firm suck of his mouth on my breast
strengthened the pulsing ache in my pussy.

Uncle Bruce pulled his lips off my
nipple and it felt tender from his firm, incessant sucking. He
slipped his hand out of my shorts and stuck his fingers in his
mouth, sucking my taste off his digits.

“Does your boyfriend eat you
out?”

“That’s none of your
business!”

“He doesn’t, huh?” He tsked
and shook his head, a smirk on his lips. “That’s a damn shame when
your kitty is so sweet. That boy doesn’t know what he’s missing.
Me? I never pass on a good meal.”

Uncle Bruce yanked down my loose
shorts and panties in one go, then stepped on the bundle as he
hoisted me up onto the counter. The surface was low enough that
when he sank to his knees and raised my legs up, his face was lined
up perfectly with my vulgarly exposed pussy. He licked his lips, a
ravenous look on his face as he stared between my legs.

“Goddamn, your wet little pussy looks delicious.”

Uncle Bruce was right. My boyfriend
never went down on me because he had a selfish belief that going
down on a woman emasculated him. That was probably why, on some
sick level, my uncle’s eagerness and obvious appreciation pleased
me and turned me on.

When he tipped his head forward to
slide a long lick over my pussy lips, my muscles tightened and I
moaned in pleasure at the amazing stimulation.

“Oh…”

How could I enjoy this? This was nasty
and wrong! He was my uncle! He was violating me! Just a moment ago,
I hated every second of his cock inside my mouth. Why would I like
his mouth on me?

But the more my uncle licked my pussy,
the less wrong it felt. He groaned in satisfaction as he lapped and
sucked on my lips. He wiggled his tongue between them to lick and
suck my clit.

His warm breath and his mouth’s
suction on my button as his tongue danced over it made my thighs
shake with mounting pleasure. I shut my eyes and bit my lips
together when my shameful moans got too loud. Groans of pleasure
still filled my chest as my uncle expertly ate my pussy.

He dipped his tongue lower and prodded
the tip into my channel. He groaned something about my taste. I
didn’t hear him properly with his mouth mashed right up to my
pussy. I assumed it was positive because he pushed his tongue
deeper inside me, and sucked my both my lips into his mouth as if
he wanted to eat me whole.

This wasn’t just wrong because it was
incest. My uncle was a married man and his wife was only a few feet
away in the living room. While she was probably sleeping, she could
wake up, hear us, and come inside the kitchen at any moment. Then
she’d witness this nasty sight. Of her husband on his knees while
he held his eighteen-year-old niece’s legs wide open and greedily
feasted on her pussy.

This naughty awareness aroused me more
than it should. I shamefully arched my hips to enjoy more of my
uncle’s mouth, straining for the building orgasm I shouldn’t want.
I was on the verge of a fantastic climax when my uncle pulled
away.

He quickly stood up and released my
legs. He pushed his pants and underwear to his feet, then raised
one of my legs as he guided his tip at my slick entrance. My eyes
wide, I gaped at the lewd sight of his pink cockhead poised to
enter me.

“Uncle Bruce—”

My protest was cut short when my uncle
thrust his big dick inside my pussy. He didn’t even take his time
entering me. He basically rammed into me until our pelvises
touched.

Since I was soaking wet and I didn’t
expect it, there was zero resistance. My tight passage was forced
to stretch around my uncle’s huge, rigid flesh penetrating it. I
wailed in shock and pain while Uncle Bruce groaned and swore under
his breath.

My uncle just pushed his penis inside
my pussy without my consent, and his thickness stretched me more
than I was accustomed to. I shuddered, my pussy clenching
desperately around my uncle’s hard member buried deep inside
me.

“Uncle Bruce, you
lied!”

“What did I lie
about?”

“You said you would use
either my mouth or pussy. But you used both!”

He smirked. “I didn’t say
that. I asked what you preferred. You opened your mouth, so I
assumed that was what you
wanted.” He withdrew until he was almost out of me
then grunted as he plunged his dick into me again. I cried out and
he leaned close enough that his lips brushed mine when he spoke.
“But my choice is
your tight little pussy.”

As usual, my uncle ignored my protests
and pleas, and continued doing what he wanted to me. My ass perched
on the very edge of the counter, my legs slung over his arms, and
my hands bound behind my back with the dishtowel, I had no choice
but to take my uncle’s huge member sliding in and out of my tight
hole.

Whimpers and gasps left my lips with
every deep thrust. He filled me entirely, stuffing me beyond
completion. When his thrusts increased in pace and he started to
roughly pound into me, I desperately wished I could push against
his chest to stop him from going so deep.

“Uncle Bruce... oh god...
please... go slower...”

“Ohh... princess... I just
can’t control myself with your sweet cunt sucking me
deep...”

My nasty uncle shunted his hips
forward, slamming his cock deep inside his eighteen-year-old
niece’s pussy until his balls slapped up against the bit of my
buttcheeks hanging off the very edge of the counter.

Despite the pain of his vigorous
thrusts into me, my pleasure climbed too. Uncle Bruce was so big
that he easily rubbed the sensitive spot inside my channel with
every powerful stroke.

I must be as sick as my uncle. I
shouldn’t enjoy getting fucked by a man who shared my blood, a man
who looked just like my father, a man who’d blackmailed me to suck
his dick then forced his cock inside my pussy against my
will.

My uncle slowed his punishing thrusts,
his heavy breathing whistling through his nostrils.

“I bet your doctor parents
taught you about protection for sex,” he said, his lips brushing
over mine again. “I bet you never let your boyfriend’s pencil dick
inside you without wrapping it up first. But look at you now,
princess. Look how much your hungry pussy loves taking every inch
of your uncle’s cock raw.”

When he pulled back, I couldn’t help
looking down indeed. I couldn’t help watching the nasty yet
arousing sight of my uncle’s thick, veiny shaft spreading my pink,
glistening pussy lips apart with each invasion into my
channel.

My uncle resumed fucking me, but at a
steadier pace that ramped up my pleasure instead of his punishing
thrusts from earlier. He released one of my legs to roll his thumb
over my clit, and the orgasm he’d built up when he ate me out
charged toward me again.

The sweet tension hit its peak and my
whole body stiffened even though I trembled. My toes curled tight
as my pussy convulsed on my uncle’s hard cock stroking in and out
of my passage. I bit my lips together to hold back my moans, but
disjointed words still escaped me.

“Oh... Uncle...
god...  Uncle Bruce... yes...”

“Oh fuck,
baby... you’re gonna make me come inside
this sweet little cunt when you squeeze me like that...”

He continued pounding into me, his
stiffening flesh throbbing inside me. Then with a grunt and a
swear, my uncle pressed his forehead to my neck as he flooded my
pussy with his cum.

I was still in the midst of my climax,
so my contractions helped milk my uncle’s seed inside me. I moaned,
shocked that my own uncle came inside me, and that every twitch of
his cock as he pumped his cream into me felt so good.

“Fuck… your tight pussy
sucked me dry,” Uncle Bruce groaned as he rocked his softening
flesh into me.

I sniffled. “You shouldn’t have come
inside me, Uncle Bruce.”

He smiled as he caressed my face. “Of
course I had to. I said you had to contribute if you didn’t want to
do all the chores. Well, giving birth to the baby I just put inside
you is exactly how you’ll do it, princess.”


 


 


 


 Railing My
Sleeping Niece While Milking Her

 


 Shame
crawled under my skin as I poured the crushed sedative into the tea
I made for my niece.

My hand shook as I stirred the tea
until the powder dissolved into the steaming light brown liquid. My
conscience yelled at me that what I planned to do to my sister’s
18-year-old daughter was extremely immoral, but weeks of resisting
temptation had drained my willpower to be good.

My desperate need to suck my
18-year-old niece’s huge tits and drink her sweet milk was too
great.

The spoon clicked against the counter
when I set it down. I took a steadying breath, inhaling the faint
earthy smell of the tea, then carried the cup to my
niece.

“Here you go, sweetheart.
Orange pekoe, milk, two sugars, just like you ordered.”

I set the teacup down on her desk.
Ruby raised her gaze from her textbook and smiled at me.

“Thanks, Uncle
Kevin.”

Her warm smile and the trust in her
bright blue eyes stabbed me with guilt. I forced myself to return
her smile.

“The tea isn’t free, you
know. It’ll cost ya.”

“Yeah? How much?”

Me draining your tits
dry.

“Ten bucks.”

She made an exaggerated
grimace. “Ugh.
What a ripoff! Are you Star—”

“Shh. Don’t say their name! They’ll hear you and jack up the
prices.”

When our laughter died away, I
awkwardly wished her a good time with her studies and left her
bedroom. Then I went to my own room and waited.

Half an hour later, I stood outside
Ruby’s partially open door. I hesitated entering as my conscience
tried to appeal to my morality again.

Don’t do this!

It’s fucked up!

She’s your
niece!

Then why did the universe give me this
opportunity?

After I quit my job working on a
cruise ship, I stayed in my sister’s guest room while I found my
own place. One night, my sister got tipsy and admitted Ruby had a
rare medical condition: she lactated even though she had never been
pregnant. That was why Ruby’s tits were larger than normal for an
18-year-old girl.

I never had any interest in drinking
breast milk, especially ‘straight from the source,’ so to speak.
But later that night, I thought about my sister’s revelation, and
my dick grew stiff imagining my niece’s plump nipples leaking milk.
Then I jerked off to the nasty fantasy of hungrily sucking her tits
and gulping down her milk, and shot my load so fast and so hard, it
left me dizzy and breathless.

For weeks, I suffered pent up,
unnatural lust for my 18-year-old niece’s breasts. But since there
was no way my sweet, studious niece would willingly let her dirty,
thirty-five-year-old uncle suck her tits, I accepted my nasty urges
would forever go unsatisfied.

I was relieved to escape my
torture when I finally found an apartment. In just only
three fucking
days, I would have been home free from
wicked temptation.

Then everything fell into place
tonight.

My sister and her husband left for a
dinner party, leaving me alone with Ruby for the first time. Ruby
asked me to make her a cup of tea to help her study for her exam
tomorrow. As I made the drink, the sick idea to add a sedative
bloomed in my mind and my lizard brain latched on and never let
go.

Just like my mouth planned to do to my
niece’s tits.

My mind made up despite the guilt, I
eased the door open and entered the room. Ruby still sat at her
desk, but she was slumped forward on her open textbook, her head on
top of her arms, her eyes closed.

“Ruby?”

I said her name again louder and
firmly shook her shoulder. After I clapped my hands near her ear
three times and she still didn’t wake up, it relieved me she was
well and truly knocked out. I could proceed.

She was a slim girl despite her
impressive chest. She barely weighed much as I picked her up and
carried her over to her bed. Then I climbed on top of her, my knees
on either side of her waist. Her eyes remained closed, her features
serene, her breathing slow and even in sleep.

Still, I hesitated. The turning point
had truly arrived. I could still walk away from doing this perverse
thing to my niece. But when I slowly raised the hem of her shirt up
over her ample chest, the sight of my niece’s tits encased in her
black sports bra made my dick come alive. I couldn’t turn
back.

The sports bra’s stretchy material
strained to contain my niece’s ample chest. It squeezed her breasts
together, the fleshy tops plump and inviting. I peeled up her
sports bra next, and my niece’s tits bounced free. My cock quickly
achieved full stiffness from the sexy jiggling as well as the
stunning view.

Sweet Jesus, they’re
perfect.

Her sun-kissed skin was flawless, her
breasts heavy yet still round. Her areolas were large, brownish
pink, and covered in little bumps. Her nipples were a darker shade
of pink, already turning into fat nubs now that they were exposed
to the open air. I licked my lips, eager to suckle on those
tasty-looking candy drops.

This time, I felt no hesitation as I
cupped my niece’s breasts. Her warm, pillowy flesh felt like heaven
in my palms as I squeezed them. I rolled my thumbs over her nipples
to make them harder and I was pleasantly surprised when moisture
leaked out of her right nipple onto my thumb. I stuck my finger in
my mouth and licked off the liquid but it wasn’t enough. I needed
more.

I lowered my head and lapped at her
right nipple. Then I wrapped my lips entirely around the hard point
and gave it a firm suck. A soft, faintly sweet liquid spurted into
my mouth. I hummed in satisfaction and greedily drank it down. It
still wasn’t enough though so I kept on sucking, each tug yanking
more milky spurts from her nipple.

Still, it felt like I wasn’t getting
as much as I should. I remembered seeing women pinch around their
nipple as they breastfed. When I did something similar, to my
delight, I was rewarded with a gush then a steadier stream of my
niece’s milk as I sucked her.

“Baby, you taste
fucking incredible,” I groaned as I suckled sweet milk from my niece’s fat
nipple while she slept.

It was a thousand times better than my
dirtiest fantasies. The flowery scent of her skin and her body’s
softness under me ramped up the amazing experience as I drank
straight from her breast. The more I suckled from her, the
thirstier I got.

I slipped my mouth off her right
breast to enjoy the juicy offerings of her left. Her nipple was
like a fat pencil eraser, firm yet fleshy. I swirled and rapidly
flicked my tongue around it then sucked on it hard and
desperately.

It surprised me when my niece let out
a whimper and arched her back, offering more of herself to me. I
immediately pulled away from her and eyed her
suspiciously.

“Ruby?”

She didn’t respond, though her lips
remained parted, and her eyebrows were closer together as if
something bothered her.

Like her nasty uncle
sucking on her titties.

However, her chest continued its even
rise and fall. Though I didn’t want to do it, I shook her shoulder
to confirm she was still asleep. To my relief, she was still
unconscious. I smiled and pressed my lips to neck.

“Did you make that sound
because you like your uncle’s mouth on your tits, sweetheart?” I
asked against her ear. “Here. I’ll do it some more.”

I dragged my lips down her chest then
captured her left breast in my mouth again. I fondled her other
breast, squeezing it and pinching on her nipples until her milk
leaked out onto my fingertips.

Eager to enjoy both her tits at the
same time, I smooshed them together, kneading her heavy flesh as I
bobbed my head between the two. I gusted my breath over her nipples
then sucked as much of her into my mouth as I could.

The noisy sounds of me slurping,
licking and sucking my sleeping eighteen-year-old niece’s nipples
sounded so nasty and wrong, but it turned me on like never
before.

My pent up, perverse lust for my
niece’s tits was being sated, yet my cock throbbed with an even
greater and sicker need. I released one of her breasts and rubbed
my dick over my clothes for some relief but it only made me want
more stimulation.

I raised myself, spread open my
niece’s legs, then lay my lower half on top of hers. Once I’d
adjusted myself until my cock was nestled right against my niece’s
pussy, I started rutting against her as I continued suckling from
her tits.

The heat of her pussy through our
clothing tantalized and tormented me. I groaned around her nipple
as I rocked my hips faster and harder, and rubbing my dick up
against her. It was exactly what I desperately wanted to do to her,
only with our clothes off and my dick buried inside her.

I pulled my lips off her nipple and
pressed my face into her neck again.

“I know it’s wrong but I
want to fuck you so bad,” I groaned, my breathing heavy and my body
shaking with extreme horniness. “I want to push inside your pussy
while I suck on your juicy tits.”

Right after I spoke, my niece groaned
in her sleep and shifted under me. My horny brain quickly
considered it as a positive response to what I’d said. That she
wanted me to fuck her. I moved my hand between us and rubbed her
pussy insistently over her pants.

Her pussy felt so supple even through
two layers of clothing. I dared to ease my hand into her pants then
into her panties next. I made a satisfied sound as my fingers
skimmed over her shaved mound, and I was pleasantly surprised to
discover her soft pussy lips extremely slick.

Jesus. She was so wet, she’d drenched the crotch of her panties and
made them totally sticky with her juices. Oh, yes. My sweet little niece
definitely enjoyed her dirty uncle sucking her tits even though she
was asleep.

I parted her wet slit and idly
caressed her engorged clit with the tips of my fingers. When my
niece whimpered, I applied more pressure to her button, rubbing in
a circular motion. Her whimpers became more frequent, her hole just
as quick to gush liquid as her tits. Soon, she was so slick that I
found it hard to keep my fingers on her slippery nub.

I sunk my fingers lower and pressed
two of them to her entrance. Even though her hole and my fingers
were liberally coated in her juices, her pussy was so tight that it
resisted my fingers at first.

Oh shit.

Was she a
virgin?

If so, that would make everything I
was doing to her ten times worse. But it didn’t give me pause. I
kept forcing my fingers to penetrate her and I groaned as my
niece’s tight teen pussy squeezed my digits as they entered
her.

My niece’s warm, wet channel stretched
to accommodate her uncle’s thick fingers violating her while she
slept. Once my digits were knuckle-deep inside her, I pulled them
out partway and thrust them into her again, the action resulting in
a lewd squelch due to her generous slickness.

I pumped my digits in and out of my
niece’s pussy like I desperately wanted to do with my throbbing
cock. Then I lowered my head and resumed sucking greedily on her
right breast. More of her milk leaked out and I drank it all down
and suckled her fat nipple for more.

Her hot, wet hole cinched around my
fingers and the incessant sounds of my fingers sliding in and out
of her drove me crazy. My aching cock demanded being in the place
of my fingers but I fought like hell against that sick need. I
fucked my fingers into her pussy faster, sucked her titties harder.
I’d shifted my body to the side so that my hand had room to finger
her, so I rubbed my cock against her hip, the friction of my
underwear feeling good on the swollen head of my dick.

However, the urge to slide my dick
inside her sweet little cunt and pound her into the bed grew too
strong for me to fight. But I couldn’t fuck her. It was just too
wrong. It would compound the evil shit I’d already done to her so
far.

Drugging her, sucking her tits, and
fingering her pussy while she was unconscious and couldn’t give
consent was bad enough, but at least it wasn’t as bad as pushing my
penis inside her pussy. Especially when she was likely a
virgin.

The only solution was to stop
everything now and leave her alone. So I pulled my fingers out of
her, slipped my mouth off her titty, and scrambled off the bed. All
I had to do was leave her room. But the problem was that I’d gotten
a taste of temptation and enjoyed it, and now I was starving for
the whole fucking meal.

What she doesn’t know won’t
hurt her, I thought as I pushed down my
pants and underwear in one go. I grabbed myself and stroked my
stiff length, shuddering at the satisfying skin-to-skin
stimulation. My length pulsed against my palm, my precum pebbled at
the swollen tip, dribbling out to get me slick for my niece. Just
like my niece was already slick and ready for me.

My conscience yelled at me as I
climbed onto the bed again. I ignored it as I quickly peeled off
Ruby’s pants and drenched panties then moved between her spread
legs.

My niece’s glistening pussy was so
inviting. The thought that my dick would possibly be the first
between those puffy pussy lips egged me on. I pressed my pink,
swollen cockhead to her pussy and hissed in pleasure as I dragged
my cockhead up and down her slit. Then I eased myself forward,
slowly penetrating my eighteen-year-old niece while she
slept.

“Ah…” Ruby vocalized as my cockhead slipped inside her.

Soaking the head of my cock inside my
niece’s pussy was a whole new level of sweet torture. But if I
slammed into her like I wanted, I might startle her awake. So I
took my time forcing my length into my niece’s impossibly tight,
wet cunt.

When I happened to look down where we
were joined, the sight of my thick length slowly being swallowed
between my niece’s pussy lips was insanely filthy and arousing. I
shuddered and moaned, cursing under my breath as inch by inch of my
stiff cock filled her up.

My niece’s whimpers increased as her
tiny pussy got further stretched open by her uncle’s dick. It felt
like forever when I’d seated myself to the base inside her. She
felt like the hottest, sweetest fire surrounding my dick. I moaned,
dizzy with pleasure.

“Oh… fuck… you’re definitely
a virgin, baby…” I gasped. “I’ve never a felt a pussy this
incredible in my life. I’m glad I’m your first.”

She was my flesh-and-blood. My
sister’s 18-year-old daughter. Forcing my stiff cock inside her
pussy while she slept and popping her cherry against her will
wasn’t something I should be proud of, and yet I was beyond
delighted.

While I stroked my cock in and out of
my niece, I lowered my head and sucked her left breast into my
mouth. The stream of her milk had thinned since I’d suckled plenty
out of her already, but I hungrily tugged at her nipples anyway.
She cried out louder than usual and squirmed as if to escape my
mouth. I suspected if she were conscious, she’d probably be bawling
that they hurt, but I kept on sucking them anyway.

My need to fuck her harder
strengthened with every torturous thrust in and out of her passage.
I reluctantly pulled my mouth off her tits, raised up, and hooked
my arms under her knees. She moaned when I began pumping into her
harder, like if she was enjoying getting fucked by her
uncle.

Her sexy sounds combined with the
rhythmic slap of our flesh really turned me on. I pounded my
sleeping niece into her bed, my rigid cock repeatedly beating into
her pussy. She creamed all over my length and coated my balls in
her juices.

Pumping my cock into such a multitude
of wonderful and immense sensations overwhelmed me. I was buried so
snugly inside my niece’s pussy that her walls clung to my length
every time I retreated, and welcomed me with a fierce hug when I
plunged deep inside her. I arched my neck and squeeze my eyes shut
in bliss, my body shaking.

“Fuck…. yes… oh… baby…
you’re a good little cocksleeve for your uncle…”

For weeks, I’d fucked my hand to
fantasies of sucking my niece’s tits and fucking her. Now that I
was making my fantasies a reality, my body was on overload with
pleasure and triumph. My need to come charged toward me faster than
I could control.

My fear she might wake up and catch me
filling up her pussy against her will disappeared. My gaze zeroed
in on her bouncing tits, I pressed down on the backs of my niece’s
thighs and began savagely beating into her pussy as I chased my
nut.

I panted and groaned while railing my
sleeping niece like there was no tomorrow. Despite her moans and
squirms, my niece was still a captive to the drug I’d put in her
tea, so her tender little hole had no choice but to take her
uncle’s hard, rough strokes whether she liked it or not.

Even though she wasn’t aware of
getting fucked now, she most certainly would feel sore when she was
next conscious. A sick part of me liked that. Enjoyed the idea of
using and abusing her tight pussy however I wanted. It was payback
for the weeks of torment.

“Ah…
ahhh…” she cried out, tossing her head from
side to side, her golden hair swishing across her
pillow.

Her pussy spasmed around me,
her thighs shaking under my palms. Holy
shit. She was actually coming on me in her
sleep!

And then the front door opened and
slammed shut.

“…sorry for those poor kids,
you know?” came my sister’s voice from downstairs. “If their
parents could make a huge scene like that in front of their party
guests, imagine how they behave when nobody else is
around.”

“Oh fuck...” I gasped in
pleasure as my niece’s convulsions yanked me closer to my climax,
and also in horror that my sister and her husband were home
early.

I swung my gaze over my shoulder as I
slowed my thrusts in my niece. In my haste to suckle my niece, I’d
left the bedroom door partially open.

“I’m just relieved we got
out of there right away,” said my sister’s husband. “I need a drink
from all that yelling. Want one?”

“Sure. Let me check on Ruby
first.”

My sister’s footsteps thudded up the
stairs. This was a good time as any to pull out of my niece and
hide but I resumed pounding into Ruby’s soft, wet pussy, my swollen
cock throbbing with my impending climax. The fact that I was
fucking my niece while her parents were unaware and the fear of
discovery only made this nasty, incestuous moment
hotter.

When my sister’s footsteps arrived on
the landing, I grunted as I slammed as deep as I could inside my
sleeping niece, then pumped her sweet tender hole full with my
cream just like hers had filled my mouth. I shuddered from the
immense bliss of coming inside my niece, and continued thrusting
into her as her fading pussy spasms massaged my seed out of my
length.

The last spurt of cum had just left
me, and I was still buried balls deep in Ruby when there was a
gentle knock on Ruby’s door.

“Honey, are you still
studying?” my sister called.

I quickly pulled out of my niece and
rolled off the bed. Then I yanked Ruby’s bedsheet up to cover her
body, leaving only her head and shoulders exposed.

The door creaked open just as I
slipped under Ruby’s bed and I grimaced as my exposed dick still
covered in Ruby’s pussy juices dragged across the rough carpet.
From under the bed, I watched my sister’s bare feet march across
the room and to the side of the bed.

“Aw, my poor baby,” my
sister said softly. “You worked yourself so hard, you fell
asleep.”

My body was tense, my heart
pounding so hard, I was certain my sister would hear it. All my
sister had to do was peel back the sheet and she’d see her
daughter’s well-sucked tits and well-fucked pussy leaking with cum.
Then she’d know her sleeping daughter had been worked hard instead.

But it seemed like the universe was
really in my favour today. It gave me the chance to fuck my niece,
and the chance to get away with it. To my relief, my sister walked
away from the bed, her feet padding over to Ruby’s desk. I heard
the scrape of the cup of half-drunk tea lifting away from the desk,
followed by a click as my sister turned off Ruby’s desk light,
blanketing the room in darkness. Then my sister left the room,
closing the door behind her.

I crawled out from under the bed and
did my best to clean my cum from Ruby’s pussy with a shirt from her
laundry basket. After I was done readjusting her clothes, I
couldn’t resist another hungry suck on her tits. Only little spurts
of milk remained but I drank it greedily. Then I licked my lips and
snuck out of my niece’s room with a huge grin on my
face.

When I worked on a cruise
ship, I always liked to get myself a going-away present before I
left for the sea. Well, I was leaving my sister’s place in three
days. Draining my eighteen-year-old niece’s milk into my mouth and
draining my milk
into her pussy was the best gift ever.

And I was pretty sure I left my niece
a little present of my own in her belly too.


 


 


 


 Seeded By
Daddy While I Was Drunk

 


 “You see
this, Simone? This brings back memories.”

The bottle in Daddy’s hand contained
an amber liquid. The label on the front said CINNAMON WHISKY and
featured a monster drawing.

I smiled. “I thought
booze took away memories.”

“Well, the ones I made with
your mother thanks to this drink are still around.”

He smirked and waggled his eyebrows. I
groaned and shook my head.

“Ugh. Daddy, I didn’t need to hear that!”

We shared a laugh then resumed
unpacking the groceries we just bought. Daddy’s good mood made me
happy. He was finally looking in me in the eye and saying more than
two words to me ever since last weekend too.

Mom passed away when I was young.
Daddy raised me and took care of me. Except for the rare occasions
when Daddy dated, it was usually just the two of us and that made
us close. He treated me more like he was my friend instead of my
father, which was why I felt comfortable talking to him about
anything, even about sex.

So last weekend, I asked him how a
person knew they were ready for sex because I was thinking about
doing it for the first time with my boyfriend. He gave me some good
advice and I thought we had mature—if a little awkward—talk. But
Daddy changed. He avoided me and hardly spoke to me when we were
together.

Even though he’d said he accepted I
was an adult and old enough to have sex, maybe he still saw me as
his little girl and didn’t like the thought of me being sexually
active. I wanted to ask him if that was the case, but I was waiting
for the right time to bring it up. Maybe I didn’t have to anymore
since he was being normal with me again.

The cinnamon whisky was the last thing
to put away. The bottle was heavier than I expected. I picked it up
with both hands and stared at the label again.

“Is the monster’s hair and
mouth on fire because the drink is really spicy?”

“It’s not
that spicy,” Daddy said.
“It’s warm going down, yeah, and you can definitely taste the
cinnamon flavour, but it’s actually a sweet drink.” He paused then
spoke in a lower voice. “Do you want to taste it?”

“I’m only eighteen, Daddy.”
I smiled. “You’ll go to jail for offering me booze when I’m not old
enough to drink it.”

“It’s not a big deal if it’s
just a sip. Besides, you think I don’t know you drink beer with
your friends at parties?”

He took the bottle from me
and set it down on the counter, then grabbed two shot glasses from
the cupboard. The sip Daddy offered me was actually a full shot glass. I brought it
to my lips and an overwhelming spicy scent wafted from the
drink.

“Go on,” Daddy ordered in a
gruff voice, watching me carefully. “Drink it.”

As if to further encourage me, he
poured himself a shot and quickly downed it. He didn’t even wince.
His lack of a reaction made me bold, but when I gulped down my
shot, it felt like I’d poured liquid heat down my throat straight
into my belly.

“Ah!” I cried out, squeezing
my eyes shut and smacking my lips. I enjoyed the sweetness, but the
burn in my throat was intense. “Man, that’s cinnamony!”

Daddy laughed. “It feels good in your
belly, right?”

“Yeah, really
warm.”

He poured more into the shot glasses
and pushed one into my hand.

“Here. Another one to make
it last longer.”

I didn’t want another shot but I
didn’t want to reject Daddy’s offer, especially when he was being
friendly with me again. I braced myself for the burn when I
swallowed it, but it wasn’t as bad as the first.

The warmth intensified in my stomach,
a gradual lightness spreading throughout my body. By the time I
drank the third shot Daddy offered, my head spun and I was unsteady
on my feet.

“No more… “ I tried to wave
my hands and shake my head but my limbs felt light and heavy at the
same time. “I’m tipsy!”

“You should be.” Daddy
capped the bottle and pointed at a percentage near the bottom of
the label. “33%. That’s one of the higher numbers for alcohol
content in drinks. Over six times what you’d normally get in beer.
In a few more minutes, a slim little thing like you should be
properly drunk.”

“Did you want…” The
fogginess in my head strengthened and my tongue felt thick in my
mouth. I struggled to come up with words as well as speak them.
“Did you want this to happen? You wanted me drunk?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

Daddy stepped closer, a predatory look
in his eyes that made me uncomfortable. I took a step back on feet
that were made of jello. My knees buckled but Daddy caught me
before I fell. He held me against his big, hard body with one hand
while he cupped my face with the other.

“To help you,” he said
softly, stroking my cheek with his thumb. “Last weekend, you told
me you were afraid to have sex with your boyfriend because you
thought you’d suck at it, and were worried about the pain of losing
your virginity. The best way to cure your anxiety is with
experience. I’m going to give that to you.”

Then Daddy lowered his head and kissed
me directly on the mouth. Stunned and drunk, I was slow to react.
However, when Daddy licked the seam of my lips and wormed his
tongue into my mouth, I cried out and twisted my face
away.

“Daddy… no… you can’t
kiss—”

My words were cut off in a yelp when
Daddy suddenly scooped me up into his arms. The sudden movement
made me dizzy, and I grew disoriented as he carried me out of the
kitchen.

With three shots of strong whisky
flooding my system, my thoughts were scattered and hazy, the urge
to sleep floating downward like a falling blanket. I fought to stay
awake because even in my drunken state, I was aware that something
terrible was about to happen.

Daddy entered his bedroom and set me
on his bed. I struggled to get up but invisible cement blocks
pinned me down. All I could do was drunkenly move my arms and legs
like a bug on its back. I stilled when Daddy peeled off his shirt
and pushed down his pants.

Daddy’s earlier words
returned.

The best way to cure your
anxiety is with experience. I’m going to give that to
you.

Now that he had removed his clothes
and the shape of his penis was visible in his underwear, my
father’s sick intentions were very clear.

“No... no…” I slurred out,
shaking my head harder than I should. I gasped when the room
violently spun again.

Daddy wordlessly grasped the waist of
his underwear and pushed them down his legs like if he hadn’t heard
me. My eyes widened when my father’s semi-erect penis came into
view.

I gawked, transfixed by the
thick flesh between Daddy’s strong thighs. I’d seen penises in
porn, and felt my boyfriend’s during our make out sessions. But it
was the first time I’d ever seen a penis in real life, and it
belonged to my father.

It grew stiffer and longer while I
stared at it, slowly rising to point the mushroomed, pink tip at
the ceiling. Daddy climbed onto the bed and my alarm
resurged.

“I’m your daughter... I’m
your daughter… Daddy… please…”

“That’s what I kept telling
myself this past week, sweetheart. Ever since you told me you
wanted to fuck your boyfriend, all I could think about was you and
him naked together, his hands on your body, his mouth sucking your
tits, then his dick inside your pussy. It drove me
crazy. Crazy mad.
Crazy jealous.”

When I tried to roll away from him, he
grabbed me, forced me to lie flat on my back, and climbed on top of
me.

“I kept reminding myself you
were my daughter,” he continued, holding down my arms. “That
wanting to fuck you and be the one to take your virginity was very
wrong. Then I found that cinnamon whisky at the store today. It had
been years since I last saw it. That drink was your mother’s
favourite. She would get so horny after she drank it. A real
cock-hungry slut. So I thought maybe finding the drink was a sign
from her, you know? Maybe she wants me to be your first because she
knows that as your father, I would make it good for you. I would
fuck you right.”

He released my arms and pulled my
dress straps down my arms then yanked the front of my dress down to
under my chest. I wasn’t wearing a bra so my bare tits were
immediately exposed to my father’s gaze.

He eyed them with blatant hunger and I
shivered, attempting to cover them. He yanked my arms away from my
breasts to expose me fully. I cried out when my horny father
grabbed my right breast in his big hand and squeezed it.

“No… Daddy… no!”

Tears spilling down my cheeks, I tried
to escape my father’s unwanted touch. I was too weak from the
booze, and even if I were sober, Daddy was still much stronger than
me. He grasped my wrists in both hands and pinned them to my
stomach. With his free hand, he continued to fondle my breast
against my will, his warm touch impressing itself on my bare
skin.

He groaned as he squeezed my flesh and
pinched my nipple. Each tug made it harder and made me whimper in
dismay. Daddy swept his hand across the valley of my breasts to
fondle the other, kneading my flesh and playing with my nipple
until it became a hard point too.

“Stop... Daddy...
please...”

“How can I stop when your
tits are the best toys I’ve ever had to play with, baby? God, yours
are better than your mother’s.”

Daddy lowered his head and sucked my
right nipple into his mouth. He was immediately greedy about it
too, sucking it hard and noisily as his tongue swirled around my
areola. I bucked and cried out, shivering and twisting my body
under my father. But in my drunken state, I was too weak to move
much. I was a captive to my father’s powerful hold and his
molestation.

Daddy groaned in sick delight around
my breast, his swirling tongue and the firm suction of his damp,
hot mouth the most prominent sensations in my hazy state.
Occasionally, he scraped his teeth over my nipple and bit it too,
pulling yelps from me amid my sobbing.

He released my hands so he could
fondle my other breast while his mouth feasted on the other one. He
was immovable when I tried to push against his head to get him off
me. He lowered himself, settling his weight on top of me, pinning
me to the bed with his much bigger body. His hard, warm flesh
trapped between us, it throbbed against my stomach.

He released my breast with a slurp and
licked a path between my breasts to latch his greedy lips around
the other nipple. He sucked it just as firmly as he did the first
while he pinched, twisted and tugged the one he’d just abused with
his mouth.

In my half-conscious, drunken state,
this incestuous moment felt like an out of body experience, which
made the nasty things my own father did to me even more intense. I
sobbed, hating that this was happening to me and that I couldn’t
stop it.

But what disturbed me most of all was
that my body responded to my horny father’s sucking on my tits.
Between my legs pulsed from the stimulation of his warm, wet mouth
and slick tongue on a sensitive part of me.

While Daddy suckled and bit my
breasts, he pushed a hand between us and roughly pulled up the
skirt of my dress. I cried out again in even greater dismay as my
father’s eager fingers rubbed my pussy over my panties, his digits
tracing the groove between my pussy lips.

When my boyfriend touched me like
this, I would moan in pleasure. But I moaned in distress that it
was my father’s hand touching me in such an intimate place. A
father should never touch his daughter like this. Especially when
she was drunk and didn’t consent to it.

But Daddy didn’t care about that at
all. He continued sucking hungrily on my tits and rutting his hard
cock against my hip as he pushed his hand into my panties next. He
groaned around my breast as he rubbed my bare pussy with his
fingers.

I whimpered as my father’s questing
fingers dragged back and forth over my pussy lips, traced my slit,
then spread my lips apart to rub his fingers over my
clit.

“Daddy... stop... stop
touching me…”

Daddy released my breast and pressed
his lips to my jaw.

“Come on, baby. Why are you
complaining when I’m trying to give you pleasure? Doesn’t it feel
good when Daddy rubs your pussy like this?”

He began stroking my clit in firm
circles, and to my shame, my pussy tightened from the unwanted
stimulation, arousal awakening in my body.

“No… it doesn’t,
Daddy… it doesn’t…” I lied.

Daddy covered my mouth with a kiss,
forcing his tongue into my mouth like he did in the kitchen. I
considered biting it but I didn’t because despite this depraved
thing my father was doing to me, I still loved him and didn’t want
to hurt him.

He swallowed my reluctant moans as he
stroked my nub into plump firmness. My hips rolled of their own
volition to meet his touch, though I sobbed because I didn’t want
this at all. Daddy pushed his hand even lower and pressed a finger
to my entrance. As his tongue violated my mouth, Daddy proceeded to
violate my vagina with his thick finger, forcing it into my
passage.

I wailed and twisted my face away from
my father’s kiss, the room lurching yet again from my sudden head
movement. I weakly pushed against his shoulder but Daddy was a wall
of solid flesh on top of me, his thick finger worming deeper into
my virginal hole.

“Jesus, your pussy hole is
so small and tight. It’s really a good thing you’re drunk,
babygirl. You wouldn’t have been able to take Daddy’s cock
sober.”

With a perverse groan, my father
pushed his finger all the way into my pussy. I whimpered and begged
him to take it out. He briefly obliged me only to pump it deep into
me again, both of us groaning together.

If it weren’t for the booze, I might
have clenched up to stop him, but my drunken state left all my
muscles relaxed and open to my father’s violation. As a matter of
fact, it intensified the sensation of Daddy’s finger invading my
pussy, thrusting in and out of my channel. I wasn’t very wet, but
it was enough to ease the slide of my father’s unwanted finger
moving in and out of my tight passage.

“Daddy… take it out…
please…”

Instead, Daddy forced a second finger
into my pussy, groaning against my neck as he finger fucked his own
eighteen-year-old daughter’s tight hole while she was drunk. His
stiff cock rubbing against my hip was so prominent, mimicking the
movements of his fingers thrusting in and out of me. Soon, my
wicked father would replace his fingers with that big, hard
thing…

I was in turmoil. Daddy’s thick
fingers filled me up like never before, their relentless stroking
along my tight passage, and the meat of his palm rubbing against my
clit feeling so good yet so very wrong. He lowered his head to my
chest to resume sucking on my tits, and that combined sensation of
his fingers moving in me increased my arousal, making me
wetter.

When Daddy pulled his fingers out of
me and his mouth off my breast, my chest heaved as my breath came
fast and hard. My head was spinning, my consciousness hanging on by
a thread. As I struggled to keep my eyes open, I sensed Daddy
moving, crawling down my body. He spread my legs wide and the
feeling of him shoving his face right up against my pussy made my
eyes spring wide open again.

His breath was hot and damp through my
panties as he breathed. He inhaled me as though my scent gave him
life, a desperate-sounding groan rumbling out of him. Then he
roughly yanked my panties aside, exposing my pussy. I gasped and
bucked when my father pressed his mouth to me and eagerly lapped
over my lips then wiggled his tongue between them to taste my
hole.

My hand weighed a ton as I struggled
to heft it and push Daddy’s head away. Daddy didn’t move at all.
The wiggling sensation of his slippery, fervent tongue all over my
pussy lips and just inside my entrance was so nasty yet
pleasurable. When he fastened his lips around my clit and sucked it
hard, the sudden jolt of pleasure-pain startled me into greater
alertness.

“Ah…” I yelped, trying to arch my hips away.

His satisfied hum was his response as
he lapped over my fattened nub with his tongue while he firmly
sucked it. I rolled my hips, bouncing between shame and enjoyment
as my horny father ate my pussy. When he forced his fingers into me
again, I was more than slick enough for them to slide deep inside
me with ease.

“Oh, you’re so wet for Daddy
now, baby,” he groaned against me.

Daddy continued sucking and licking my
clit while he pumped his fingers in and out of his teenaged
daughter’s tight virgin pussy. My body gradually tightened, my
pleasure increasing. I panted and moaned and sobbed, sensing the
impending pinnacle, wanting to avoid it, yet striving for it
anyway.

Tears spilling down my cheeks and
fiery pleasure concentrated where my father’s hot mouth feasted on
me like I was his last meal before execution, my whole body
shuddered as a sweet, hot climax inevitably swept through
me.

My neck arched, a guttural moan
escaped my parted lips, my hands feebly fisting the sheet. I cried
and gasped, panting as the heady climax took control of my body. My
pussy walls convulsed around Daddy’s thrusting fingers and I
instinctively pressed myself against my daddy’s hungry mouth,
seeking more stimulation as I came undone on his wicked
tongue.

“Daddy... oh god...
Daddy…”

My father’s tongue and fingers never
stopped tasting and stroking me until only sweet little spasms
remained in my pussy and aftershocks raced up my thighs. My rapid
breathing evened out. After coming so hard, I didn’t have any
strength left in me to fight sleep. The darkness began taking me
away.

“You looked so beautiful
when you came for me, sweetheart,” Daddy said, his voice sounding
distant in my half-awake state. “I’m going to let you feel how
stiff you made your Daddy.”

Mostly asleep and so very drunk, I was
vaguely aware of the mattress shifting as Daddy climbed on top of
me again, then the sensation of something firm rubbing up and down
against my pussy lips. A tiny, urgent voice in my head insisted I
wake up, but I desperately wanted to pass out. I even heard myself
snoring.

But then that firm thing that was
rubbing me began pushing into me, the pressure of its invasion too
noticeable to ignore. My eyes sprang open. Daddy was on top of me
pulling my panties to the side with one hand while he guided his
cockhead into my entrance.

“Daddy… no!” I gasped out, struggling to
twist my hips away.

Daddy ignored my pleas, forcing his
fat tip into my hole anyway. While my father groaned in obvious
pleasure he’d penetrated me with his tip, I wailed in shock and
distress because even that bit of stretch taught me the rest of him
inside me was going to hurt.

Now that he’d squeezed the fat tip of
himself inside my narrow passage, my father released his shaft and
pushed my legs back, spreading me vulgarly while at the same time
pinning me down so I couldn’t move.

“Fuck… love the way your pussy looks ready to take the rest of me,”
Daddy groaned, looking down at the crude sight where we were
joined.

“Please, Daddy! Please… take
your penis out of me. I want… I want… my first time to be with my
boyfriend…”

He smiled. “I guess this is a perfect
time to teach you an important life lesson, sweetheart: we don’t
always get what we want.”

Daddy continued forcing his thick
rigid cock into my tight virgin hole. My slickness eased his
invasion, but his impressive girth hindered it. If I had the will
to clench up, I would have, but I didn’t even have to. Daddy was so
big and I was so small down there, Daddy had to rock back and forth
to force more of himself into me with each thrust, grunting and
hissing while I sobbed and whimpered.

“Fuck…” Daddy said impatiently, his heavy breathing whistling
through his nostrils. “I’m sorry, baby. I didn’t want to hurt you
but I’m just going to have to plow right in to get this
going.”

With that, Daddy dug his fingers into
the backs of my thighs, fiercely holding me down as he rammed his
hips forward, busting past my hymen and abruptly filling my virgin
passage entirely with his rigid flesh.

I wailed from the intense pain and
pressure of my first dick, especially that it had been shoved so
roughly into me. The fact that it belonged to my father only added
to my torment. I gasped and panted, struggling to endure the
unbearable stretch.

“Daddy, it’s too much… oh
god… Daddy… it hurts!”

Daddy released my legs and lowered
himself so he could shut me up with a forceful kiss. While his
tongue swirled in my mouth, he pulled his cock out partway and
shunted his hips forward, filling my pussy deep again which flooded
his mouth with more of my wails.

This was criminal on so many fronts.
He was my father, he’d gotten me drunk on purpose, he’d violated me
against my will, and he was way too big for my first time. It felt
like a thick log was crammed into my pussy and I would never know
relief again.

“Oh,
princess…” Daddy hissed against my lips.
“You’re so tight and wet for Daddy... you feel so fucking
good…”

Daddy pulled out until only his tip
was in my entrance then plunged deep again with a hiss of sick
pleasure while I cried out yet again. Despite his first, aggressive
penetration, my father maintained an easy pace, sliding his cock in
and out of me with slow and torturous strokes along my tight
channel. I didn’t know if it was for my sake or his because he was
shuddering like he was desperately trying to get control of
himself.

Even as the sensation of my daddy’s
cock repeatedly filling my hole couldn’t be denied, it was still
hard to accept this was happening. My drunken mind wanted to
believe this was all a sick, nasty and very detailed nightmare.
That when I woke up, my father would be the sweet, kind man I
always knew, and not a depraved monster who’d violated me in the
worse way imaginable.

But it was all too real when Daddy
raised up and pounded into me harder, his eyes squeezed shut on a
blissful moan as he railed his drunk daughter’s tight teen pussy.
Then he paused his thrusts and manoeuvred me onto my side without
pulling his cock out of me. Knelt on the bed, he pushed my right
leg up and pulled my panties aside even more to get better access
to my pussy, then resumed plowing his cock into my once virgin
hole.

Daddy had been so horny for me, he
hadn’t even had the patience to take off my underwear. The material
dug into my leg as he held it out of the way but the sensation of
my father’s hard cock filling my pussy took up all of my
attention.

In this position, I felt every bit of
him filling and stretching my tight little hole, his cockhead
battering my insides with every deep thrust. While the pain had
ebbed, the foreignness of my daddy’s hard, thick member repeatedly
slamming deep into my pussy was overwhelming.

“Daddy… please… oh god… I
can’t take anymore…”

“Oh, baby, I wish I could
stop… I wanted to take my time and be gentle but it’s been so long
since I was inside a pussy, and yours is the tightest, sweetest
cunt I ever had squeezing my cock… fuck… I just can’t control
myself…”

He squeezed my breast with his free
hand, bent over and sucked on it greedily as he pounded his big
dick into me with short, hard stabs that made me yelp with every
thrust. Then he raised up to resume fucking me normally.

The stroking of my father’s cock
inside my tight pussy rubbed a sweet spot that gradually lessened
my distress and increased my treacherous, unwanted pleasure. I
didn’t want to enjoy this at all. My father was violating me and
forcing me to commit incest! Yet reluctant moans and gasps left my
lips as my father’s stiff, thick length filled me in a satisfying
way I’d never felt before.

“Fuck, your tight pussy
makes me want to come sooner than I anticipated,” Daddy groaned,
then pulled out of me. I hated how my pussy suddenly felt so
empty.

He roughly yanked me to the corner of
the bed, finally peeled off my panties, then flipped me over onto
my stomach. He growled in appreciation as he jiggled my ass then
spanked it twice, pulling yelps from me. He kissed a path across my
ass where he’d spanked, up my back, then against my neck. His thick
cock still damp with my juices resting on my skin.

Then Daddy scooped his hand under my
stomach and yanked me back even further. My legs spread on either
side of the corner of the bed, my pussy was easily accessible to
him and my father took full advantage. He pressed his cockhead to
my entrance and shoved into me deep. My sweaty, tear-stained face
pressed into the mattress, my cry was muffled as my father’s thick
length invaded my too-tight channel yet again.

His grasp fierce on my waist, Daddy
held me down on the corner of the bed and mercilessly pounded into
my recently deflowered pussy from behind. While it hurt to an
extent and I pleaded for him to be gentler, Daddy’s hard, fast, and
rough fucking whipped me closer to an orgasm.

The incessant slap of my father’s
pelvis against my ass, his groans and my muffled whimpers filled
the room. Daddy’s thrusts into me rocked and shook me. It felt like
Daddy was swelling inside me which increased the stretch of him in
my passage as well as the sweet rub as he fucked me.

“Daddy… oh god…
Daddy…” I gasped, my body tightening as the
sweet tension in my body rocketed higher.

Daddy started to shake, his groans
getting louder too. It was clear he was nearing his finish but I
got there first. I shuddered and sobbed Daddy’s name in shame as
sweet bliss swept through me while I came hard on my father’s hard
cock thrusting into my spasming pussy.

“Oh fuck... oh fuck... “
Daddy gasped as he followed right after me, seeding his little
girl’s tight teen pussy that convulsed around his thick
length.

Daddy grunted, groaned and jerked as
he continued thrusting his throbbing flesh into me, my hole milking
his warm cum straight into my belly. I was falling asleep as Daddy
still stroked his cock in and out of me while the last spurts of
cum left him. Then I felt the slippery slide of him pulling his
soft flesh out of my tender pussy, and a terrible realization came
to me as my consciousness faded that my own father likely just
impregnated me with his baby.

“See, sweetheart? You were
worried over nothing. You handled the pain of your first cock so
well you even came all over it, and you were so good at taking your
Daddy’s dick and cum inside you. But you know what?” Daddy’s voice
grew even more far away as sleep pulled me under.
“Practice… makes…
perfect…”


 


 


 


 Tickling My
Daughter Made Me Breed Her

 


 While I
sipped on my coffee, I looked out the kitchen window at my wife.
She stood by the fence that separated our backyard from the
neighbour’s, talking to Marlene.

Of course, Marlene did all the
talking. Her mouth was as big as her tits, and her voice carried.
Even from within my house I heard every detail about her nephew’s
bike accident, and her sister’s struggle with the medical
bills.

My eighteen-year-old daughter Tamara
entered the kitchen. My back was turned but I caught her faint
reflection in the kitchen window. However, because I didn’t turn or
acknowledge her existence in the room, she likely got the
impression she could surprise me. To my amusement, I watched her
tiptoe closer, her hands raised, a mischievous smile on her face. I
steeled myself for the attack.

“Boo!”

She giggled as she dug her fingers
into my sides and tickled me. I didn’t react. Instead, I simply set
down my coffee cup, turned to face her, and smirked.

“Did you just tickle me,
sweetheart?”

“Yes!”

“Well, I didn’t feel a
thing.”

Her eyebrows rose. “You’re not
ticklish?”

“I have three older
brothers. When we were kids, their favourite game was tickle
torturing me until I peed myself. After awhile I figured out how to
become resistant to it.”

“How?”

“Step one, when you know
it’s coming, you can prepare yourself for it. I saw your reflection
in the window.”

“Oh.” She glanced at the
window and chuckled.

“Step two, endure until you
get accustomed to it.” I stepped closer and grinned as I slowly
raised my hands. “Allow me to demonstrate.”

She made a sound that was part yelp,
part laugh and took a few steps back. When I kept approaching her
with wiggling fingers, she fled the kitchen. She laughed as she ran
for the living room while I was hot on her heels.

“You can run, but justice
will be served, and lessons will be taught, young lady!” I taunted
as she used the couch as a barrier between us.

“If you tickle me, I’ll
pinch you, old man!” she threatened with a laugh. “I bet you aren’t
accustomed to that!”

“Oh yeah? Try and
see!”

The couch creaked when I stepped up on
it and reached for Tamara. She squealed as she lurched away, and
cackled while she booked it down the hall to her bedroom, her bare
feet slapping on the vinyl floor.

I vaulted over the couch and hurried
after her. She tried to slam her bedroom door in my face. I slapped
my hand on it and shoved it wide open, an exaggerated maniacal grin
on my face.

“Here’s Daddy!”

“Noooo!” she pleaded while
laughing. “Don’t tickle me!”

I charged at her with wiggling fingers
anyway, she squealed again and leaped onto her bed. She grabbed one
of her pillows and used it simultaneously as a shield and a weapon,
holding it up to prevent my attack, then swinging it at me when I
got too close.

When I grabbed the pillow, a
tug-of-war ensued as we fought for control over it. Taking the
pillow from her would be effortless if I applied my full strength,
but I played along with the struggle.

However, she caught me off guard when
she yanked hard on the pillow. I lost my balance and fell onto the
bed. She tried to get away, wriggling free from where she was
partially trapped under me and the pillow, but she fell on the
floor. I quickly got on top of her, my knees on either side of her
hips. Then I grinned as I wiggled my fingers.

“It’s payback
time.”

“Daddy—”

The rest of her words were cut off in
a squeal then fits of laughter as I tickled her sides. She squirmed
and bucked under me while laughing. When her gasping pleas for
mercy went ignored, she followed through on her threat and began
pinching me.

That didn’t deter me. I continued
torturing her ribcage and her sides with my fingers. I would have
stopped sooner, but tickling my daughter had an unforeseen benefit:
the fantastic view of her tits bouncing and jiggling in her loose
top.

It wasn’t the first time I’d stared at
my babygirl’s tits in a way a father shouldn’t. As a matter of
fact, eyeing her tits was the tamest of the inappropriate things I
did without her knowing. I regularly imagined my cock pounding into
her pussy while jerking off with her dirty panties I stole from her
laundry basket.

My wife’s fading libido
ensured I often went long stretches at a time without the comfort
of a warm, wet pussy hugging my dick. Dry spells were a desert
prison, trapping you with a growing, dangerous thirst and no relief
in sight. Eventually, your mind went to darker, desperate places,
and produced mirages—fantasies—of things that didn’t or
shouldn’t exist.

Like wanting to fuck my own
daughter.

Tamara wasn’t wearing a bra judging by
the free movement of her tits. My plan was to
accidentally-on-purpose push her top up for a good look. But as I
inched my hands under it, she suddenly grabbed me by the neck of my
shirt and pulled me to lie down on top of her. She wrapped her arms
around me and held me tight, pinning my arms.

“You can’t tickle me if your
hands can’t move!” she said in breathless triumph.

Both of us breathed hard, our chests
pressing together in complementary rhythm. Although my palms were
planted on the carpet, she bore the brunt of my weight on top of
her. The amount of strength in her slim arms surprised me, but I
could extricate myself if I wanted. I didn’t want to move
though.

The softness of her smaller body under
me reminded me I hadn’t been in any remotely intimate position like
this with my wife in over three months. It also felt like the
beginnings of one of my perverse fantasies. My cock quickly
hardened. I knew the exact moment my daughter felt my erection when
a pink hue graced her cheeks. Her embrace slackened.

“Daddy, I... I think we
should stop playing now.”

She released me and pushed against my
chest. However, I didn’t budge. I planted my forearms on either
side of her head.

“Why?”

Her blush deepened. “You know
why.”

I stared down at her beautiful face,
into her bright eyes that were the same light-brown colour as mine.
She had her mother’s nose and cheekbones, but those lips came from
my mother through me.

She was my flesh and blood.
A life I created with my wife over eighteen years ago.
My daughter. But now that
I was on top of her, felt her softness, and inhaled her sweet
scent, any sense of morality and reason paled in comparison to the
fiery lust burning through my blood.

Without fully processing my actions, I
started gently rutting my stiff cock on top of my daughter. Her
eyes widened and she made a little yelp of surprise. She pushed
against my chest harder.

“Daddy, get off
me!”

“Let me get a taste
first.”

“A taste of
what?”

I lowered my head and kissed her. She
made a sound against my mouth and tried to twist her head away as
she pushed on my chest. I grabbed her hands and pinned them above
her head with one hand, then held her chin and forced her to accept
my kiss.

When I slipped my tongue between her
lips, a soft moan escaped her and the resistance in her body
lessened. She remained still and let my tongue slide against hers.
It surprised and delighted me when she shyly participated in the
kiss.

I couldn’t believe it. I was
kissing my daughter and she was kissing me
back. It was the hottest kiss I’d ever had
too. Just a little taste and I was desperate for more of her. To
consume her. I kissed her harder and rutted against her again. I
released her chin and began running my hands up and down her sides,
exploring her body.

She arched herself against me and
moaned into my mouth. But when I cupped her breast and squeezed, it
was as if that action broke the spell of our kiss.

“Daddy, no!” she gasped,
squirming resistance filling her body once more. “Touching me like
that is wrong!”

“Kissing me with tongue is
wrong, too.”

“I got caught up in the
moment, but we should stop.”

I held my daughter’s gaze while I
considered my choices and their consequences. I was at an
intersection. Going back was impossible. Our kiss had irrevocably
changed our relationship and she would never be normal around me
again. She might even avoid me forever.

There was no gain if I
stopped. Except maybe the fuel for new fantasies inspired by this
moment. I was fed up of fantasies, though. Fed up of unsatisfied
urges. Fed up of being told no
by my wife and now my daughter. I’d never forced
myself on a woman, but a dark determination to get what I wanted no
matter what overcame me.

Full steam
ahead.

“I don’t want to
stop.”

I lowered my head again and nuzzled
her neck. She squirmed and protested when I licked her where her
pulse rapidly ticked. My lips pressed to her skin, I sucked hard
enough to guarantee I left a hickey. At last, I shoved her shirt up
and revealed her bare tits.

“Daddy!” she gasped, yanking
one of her hands free from my hold to hide herself. I pulled her
hand away from her chest.

“Keep still and let me see
them.”

My babygirl had always been obedient.
Even now when it was in her best interest to disobey me, she
followed my order. Guilt pricked me when her eyes glistened with
unshed tears, but I focused my stare on her chest.

Damn, her tits were amazing. Not too
big, not too small. Two perfect round handfuls with large pink
areolas and small pink tips that made my mouth water. I wrapped my
lips around my daughter’s firm left nipple and began sucking it
greedily while I squeezed her right breast. My cock pulsed with
every suck on her flesh.

Tamara whimpered, straining under me
and pushing against my head. Frustrated with her constant fighting
and interruptions, I raised my head and pinned her hands to the
floor.

“I’m trying to make this
good for you, but if you keep fighting me, I’ll make it
worse. Much worse.”.

“I’ll scream! I’ll scream
for Mom!”

“Go ahead. She’s outside.
She won’t hear you. But if you scream, I’ll give you something to
scream about.”

She froze, her eyes wide and her lips
parted. A few seconds of tense silence ticked by as I waited to see
if she’d follow through on her threat. When she didn’t, I moved my
hand between us and rubbed her pussy over her shorts. She shut her
eyes and whimpered in distress but didn’t resist, even when I
worked my hand inside her panties.

A delighted groan rumbled through me
as my fingers skimmed my daughter’s mound. I pushed my hand lower
to rub her pussy lips next. Tamara sobbed out in distress, her body
tight and shivering under me.

“Here’s your reward for
being a good girl for Daddy.”

I eased my fingers between her pussy
lips and stroked her plump bead in firm circles. She gasped, her
chest’s sudden heave recalling my greedy attention to her tits. I
reclaimed her breast in my mouth and sucked it, eagerly lapping
over her nipple.

The tension in her body gradually took
on a conflicted energy. She strained to escape my touch, then
arched her body for more. She widened her legs a little to give me
easier access, then perhaps remembered she shouldn’t want her own
father to touch her pussy and closed her legs again. She rolled her
head from side to side, panting hard and letting out soft little
moans even as tears rolled down her cheeks.

Tension filled my body too. Pent up,
fiery need that coursed through my body and made my cock ache for
relief. I slid my fingers to her entrance and groaned around her
flesh as her slickness coated my digits.

She cried out when I pushed a finger
into her pussy, then again when I worked a second one into her.
Jesus. She was so fucking tight. My fingers felt like they were
gripped by a warm, fleshy vise, more so when she tightened her
muscles in an effort to expel me.

“I like how wet you got for
me, baby. It lets me know how much you enjoyed me sucking your tits
and rubbing your pussy. Look how deep your tight little hole can
take Daddy’s fingers.”

Pure heat surrounded my fingers as I
pushed them deeper into my eighteen-year-old daughter’s pussy. She
whimpered, clamping her pussy walls on my fingers to stop my
penetration, but to no avail. Her tight hole took her father’s
fingers to the knuckles.

When I slid them out, her panties
trapped my hand, my fingers unable to pull too far out before I
thrust them into her slick channel again. Her pussy made a naughty
wet sound as I pumped my fingers in and out of her. She writhed and
whimpered, her gasping pleas for me to stop interspersed with
moans.

My stiff cock felt tortured as I
fingerfucked my daughter’s pussy while I had her pinned under me. I
rubbed my erection against her hip and groaned from the bit of
friction from my underwear on my sensitive tip.

I pulled my fingers out and stuck them
in my mouth, sucking off her flavour. Just that bit of her in my
mouth made my horny brain demand more. I raised myself up and
yanked her shorts and panties down.

“Daddy—” she immediately
began to protest.

“Shut up.”

Her reply was a whimper and sniffle.
Deep down, I felt guilty for treating her so poorly. We’d always
had a great relationship even if I’d harboured less than fatherly
feelings for her. But the guilt wasn’t strong enough to stop me
from sating my depraved desires.

When her shorts and underwear were
off, I spread her thighs and enjoyed the delicious view of my
daughter’s pink, slick pussy nestled between her legs. At the same
time I coiled my hands over her thighs and yanked her closer, I
shoved my face between her legs and immediately started licking her
pussy lips.

She cried out and arched her
hips up to meet my mouth. Then she pulled away and tightened up her
body in an obvious effort to not enjoy what I was doing to her. I
welcomed the challenge. I would make my babygirl come on my face
and prove to her that even though she said she didn’t want this, her body
fucking loved it.

I wormed my tongue between her pussy
lips then stiffened it to push it inside her channel. Every little
stab inside her hole earned me a jolt and stifled whimper from my
daughter. I slipped my tongue out of her to lick a path up to her
clit. As soon as I latched my lips onto her nub, I sucked it then
pushed my fingers deep inside her hole again.

Caught up in the newness and wrongness
of eating out my own daughter’s pussy, I became overeager. There
was zero finesse to my licking and sucking on her pussy lips and
clit. It was wet, noisy and glorious. I practically feasted on her
while I thrust my fingers into her pussy hole like I desperately
wanted to do with my cock.

Despite her efforts to resist, she was
helpless against my enthusiasm. She panted and rolled her hips, her
thighs shaking in my arms, her moans no longer stifled. The tension
in her body was one hundred percent dedicated to seeking her
climax.

I groaned against her pussy as the
ache in my cock progressed to my balls. I was desperate for relief
and the only way to do that was to make my daughter come as soon as
possible. So I pulled my fingers out of her, pushed her legs back
and shoved my face into her even harder. I grasped her clit between
my lips and sucked it hard and incessantly while my tongue bathed
it.

“Daddy... oh god... oh
god... Daddy...” she chanted, her chest heaving.

I loved the way her back and neck
bowed away from the floor, the way her pink, well-sucked tits
jiggled from her shudders, the way her fingernails dug deep into
the carpet, and the way her purple-painted toes curled as she
clearly enjoyed her daddy hungrily eating her out.

She twisted her face to the side and
moaned into the pillow we fought over earlier. I pushed my fingers
into her wet hole to enjoy her pussy spasms as she came hard for
me. As soon as her shudders had subsided and she settled her back
on the carpet, I raised up onto my knees and pushed down my
sweatpants and underwear. I shuffled forward as I stroked myself,
groaning from the stimulation.

Her eyes widened and she shook her
head. She started to pull back but I fell on top of her, guiding my
cockhead between her slick pussy lips. The warm wetness of just her
entrance made my head spin and made me shake with need.

“Daddy... no... I don’t
want—”

My hand over her mouth stoppered her
protest and silenced her too. I swore I heard a door open and shut.
Sure enough, dishes rattling in the kitchen alerted me that my wife
had finally returned from chatting with the neighbour. And, worst
of all, when I raised my head over the bed, I was alarmed to
discover Tamara’s bedroom door wide open!

Fuck! Fuck!
Fuck!

If I didn’t stop now, my wife could
come in and catch me. She’d see what I was doing to our daughter,
call the cops, and my life would be over. The real possibility of
being caught, my babygirl’s flushed, tear-stained cheeks, and my
hand still clamped over her mouth felt like I’d been doused in cold
water. Awareness of what I was doing and the severe repercussions
of my depraved actions overcame me, and for a brief moment, I felt
truly disgusted with myself.

But then I looked even lower at my
position between my daughter’s spread legs. My fat cockhead nestled
between her plump, glistening pussy lips poised to enter her was
insanely hot. Her heat and her slickness kissing my tip was too
inviting.

Can’t stop now.

Lust and a devil-may-care attitude
took me over. I tightened my hold on her mouth then pushed my hips
forward, forcing every stiff inch of my cock deep into my
daughter’s tight teen pussy.

She bucked from my rough penetration,
her wail muffled against my palm over her mouth. When she started
to tremble, I felt sorry for her then. She was probably aching from
the stretch of taking her Daddy’s big dick so suddenly.

I had wanted to take things slow so I
wouldn’t hurt her because I was larger than average and my
babygirl’s hole was so small, but with her mother in the house,
there was just no time for considerateness.

“Oh, fuck… baby…
you feel like heaven. A thousand times better than
your mother’s hole.”

She was snug as a too-small glove on
me, her pussy walls like velvet. Her slickness and heat wrapped
around my rigid flesh was almost too much stimulation for me to
handle. I shuddered.

When I looked down between us, only an
inch or so of my stiff length was still visible as her sweet little
pussy swallowed the rest of me. I marvelled at the reality we were
joined together in a way no father and daughter should ever be
joined.

I pulled out then shoved in deep which
earned me another muffled whimper. As I started up a slow thrust
into her, I asked her if she was a virgin and she shook her head. I
took that as a sign that I could really plow her.

The faster I got my release the better
for the both of us anyway. She would no longer have to endure her
father’s cock violating her pussy, and I would avoid my wife
discovering my big body on top of our little girl, holding her down
and ramming my cock into her hole against her will.

“I’m going to remove my
hand. Your mother is in the house. You better keep quiet so she
doesn’t hear us.”

When I released Tamara’s mouth, I was
satisfied she kept silent like I ordered. I pushed her legs back so
I could enjoy the view of my thick cock pounding into her pussy as
well as her channel hugging me even tighter.

My daughter’s whimpers spilled freely
now that I no longer covered her mouth. While I’d taken some dark
pleasure stifling her cries as I stuffed her full of my cock, I
much preferred her little moans as I railed her.

I’d always considered myself
a good man, but today disproved that. No, I was a
bad man. A sick bastard.
Not only was I committing incest, I was cheating on my wife
too—right under her nose at that. Just a short walk down the
hallway and through the living room, my wife was puttering around
in the kitchen. Meanwhile, I was in our daughter’s room, pounding
into her relentlessly against her will.

But those nasty truths only turned me
on instead of making me feel ashamed. I pulled out of my daughter
and quickly rolled her over, raising her lower half onto her knees,
her ass in the air. It was a good thing her face was smooshed into
the pillow because when I thrust into her pussy, her wail as she
took her daddy from behind would have surely alerted her mother to
our naughty activities.

“That’s it, baby… cry into
the pillow so your mother can’t hear how much you love taking
Daddy’s cock…”

Although, in that moment, I couldn’t
care less if my wife heard us. Overcome with an intense need to
deep-dick my eighteen-year-old daughter, I squeezed her ass, my
hips slapping against her as I thrust into her harder and
faster.

My cock glistened with her pussy
juices on each retreat before I plunged deep into her again.
Grunts, groans and hisses escaped me, and I trembled as my
babygirl’s tight, sweet pussy rapidly pulled me to the finish.
However, I was pleasantly surprised when she got there first, her
pussy walls squeezing around my length.

“Daddy… Daddy…” she chanted
breathlessly, her gasps muffled by the pillow.

Her convulsions on my flesh was
exactly what I needed. I moaned as I threw my head back and pumped
my daughter’s pussy full of my cream. I couldn’t even pull out. I
stayed deep as my cock twitched and pulsed along with my daughter’s
fading spasms. Bright spots exploded behind my closed eyelids and
extreme dizziness flooded my head. I’d never come so hard in my
life.

Breathless and spent, I shuddered from
the overstimulation as I slid my softening cock out of my
daughter’s sweet hole. The sight of my milky cream obscenely oozing
out from between my daughter’s pink pussy lips made me want to fuck
her and come inside her again right then.

“Daddy, you… you came in
me…” Tamara said, sniffling. “I’m not on the pill!”

“Well, isn’t that
something.”

And I smiled as I thought of a dumb
joke. Many years ago, tickling made me peed. This time, it made me
breed… my daughter.


 


 


 


 Used By My
Brother: Mind Controlled & Milked

 


 “Una, I have a
favour to ask.”

I put down the paint brush set I
recently received in the mail and looked up at Liam.

“What do you
need?”

“Before I answer that, I
need to ask you another question.” He pulled out the chair beside
mine and sat in it, then he set down a small, dark-brown spray
bottle on the table. He turned his body to face me. “Do you
remember what happened on this date five years ago?”

I thought about it. The only
significant event from that time period was our parents dying in a
fire while visiting family in Ireland. That happened before this
date, though.

“I don’t,” I said. “My brain
blanked out that whole year after losing Mom and Dad. What
happened?”

“Yes, our brains sometimes
block painful memories to protect us. But I remembered this
specific moment because it was a happy one.” He smiled. “Five years
ago today, I won legal guardianship of you.”

“Oh. That’s right! You had to fight Aunt Caitlin for
me.”

Liam nodded. “If I had lost, you would
have gone to live with her. It would have been five years of pure
hell for you. Sophia told me Aunt Caitlin used to pimp her out to
men for money before she ran away.”

“Wow, I didn’t know that
about Sophia. That’s so gross Aunt Caitlin would do something like
that to her own daughter.”

“She would have done the
same to you too. That’s why I fought so hard to make sure you
stayed with me.”

My heart warmed with gratitude and
joy. My brother was usually reserved and not big on verbal
expressions of love, but there were moments when he made his
feelings clear.

“Thank you for fighting for
me.” I gave his arm a quick, gentle squeeze. “I appreciate
it.”

“Do you think I take good
care of you?” he asked quietly.

“Of course you
do.”

“Do I provide everything you
want and need?”

“Yeah.”

“Would you be willing to do
the same for me? Take care of me and give me what I want and
need?”

I hesitated, taken aback by the
intensity in my brother’s eyes and his strange question.

“Uh… that depends on what
you want and if I can provide that for you.”

“You can provide
it.”

“OK. What do you
want?”

My brother lowered his gaze to my
breasts, hunger darkening his eyes. I looked down at my chest and
heat flooded my face. My firm nipples were poking through damp
circles in my light-grey shirt.

A few months ago, I had a stomach
problem. The drug the doctor prescribed me made me lactate even
though I wasn’t pregnant. I’d stopped taking the drug but the
lactation persisted.

My breasts had doubled in
size and my nipples leaked breast milk when I got too full
in-between pumping. The changes to my breasts had attracted greater
attention from men, including my own brother. Every time I caught
him staring at my breasts, it disturbed me that my own brother
could look at me that way. I was his flesh-and-blood
eighteen-year-old little sister.

Still, I made excuses for him. It had
been a while since he dated. He was only twelve years older than
me, but he was like a single parent, too busy working hard to
provide for us. Maybe his lack of a sex life stirred up
inappropriate feelings inside him.

He was usually sneaky about checking
me out, or would look away guiltily when I caught him. However, his
blatant staring and his words about giving him what he wanted made
alarm bells ring in my head. I wanted to shield myself but my
breasts would hurt if I crossed my arms over them. I was about to
tell him his staring was making me uncomfortable but he spoke
first.

“I want to suckle from your
breasts and drink your milk.”

The silence was thick, and my eyes so
wide I was sure they were bugging out. I wanted to believe I’d
misheard him, but I didn’t. I wanted to believe he was pranking me,
but my brother wasn’t the type to goof around. When he said
something, he meant it.

I shot to my feet, my chair scraping
on the kitchen tiles.

“Why would you want
something like that from me? I’m your sister. It’s wrong!”

“I know, but it doesn’t
change what my body wants. I’ve had a lactation fetish since before
you started lactating. You don’t know how difficult it’s been for
me being around you.” He eyed my breasts again, his gaze ravenous.
“Seeing your fat, hard nipples poking through the damp spots in
your clothes all the time drives me crazy. I need relief. That’s
the favour I’m asking of you.”

My face hot, I shook my head
vehemently to deny my brother’s request, and prevent his dirty
words from sticking in my brain.

“I’m not going to give you
that!”

His gaze turned frosty. “After
everything I’ve done for you, this one thing is too hard for you to
do for me?”

“Don’t act like I’m being
selfish! You know what you’re asking for is not OK, Liam. It’s
disgusting!”

He shook his head. “I was really
hoping you would say yes so I didn’t have to do this, Una. We both
would have enjoyed it more if you were willing.”

It happened so fast. In seconds, he
was on his feet and pressing a mask to his face while he sprayed
mine with whatever was in that dark brown bottle. I yelped and
recoiled but the mist filled my eyes, nose, and mouth. It smelled
like lavender underlaid with a chemical scent and tasted
bitter.

“What the hell, Liam?” I
used the front of my shirt to scrub my face, though the mist had
already seeped into my skin. “Why did you spray me?”

He held up the bottle. “The company I
work for is developing this spray in secret for the military. It’s
designed so that those who are sprayed with it will obey every
command without question, even if they don’t want to do it. The
effects from this prototype only lasts for about two hours, but
that’s more than enough time for us.” Then a dirty smile curved his
lips. “Take off your shirt.”

I took a step back.
“No.”

And yet to my amazement and horror, my
hands moved on their own. They grabbed the hem of my shirt and
peeled it up and off my body. My breasts were immediately on
display.

Excitement gleamed in my brother’s
eyes as he stared at my naked breasts. He even licked his lips.
Heat flooded my face. I tried to cover my chest but my hands
wouldn’t obey. I had no control over them anymore. I started to
back away with the intention of running to my room.

“Stay where you are,” Liam
ordered. “Don’t run or hide yourself from me either.”

“Please, Liam. Stop
this!”

“And another thing,” he
added, smirking. “You will do everything I ask you to do without
protest, or complaints, or pleas for me to stop.” He sat again and
beckoned me. “Come closer.”

My feet obeyed even though I fought
it. He grabbed my arms and pulled me between his legs. When I tried
to yank my hands away, he issued an order that I wouldn’t
physically resist him.

“When are you going to
accept you can’t escape me, Una?” he said in a husky voice as he
caressed my thighs.

He swept his hands up my hips, then
around to cup and squeeze my ass. I trembled, my face warm and wet
with tears, desperation to avoid his touch clawing in my
chest.

“If you only want to… to
drink from me, why are you touching me like this?”

“Because for the next two
hours, you’re completely and totally mine. My little dolly I can play with
however I like.”

He slid his hands up my back then
along my waist. My eyes closed, my fingernails digging into my
palms, I shook as I endured my brother’s unwanted touch. My dread
climbed with the same rate as his hands to my chest. When he
finally cupped my breasts, I shuddered harder than ever.

“I’ve never seen something
so perfect,” he said in awe as he fondled me. “Big, soft, and heavy
with milk. And you know what’s the best part? These.”

My brother rolled his thumbs over my
tender nipples then pinched them, making me whimper from the ache.
Some of my milk dribbled out and he collected the droplets on his
thumbs then eagerly licked them off.

I opened my mouth to beg him
to stop, but the words wouldn’t come. It was the strangest feeling.
My voice was locked. The power of this drug his company created was so surreal
and scary.

My brother was right. There was no
escape. All I could do was stand there endure his hands on my
breasts, kneading and squeezing my flesh, rolling and pinching and
tugging my sensitive nipples between his fingers.

Worse yet, even though I
absolutely hated this and didn’t want it, his touch felt good.
Maybe because he was gentle and because I was inexperienced. I was
still a virgin but I’d been groped by boys before. They were always
rough and hasty about it. My brother was taking his time
enjoying me. The thought
made me sick.

“Feed your tits to me,” he
demanded, increasing the awfulness of this shameful
moment.

My mind screamed
no but my body obeyed.
Fresh, hot tears sliding down my cheeks, I cupped my breasts in
both hands, leaned down, and guided them to my brother’s mouth like
an offering.

He tilted his head back and wrapped
his lips around my right nipple first. His warm, wet mouth on my
flesh felt so prominent, but the sensation intensified when he
sucked firmly, tugging on my nipple with his mouth while his tongue
lapped over it.

The sight of my brother’s lips
puckered on my breast was too wrong. I closed my eyes so I didn’t
have to see it. However that only strengthened my awareness of my
brother’s mouth on me. Treacherous arousal pulsed between my legs.
My pussy tingled and tightened while my brother suckled me. I bit
my lips to hold back a moan.

“Squeeze out the milk for
me,” he said, his mouth moving around my breast. “I’m not getting
enough.”

To my dismay, I was forced to squeeze
around my nipple so that my milk would flow more freely into my
brother’s mouth. My milk spurting through my nipple while Liam
sucked made my pussy ache with need and pulled a reluctant moan
from me. How could something so wrong, something I didn’t want at
all, feel so good and arouse me?

His eyes closed, a blissful expression
on his face, my brother groaned and suckled from me harder now that
my milk was properly flowing into his greedy mouth. He fondled my
other breast while he drank from me, then released my nipple with a
slurp and latched on to the other one, only pausing briefly to
demand I squeeze that one too.

Until today, I never would have known
being nursed was a thing an adult would enjoy. The kitchen was
filled with various dirty noises. My brother’s noisy sucking, his
groans of sick delight, and my whimpers of distress and unwanted
pleasure. It seemed like this terrible moment would never end. But
eventually, my brother pulled his mouth off my breast, his eyes
glassy with pleasure.

“You taste so fucking good,”
he rasped. “And sucking your tits made me so stiff. Feel what you
did to me.”

He pulled me onto his lap, making me
straddle him. My pussy pressed right on the thick, firm bulge in
his crotch, and this position made me realize my panties were
drenched. I felt so ashamed. As much as I hated it, I’d gotten
soaking wet from my brother feeding from my breasts.

He held my waist and made me grind on
him. My clit was oversensitive from the stimulation of my brother
suckling me. The friction of my underwear and every pulse of his
hard flesh against my pussy felt so good. We both groaned together
as my brother forced us to dry-hump each other on the kitchen
chair.

He cupped the back of my head and
kissed me. His tongue invaded my mouth and I had no choice but to
accept it due to his previous order I couldn’t pull away. I tasted
the faint sweetness of my breast milk on his tongue as he swirled
it around mine, kissing me in a way a brother shouldn’t ever kiss
his own sister.

Liam continued dominating my mouth as
he swept his hands along my arms, across my back, then down to cup
and squeeze my ass. God, I hated that his touch and his kiss was
enjoyable! It was wrong! It was even more awful to think that Mom
and Dad were probably watching us from above, disappointed and
disgusted by what we were doing.

He broke our kiss, tilted me back and
pressed his face against my chest. He cupped both my breasts, then
hefted and squeezed them. My brother seemed to worship my breasts,
his gaze reverent as he played with them. He smothered his face
between them, dragged his face and lips over them, his stubble
scratching against my skin.

“Keep grinding on me while I
suck your tits again,” he ordered.

He resumed hungrily suckling from me.
I tried not to press too forcefully but he ordered me to put some
energy into my movements. I ground my pussy on my brother’s
erection harder like he demanded, my underwear and his rigid length
against my clit making me pant and whimper from mounting pleasure.
With his lips and tongue working over my nipples and my milk
rushing out of me, I began to tremble as a climax I shouldn’t want
built inside me.

He grabbed my waist again, rolled his
hips under me, rutting his erection against my clit while I ground
down on him. I didn’t want to come. I didn’t want my body to
broadcast it enjoyed the nasty things he was doing to me. But I
strained for it anyway until sweet, hot bliss pulsated in my clit
then rolled through my body.

I arched my neck and moaned out loud,
my fingers digging into my brother’s shoulders as I shuddered. A
gush of warm wetness pooled between my legs accompanied by intense
relief and dizziness. I gasped, horrified I just peed
myself.

My brother slipped his mouth off my
breast and smirked at me, triumph in his half-lidded gaze. He
pushed me to stand then gestured at the large, visibly wet patch on
his pants.

“Look at what you did, Una.
You squirted all over your brother after you dry-humped
him.”

I looked away, angry and ashamed. At
him. At myself.

“I’m going to have to take
these off,” he added.

However, he peeled off his shirt first
followed by his pants then his underwear. When he straightened, my
brother stood naked and proud, his erection so stiff that his thick
shaft curved upward.

I blushed, my wide eyes
taking in every hard inch of my brother’s body. He had dirty-blond
hair and brown eyes just like me. He had an attractive face too.
I’d seen him shirtless a few times so I knew he had a fit body, but
this was the first time I was seeing the whole package. I finally looked away
when I realized some fucked-up part of me enjoyed the
view.

“Well? Don’t you want to get
out of those wet pants? They must be uncomfortable.”

“You got what you wanted,
Liam,” I said, ignoring his question. I desperately wanted a shower
to rid the well-sucked feeling from my nipples. “Can I go to my
room now?”

“Not yet.” He indicated his
erection. “I need a different type of relief.”

I didn’t think my brother could do
anything worse to me. Apparently, I was wrong. I shook my head,
fresh dread coursing through me. I wanted to run but my legs
refused to move.

“Liam…” I gasped, panicked.
“Liam, I’m your sister! I’m…” Anything like a plea wouldn’t leave
my mouth. I could only state facts. “I’m a virgin.”

“That’s
interesting.”

The delight on my brother’s face
tripled my panic. But I was like an animal held in an invisible
cage by invisible chains. I couldn’t flee the approaching monster
that was my brother.

“Liam—”

“Take off your pants, Una,”
he said in a silky voice. “And your underwear too.”

Tears spilling down my cheeks, I let
out a helpless sob as my treacherous hands unveiled the rest of me
against my will to my sick brother. Once my pants and underwear
were off, I stood completely naked in the kitchen just like Liam,
unable to run, unable to hide myself from my deviant brother’s
ravenous, horny gaze, and unable to stop his wicked intentions for
me.

“Widen your legs,” he
ordered. When I obeyed, he stepped close, a dirty smile on his
lips. “Let’s explore the differences in our bodies, little sister.
You jerk my cock and I’ll finger your pussy.”

I wrapped my hand around him, he
slipped his hand between my legs, his fingers probing between my
slick pussy lips. When his fingers found my clit, I gasped and my
grip around him tightened which made him groan as well.

This felt so unreal. Like a
warped, alternate reality. My brother and I were mutually
masturbating each other in the kitchen. He was so big and so hard
too. My friend Monica once showed me her large, red and black dildo
she’d nicknamed Thor. The size and rigidness of my brother’s penis reminded me of
that sex toy.

I struggled to jerk him off because it
was difficult to wrap my fingers around his girth. His fingers
rubbing my clit didn’t help my concentration either. He slid his
fingers lower, teasing my entrance with his fingertips. His gaze
riveted on my face, he slowly pushed one of his fingers into my
pussy. He hummed in satisfaction.

“Fuck. You’re so wet. I wanted you to suck me off, but I’m going to
have to fuck this pussy real soon.”

“I’m your sister,” I said
desperately, the closest thing I could use as protest.

“Don’t you realize that’s
what makes this hot? Normally, I can’t do all the things I’ve
wanted to do to you. But thanks to the drug, I can do
this.”

He pushed a second finger into my
slick entrance and I barely bit back a moan. I didn’t want this,
but my pussy liked my brother’s thick fingers pushing deep inside
it. My brother groaned, then lowered his face to my neck as he
pumped his fingers in and out of my pussy. He didn’t seem to care
that my hand’s movements on his length had no rhythm. He seemed to
enjoy fingering me more.

My legs shook as my brother’s thick
fingers invaded me repeatedly. The nasty sounds of his fingers
plunging in and out of my wet hole made my face burn with shame. He
pulled his fingers out and stroked my clit and I moaned despite
myself. He latched his mouth onto my neck and sucked while his free
hand groped my right breast.

He pulled me with him to the chair and
sat with me straddling him again. But this time, my naked pussy was
pressed against his naked dick. He held my waist and made me slide
my slick lips along his stiff shaft. Finally, he raised me and
guided his cockhead to my entrance.

“Liam, I’m a virgin!” I said
again, tears leaking down my cheeks. “I want my first time to be
with someone else!”

“I have always given you
everything you wanted, Una. It’s time you did the same for me. Be a
good girl and slide your little pussy down on your brother’s
dick.”

I whined in dismay as the drug forced
me to impale myself on my big brother’s thick, hard cock. My
fingers digging into his strong shoulders, I had to roll my hips
just to get the fat tip of him past my narrow entrance. My eyes
closed, I trembled and panted as I slowly sank down on
him.

“It’s so
much… oh god...
Liam…”

“Oh fuck… baby…
keep going…”

My brother’s cock was way too big for
my first time. Even an experienced woman would probably have
trouble taking this thing. While my mouth couldn’t protest, my
pussy did, aching from an intense stretch it had never felt before.
The only thing that helped was my slickness eased his way into
me.

He was a few inches in when he clamped
his hands on my hips and took control of the penetration. He forced
me the rest of the way down with a grunt. I let out a choked,
amazed cry from the sudden fullness of him buried deep inside my
virgin pussy, stretching it mercilessly with his monstrous size,
and that I’d just lost my virginity to my own brother.

“Fuck…
yes…” he hissed. “I guess you weren’t lying
when you said you were a virgin. I’ve never felt a pussy this
tight. Knowing I popped your cherry really turns me on,
sis.”

There was an ache in my
lower belly and it felt like my pussy was strained.
Take it out, I pleaded in
my head but I couldn’t say it. When my brother cupped my ass and
started raising me up, I gasped at the crude feel of him sliding
along my walls. I thought he was going to lift me off his cock and
I panted in relief. To my dismay, he pulled me back down, cramming
my poor little pussy full again.

My brother groaned and I whimpered as
he repeatedly lifted then pulled me on his rigid length. It hurt at
first as he moved inside me even though he took it slow, but the
pain gradually ebbed and I grew accustomed to the feel of him deep
inside me.

“Give your big brother a
ride, sis” he growled, squeezing my ass.

My face burned at his rude
demand, and I didn’t want to admit that a twisted part of me deep,
deep down in the darkness liked it. No. I wasn’t sick in the head like my
brother. I didn’t enjoy committing incest like he did. He was
forcing me to do it!

But since I was on top of
him, holding onto his shoulders as I rode him, it seemed like I was
doing this willingly. I felt confused and like I was betraying myself as I slid my
pussy up and down my brother’s stiff, throbbing cock and took him
deep inside my body.

Even worse, I started moving a little
faster on him as his strokes stimulated me. It was so difficult
taking all of him at first, but now that I’d grown accustomed to
his size, I was ashamed to admit that his thickness filling me up
was exactly what my pussy needed. He rubbed everywhere inside me at
once, the stretch no longer painful but satisfying.

He bent me back and snared my breast
in his mouth. His hungry suckling slowed down our movements, but he
didn’t seem to mind. My brother took perverse pleasure in his
little sister’s body, sucking my breasts, and drinking what was
left of my milk. His lips and tongue tugging and licking on my
tender nipples, and his cock pushing in and out of me made me
slicker, and made my pussy pulse around him.

Abruptly, he stood and set me on the
table without slipping from me. He pushed me to lie back on the
table, then raised my legs and resumed fucking me. We’d shared so
many meals and conversations at this table like a normal family.
Now here I was with my legs pushed back, my pussy bared vulgarly,
my brother’s big dick spreading my pussy lips apart with every deep
thrust inside me.

“Love the way your tits
bounce as you take my dick,” he growled, his gaze fixated on my
breasts. He licked his lips as if he were considering suckling me
again. I doubt he’d get anymore milk since he’d already drained me
dry.

The table rattled and creaked noisily
as my brother pounded me on its surface. The slow gentleness after
he first penetrated me was over. This was my first time having sex
yet my horny brother firmly held me down on the table and savagely
beat his big dick into my pussy.

Our flesh slapped together, my walls
caving to his punishing thrusts. Despite feeling overwhelmed by my
brother’s cock battering me repeatedly, his stroking inside my
channel filled me with pleasure too.

“Liam…” I gasped, arching my
back as another climax approached.

Liam released one of my legs and
rolled his thumb over my clit. With the added stimulation on my
button, I didn’t even fight it this time. I didn’t lie to myself
that I didn’t want to come either. I squeezed my eyes shut, my lips
parted on a long, gasping moan as I gave in to the bliss that swept
through my body.

My brother’s hard cock still stroking
inside me and his continued rubbing on my clit heightened the sweet
heat between my legs. He groaned as my pussy spasmed around his
length and moved his hand away from my clit to grab my leg
again.

His flesh thickened and
throbbed inside me, his thrusts coming quicker, harder and deeper
like he was trying to plunge himself past my limit. His expression
looked like mine when I was on the verge of coming. Closed eyes,
parted lips, ragged breathing. Oh
god! My brother was inside me raw and I
wasn’t on any birth control!

“Pull out of me, Liam!” I
demanded, terrified my brother might make this sordid, incestuous
moment between us ten times worse by knocking me up.

“No...” he groaned. “I’m coming inside you, Una… every
last drop…”

He grunted, his body shaking as his
cock pulsed with his release. I wailed in shocked horror as my
brother’s warm seed flooded my pussy. Every throb sent another
spurt of my brother’s cum deep inside me, upping the chances he
impregnated me with his baby. 

My brother groaned and slumped on top
of me. He pushed his hips forward, making sure he stayed buried
inside me, clearly to keep his dirty promise of giving me every
last drop of his cum.

“Why would you come inside
me, Liam?” I asked, sniffling.

“A baby would make us a
whole family again and keep these tits full,” he said as he cupped
one of my breasts and squeezed it. “And I heard that mother’s milk
is best.”


 


 


 


 Vaping Made
My Sister My Living Sex Doll

 


 Dried from
my shower and dressed, I headed to my living room. Vivian lounged
on my couch tapping away on her phone.

Mom had finally started dating again
since her divorce from Dad. She was having a romantic home-cooked
dinner with her new guy. My little sister had to make herself
scarce by crashing at my apartment for the night.

I didn’t mind. Even though I was ten
years older than my sister, I liked hanging out with her. It didn’t
hurt she always smelled great and was nice to look at too. It was
pretty un-brotherly to think this, but my little sister was a
fucking smokeshow.

Puberty hit my sister hard. At
eighteen, she was a stunning young woman with full tits, wide hips,
thick thighs, and a plump ass. My dick had taken notice of her
perfect apple butt in her tight faded jeans when she walked into my
apartment tonight.

I grabbed the case where I kept my
vape and concentrates from my shelf then joined my sister on the
couch. The bottles rattled as I decided on which flavour I was in
the mood for. As I dripped the concentrate I picked into the vape’s
tank, Vivian spoke.

“Can I try that?”

I glanced at her. “I didn’t know you
vaped.”

“Actually, I’ve never done
any drugs. Not even cigarettes. Watching you get it ready made me
curious, I guess. I like how it smells like apples.”

I smiled. “Alright. I’ll let you try
it.”

She watched closely while I filled the
tank. I instructed her how to use the vape then handed it to her.
She hefted it.

“It’s heavier than I
expected.”

“That’s because of the
battery.”

“OK, so I put it in my mouth
like this,
hold this button
down, and suck on it?”

My vape’s mouthpiece between
my sister’s lips and the idea of her sucking on it made my dick twitch
again. I cleared my throat.

“Uh… not suck. Just inhale the
vapour.”

Vivian nodded and put the vape’s
mouthpiece between her lips. She pressed the correct button but
took a deeper pull than I expected.

She snorted, gusting vapour out of her
nostrils like a fire-breathing dragon then devolved into a coughing
fit. I shot up from the couch and got her a bottle of water. She
downed it eagerly.

I peered at her pink face and watery
eyes.

“You OK?”

“Yeah,” she said hoarsely as
she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I almost coughed up
a lung, though.”

“I could tell.” I chuckled.
“Aside from coughing until your soul almost left your body, did you
like it?”

She chuckled as well. “It tasted nice.
I don’t feel any different though.”

“Well, you took a big pull.
You should feel a little relaxed soon.”

While I took my turn with the vape, we
cycled the offerings available on my streaming service and settled
on an action comedy. Fifteen minutes into the movie, I realized I
wanted a snack. I turned to Vivian to ask if she wanted popcorn,
but the way she looked concerned me.

She was slumped in her seat, sitting
mostly on her tailbone like she was slowly sliding off the couch.
Her arms were limp, her eyes glazed and half-lidded, her lips
slightly parted.

“Viv?”

I called her name again and shook her
shoulder. Her gaze remained unfocused. She made zero
acknowledgement of me calling her name or shaking her.

Panic started to set in until I
realized why my sister was like this. The concentrate I chose
tonight wasn’t store-bought. It was made by a friend of a friend
who was a self-taught chemist, and who created intense mixes with
CBD oil.

My friend was with me the first time I
tried this concentrate. He said I’d zoned out for almost three
hours. I was awake but I wasn’t aware of anything just like my
sister at the moment.

I’d gotten accustomed to it by now.
All it did was give me a good high. My sister, on the other hand,
had admitted she was a virgin to drugs. No wonder it had affected
her like this.

“You’ll be OK,
Viv.”

I rubbed her shoulder even though she
wasn’t aware of me comforting her.

She wouldn’t be aware if I
did other things to her either.

What the fuck.
I’d had loads of perverse thoughts about my sister
but that one took the cake! No.
I was a good guy. I would never take advantage of
a woman in a vulnerable state, let alone my sister.

I jerked my hand away from her and
tried to focus on the movie. I couldn’t. My mind kept straying to
all the dirty fantasies I’d had of my hot little sister. It teased
that with my sister zoned out for hours, a few of them could come
true…

My willpower rapidly weakened. I
glanced at my sister and my gaze immediately fell on her chest. Her
big tits strained her shirt, the low neckline showing off the
tantalizing golden-brown swells.

In that moment, I realized
the difference between a good guy and a bad one was
opportunity. It was easy
to make the right choice when the wrong one wasn’t available. But
when presented with a chance to do something forbidden and get away
with it, the sweet temptation was impossible to resist.

I’ll just cop a feel of
her tits. That’s it. Nothing else. She’s so out of it, she won’t
even know what I did.

My heart beat faster when I
put my hand on her shoulder again. Slowly, I slid my hand to her
chest then lower still over her right breast. Excitement coursed
through me as I cupped my sister’s breast and gently squeezed
it. Fuck. Her
flesh was so soft in my hand which made my cock hard in my pants.

She didn’t make a sound and her stare
remained unfocused. She was totally unaware that her own brother
was groping her. The more I fondled my little sister’s breast over
her shirt, the more I wanted to touch them bare.

My conscience demanded I didn’t go any
further. I listened to my stiffening dick instead. I slipped my
hand under my sister’s shirt intending to push my hand inside her
bra cup. To my delight, the bra had a front clasp.

With a snap, my sister’s tits were
free for further exploration. I groaned as I caressed her smooth
skin. Her plump flesh was soft yet had that perfect youthful
firmness.

Her nipples stood to attention as I
repeatedly swiped my fingers over them. When I gave one a gentle
pinch, my sister moaned and pressed her chest into my
hand.

“Oh, you like that,
huh?”

Of course, she didn’t answer. If she
could, she would definitely say no. Her body might be reacting to
what I was doing but no normal eighteen-year-old girl would enjoy
being felt up by her own brother.

Guilt had tried to steer me away from
touching my sister’s tits. Now that I’d done it and hadn’t faced
any repercussions, I wanted more. I wanted to fulfill my greatest
fantasy by fucking my sister. I didn’t care that it was wrong
because we were related by blood, or that she was too high to give
consent.

Vivian remained still as I peeled off
her shirt and I pretended she was letting me undress her. I tossed
her shirt and bra to the floor then lay her back in the couch. The
way her tits bounced and rolled from the movement made my cock
pulse with need.

Her tight jeans made her ass look
great, but they put up a fight coming down her legs, especially
since I was trying not to be too rough so I wouldn’t disturb her
high. When the damn thing finally came off, I peeled her sexy red
panties down her legs like I was pulling a ribbon loose on a
wrapped gift.

Then I stood over my naked sister
lying on my couch. With her glossy chestnut curls strewn across my
the cushions, her limp, sprawled out limbs, and her glassy,
unseeing brown eyes, she looked like a living sex doll.

It was a little disturbing, but at the
same time, her fantastic body and what I was going to do with it
made me so stiff. I felt like I’d snap myself in two if I wasn’t
careful. I groaned, hungrily eyeing her big tits and smooth pussy
as I rubbed myself over my pants.

The movie continued playing behind me,
but I wasn’t the slightest bit aware of it. My gaze never left my
sister as I quickly took off my clothes. Awe filled me when I was
completely naked. I couldn’t believe I was really going to do
this.

I was going to fuck my little
sister.

The couch creaked as I
climbed on top of her. My sister had zero reaction to me lying on
top of her. I wedged myself between her thighs, pressing my cock
against her bare pussy lips. Jesus. She was so warm down there. If
that was her temperature on the outside, inside her must feel like
a goddamn furnace!

Groans rumbled through my chest as I
pumped my hips, rutting my cock against my sister’s pussy. Her
warmth and the tip of my cock rubbing against her skin stimulated
me. I pressed my face against her neck, inhaling the faint perfume
of her hair product and body lotion. God, she smelled so good. She
felt so delicate under me too.

My sister’s tits were big and full,
tipped with pinkish-brown nipples. I palmed her breast, squeezing
it and playing with her hard nipple, then lowered my head and
sucked on the tip of the other one. I alternated my attention
between her breasts, noisily sucking one while I groped and
squeezed the other.

It shocked yet pleased me when my
sister moaned as I had fun with her tits. Her body was simply
reacting to stimuli, but it made me feel better about the fucked up
thing I was doing to her. When I pushed my hand between us to rub
her pussy, she jerked under me and let out another moan.

“Fuck, Viv,” I growled,
rutting my cock into her harder. “That’s so sexy. You make me want
to fuck you more when you make those sounds.”

Eager to slide my cock deep inside my
little sister, I parted her pussy lips, briefly rubbed her clit,
then pushed my digits lower to probe her entrance. She was so damn
tight, her hole practically resisted my fingers as I tried to
penetrate her.

My sister whimpered and weakly
squirmed under me as I struggled to get my fingers deeper inside
her pussy. She was somewhat sticky but not wet enough. I sucked on
my fingers then circled her entrance again. When that still didn’t
work, I decided that the best way to get my little sister wet
enough to take her big brother’s dick was to lick her
pussy.

I crawled down her body and spread her
legs wide open. The first lick of my little sister’s pussy made me
tremble and made my cock pulse in pleasure. I pulled her closer,
mashed my face into her, and lapped and sucked on her plump pussy
lips.

Vivian whimpered and moaned, rocking
her hips idly as her brother ate out her pussy. With her slack
expression and parted lips, it almost looked like she was enjoying
what I was doing to her. I slid my tongue up and down her slit then
wormed it between her lips. Her button was already fat and eager
for stimulation. I sucked on it firmly while laving it with my
tongue.

There was zero precision or grace to
how I ate my sister’s pussy. It was so messy and wet, my mouth made
loud, nasty slurping and smacking sounds as I feasted on her. I
wanted to guarantee she was slick and ready to accept my
cock.

To test her readiness, I eased two
fingers into her entrance. My sister moaned and arched her hips,
her movements slow and weak. I made a low sound of satisfaction as
I finally penetrated my sister’s tight, warm passage with my
digits.

“Oh, Viv, you got so wet for
your brother,” I groaned. “Your pussy can take my fingers inside
you now.”

Of course, the conscious part of my
sister was trapped and didn’t allow her to respond or even stop me.
All she could do was lie there limply as her brother pushed his
fingers knuckle-deep inside her pussy. I pulled them out then
pumped them into her again. Then I resumed sucking and licking her
clit as I stroked my fingers in and out of her hole.

Her weak whimpers, her tightness, the
wet sound of my fingers plunging into her hole, and her soft,
smooth flesh in my mouth, drove me wild with need. My cock felt
tormented, desperate to pound into her. However, her body was
growing tenser. She was on the verge of coming and I wanted to give
her that release.

“Ohhh...
ohhhh...” Vivian moaned.

She shuddered, her pussy walls
spasming around my thrusting fingers. I kept pumping my fingers in
and out of my sister until her climax subsided. Then I quickly
moved on top of her again and positioned my cockhead at her
entrance.

My poor little sister. She didn’t
deserve this. She was a good girl with a lot of love and kindness
in her heart. She’d always been in my corner, my cheerleader when I
made mistakes. I was a sick, evil bastard who deserved jail time
then an eternity in hell for taking advantage of her like
this.

But lust crushed my guilt, turning it
into cold, hard acceptance of who I was: a bad guy who was
determined to fuck my eighteen-year-old little sister whether she
liked it or not.

I pushed inside her pussy, groaning as
her wet heat first coated my cockhead than gradually enveloped me
as I went deeper. Vivian whimpered, twisted to the right, and
arched her back. It seemed like even in her catatonic state, she
was trying to stop my invasion into her body. I grabbed her waist
and held her down on the couch, forcing my cock all the way inside
her with a hard thrust.

“Ah…” she cried out, a sudden jerk in her body.

Even her pussy clamped
tighter on my dick which made me shudder with pleasure.
Oh shit. Was she a
virgin? She’d only ever had one boyfriend as far as I knew. What if
she’d never gone all the way with him, or anyone?

“Fuck… you’re so goddamn tight, sis, I don’t doubt you still have
your cherry,” I groaned. “Well… had...”

Now that my cock was buried balls-deep
inside my little sister’s tight little pussy at last, I began
railing her on my couch. I rocked my hips, pumping my cock in and
out of her slick tunnel, gasping from her sweet warmth and wetness
hugging me.

Her creamy tits bounced and jiggled as
I pounded her. I fondled them, rolled her nipples, then slowed my
pace long enough to suck greedily on her hard pink nipples. Soon,
the slow thrusts became too torturous. I raised myself, held her
down in the couch again, and resumed fucking her in
earnest.

My sister groaned low, her limp hands
moving weakly. Though her lips were still parted and her eyes
half-lidded, there was finally some emotion in her expression. Her
eyebrows were slightly close together. Either from discomfort or
pleasure that her pussy was getting stretched by her big brother’s
cock.

I would be lying if I said I felt an
ounce of guilt as I violated my drugged sister, fucking her while
she was on the brink of unconsciousness. As a matter of fact, it
was the complete opposite. I’d never felt this much raw bliss
during sex, this much satisfaction as I beat my dick deep inside my
little sister’s sweet hole against her will.

The urge to blow my load was getting
harder to resist. I pulled out of my sister and readjusted our
positions to delay my release. I turned her onto her front then
raised her lower half until her ass was pointed upward.

Knelt behind her, I caressed her left
buttcheek while I guided my cock into her entrance
again.

“Jesus, Viv,” I groaned, slowly pushing into her. “The way your
pussy is swallowing my cock in this position is hot as fuck. Makes
me want to come so bad.”

Once I got a few inches into her, I
grabbed her hips and thrust the rest of myself deep into her pussy.
My savage penetration earned me a wail from Vivian, and her
helpless cry delighted a dark and twisted part of me. My grip tight
on her hips, I fucked my semi-unconscious little sister with
renewed vigour.

My living room was filled with the
sounds of fucking. Moans, groans, couch creaking and flesh slapping
in a steady rhythm. My little sister’s hole was a relentless vise
on my throbbing shaft. I gasped every time I plunged my full length
into her, my cockhead battering her.

So overcome with venting my pent up
lust for my sister on her tight pussy, I wasn’t the slightest bit
gentle. My fingers dug into her hips as my pelvis rapidly slapped
against her ass with every brutal slam into her. When she was
finally lucid, she would feel the soreness in her pussy for sure.
She’d know that her own brother took full advantage of
her.

Although I tried my best to last
longer, the wrongness of fucking my sister and her pussy tested my
stamina. My cock swelled and throbbed with my rapidly approaching
orgasm. I spread her ass cheeks so I could go as deep as possible
before this amazing moment came to an end. Her slick walls
convulsing on my length and her sexy, gasping moans as she came was
my undoing.

“Oh… oh…
ohhhh…”

“Fuck… oh fuck…
Viv…”

My little sister’s pussy spasming
around my cock pulled the cum straight from my balls. Pulling out
was a brief and quickly forgotten thought. I stayed deep inside my
little sister, shuddering and groaning as my cock pulsed along with
her convulsions.

I came so hard that flashes exploded
behind my eyelids and my thighs felt like jelly. But I kept on
thrusting into my little sister, pumping every last drop of my warm
seed inside her slick hole until I was forced to stop from
oversensitiveness.

When I finally pulled out of my
sister, I found it extra hot to watch my cum spill out from between
her glistening pussy lips. I’d given my sister such a thick and
plentiful cream filling. There was no question in my mind I’d
knocked her up if she wasn’t on the pill. To be honest, I didn’t
hate the idea I’d just put my baby inside my own sister.

“That was a lot of fun, Viv.
But you know what I think will be even more entertaining? Testing
how many holes on you I can fill with cum before you catch
me.”


 


 


 


 Wedded To My
Uncle Then He Bred Me

 


 “Welcome to
your new home, wife.”

Uncle Marcus smiled at me. We stood at
the end of the walkway to his beautiful two-storey house. A home
like my uncle’s used to be a dream of mine. Today, the walkway
might as well be lined with broken glass. I didn’t want to take a
single step forward.

Uncle Marcus clasped my hand in his
and tugged me toward the front door. Dread was like a boulder in my
stomach since the day he said he’d marry me. It grew larger and
heavier after the JP announced my uncle and I were husband and
wife. The closer we approached the house, the more the dread felt
like a mountain. So heavy my legs shook, threatening to buckle
under the crush.

We finally stood before the door and
Uncle Marcus took out his keys to unlock it. I darted a glance at
his parked car behind us.

Kick him between his legs!
He’ll drop the keys and wouldn’t be able to chase after you when
you run to his car!

Even though I was eighteen,
I still didn’t know how to drive. I was pretty certain I’d learn
quick thanks to desperation. I’d escape him and this shitty
backwoods town of less than five hundred people that had happily
accepted—and even celebrated—their mayor marrying his
own niece.

“Here we go,” Uncle Marcus
said after he pushed open the door. He quickly turned and scooped
me up into his arms before I could kick him like I
planned.

I squirmed and bucked. “No, put me
down, Uncle Marcus!”

“It’s tradition for a
husband to carry his wife over the threshold the first time they
step into their home, Willa. And that’s what I am to you now.
Your husband.”

He tightened his grip on me to still
my resistance as he stepped into the house. He kicked the door shut
then smirked.

“Now, where do you want us
to consummate our marriage?”

I shuddered. I’d refused to even think
about this inevitable moment because it was the one I dreaded the
most from this sordid arrangement. I’d hoped I’d escape before it
even got this far. My problem was I’d hoped and prayed too much and
acted too little. After all, God helped those who helped
themselves.

“Nowhere!”

“Do we stick to tradition
and fuck on the bed?” he continued crudely as if I hadn’t spoken.
“Or would you rather I bend you over something like the credenza or
the dining room table?” He indicated the short dark-grey credenza
beside the entrance to the living room, then jerked his thumb in
the direction of the dining room. “Hell, I’ll even dick you down on
the floor if you like.”

I squirmed some more despite his firm
grip.

“I don’t want to have sex
with you!”

“But if you don’t have sex
with me, that would defeat the whole purpose of me marrying you,
wouldn’t it? How am I supposed to put my baby in you without first
putting my cock in you, hm? I know you’re a virgin, but you’re not
Mary, sweetheart. Immaculate conception isn’t an
option.”

“Having sex with your own
niece shouldn’t be an option either!”

His smile became a scowl. At last, he
set me on my feet. I planned to make a run for it without actually
thinking about where I would go. Uncle Marcus clamped his hands on
my upper arms, preventing me from going anywhere.

“Listen, you have to accept
it. I am your husband and you are my
wife. It doesn’t matter we’re related by
blood too. What should matter is that I stepped up to protect you,
and you ought to show some gratitude for what I did. You already
forgot who stopped your daddy from selling you to cover his
debts?”

“He still sold me!” I spat.
“He sold me to you.”

“I didn’t have to marry you.
I could have just used you how I wanted until you got knocked up.
But I made you my wife to protect you from your daddy selling you
again. At least I have respect for you. That other guy? He would
have made you his whore. And you better believe he wouldn’t be nice about it. He
would have broken you in hard, sweetheart. Fucked every hole
on your body. Maybe even let his friends have a turn too.” He
stepped closer, sliding his hand down my arm in a caress as he
spoke in a lower voice. “Me? I’ll go easy on you until I know you
can really take it.”

Tears spilled down my cheeks. I felt
so weak shedding them. I wanted to wipe them away but Uncle Marcus
still held my arms in a firm grip.

“If you want to protect me
from Daddy, you would help me escape this town. Not trap me in
it.”

“But that wouldn’t benefit
me at all. I’d be out of the money I gave your father to pay his
debts, and out of a woman to have my baby.”

“You’re the mayor.” I almost
added he was handsome too, but I didn’t want him to think that
because I thought he was attractive, I wanted to have sex with him.
He was a sick bastard even if his sandy-haired, blue-eyed good
looks belied his dark, perverse nature. “You can have any woman you
want in our town!”

“Yeah, but I only
want you.” He slid
his hands up to my shoulders. “So, tell me, sweetheart. Where do I
get to have you?”

I shook my head, wispy golden strands
that had fallen loose from my bun sliding along my forehead and
cheeks.

“No. I don’t want—”

“OK, since you won’t decide,
I’ll choose. I’m not fucking you on the bed. You’re only going to
lie there with your body stiff and your face all miserable as if
fucking me is torture.” He spun me around and walked me forward
until my front was pressed to the door. Then he pressed against my
back, his lips to my ear. “I’m going to fuck you against this door
so you have no choice but to participate in taking your husband’s
cock, wife.”

The determination in his growl chased
away my last bit of hope I would be saved from this moment. I
trembled and closed my eyes in resignation. Tears squeezed free
from under my eyelids and rolled down my cheeks. I was past the
point of salvation now. Whether I wanted it or not, my uncle was
going to take my virginity.

My wedding dress was simple. It had
short sleeves with a semi-transparent lace trim on the neck, and a
flared skirt that reached just past my knees. When Uncle Marcus
unzipped my dress and pushed the sleeves down my arms, I tried to
will my mind from the present. However, anxiety rooted me in this
moment, highlighting every sensation as my uncle caressed my bare
shoulders and upper arms with his big, warm hands.

He tried to tug my dress down further.
I let out a sob and hugged myself to prevent it from leaving my
body.

“Let it fall,” he growled
against my ear.

I hung my head as I obeyed his
command. The dress slid the rest of the way down then off my body
with my uncle’s eager assistance.

Everything I wore today had been
bought by Uncle Marcus. After he deftly removed the lacy white bra,
I felt incredibly naked even though I still wore the matching
panties, and a pair of white pumps.

He kissed my neck and
shoulders as he reached around to cup my breasts. I shuddered and
let out a pitiful sound of despair as he kneaded me. His touch was
so present on my
skin. I was hyperaware of his warmth, the slightly rough texture of
his palms, his fingers indented in my flesh, and his growing
erection pressed to me.

He licked my neck as he rubbed his
thumbs over my nipples. I squirmed as his unwanted touch made them
hard and stimulated me. I cried out and jerked when he pinched my
nipples then flicked them repeatedly.

“Please, Uncle Marcus... stop…”

“Why would I stop playing
with these perfect tits, huh?” he said against my ear as he hefted
my breasts, pushed them together then bounced them in his palms. “I
look forward to sucking on them. Once I put a baby in you, they’ll
fill up with milk, and I’ll really
enjoy sucking them then.”

My face burned at my uncle’s rude
words and the images they brought to my mind. While he continued
fondling one of my breasts, he released the other and slid his hand
over my stomach. My flesh quivered under his touch, my anxiety
deepening as his hand descended.

“No…” I gasped when he rubbed me over my panties.

“You say that now. Let’s see
how quickly you change your tune.”

He pushed his hand between my legs to
cup me. I squeezed my thighs together, trapping his
hand.

“I see.” He wriggled his
hand free and cupped my butt. “I was trying to get your pussy ready
to take me, but if you don’t want me near it at all, that’s fine.
I’ll fuck your ass instead.”

I let out a horrified sound. “Please
don’t!”

“Then open your legs and
keep them that way. No more fucking around, you
understand?”

Sobbing silently, I obeyed. My uncle
resumed rubbing his fingers over my pussy lips, his touch making me
shudder. He pressed his fingers firmly against me, pushing my
panties in between my lips. It seemed like he was searching for
something until I felt a jolt of pleasure where I liked to touch
myself.

I gasped, mindlessly angling my pussy
toward his hand for a repeat.

“You liked that, huh?” he
said, triumph in his voice. “Want me to do it again?”

I didn’t answer, but when my
uncle began stroking me in firm circles, my pussy clenched as an
unexplainable need grew between my legs. A second ago, I didn’t
want my uncle touching me. Now I wanted more than his fingers
rubbing me. I wanted them in
me.

I gasped, unable to stop myself from
rocking against his hand despite yelling at myself not to show any
sign of enjoyment. No, this was wrong! Even if we were married, we
were related by blood too. This was incest!

I tried to push his hand away but he
was immovable.

“You can fight it all you
like, but I’m going to make you come,” he promised. “Your body will
enjoy what I’m doing to you even if you won’t admit it to
me.”

To stress his point, he pushed his
hand into my panties. His fingers skimmed over my mound, diving
lower until his bare hand touched my naked pussy lips. My uncle’s
thick fingers parted me to briefly rub my clit, then he pushed them
deeper. He circled my entrance then forced his fat middle finger up
into my channel despite my clenching to keep him out. I gasped, my
legs shaking.

“Well, look at that. Your
pussy is already wet. See how easy it is for me to get a finger up
inside you?”

I was ashamed he was right.
Instead of being completely repulsed, I’d gotten turned on by my
own uncle. He’d
made me slick enough that his finger could penetrate my pussy,
sinking all the way in deep. I wailed as he forced a second finger
into me, stretching my tiny, virgin hole with his two thick
fingers.

“Fuck, you’re so damn
tight,” he groaned as he
slowly thrust his fingers in and out of me. “You’re going to have a
hard time taking me. Your husband isn’t a small man.”

While I’d never had sex, I
knew the basics thanks to my mother and watching animals. As my
uncle pushed his fingers in and out of me, I felt his thick shaft
throbbing against my ass. He did feel big. Too big. The thought of him forcing
his enormous rigid flesh inside my tiny opening was even more
dreadful than the fact that he had his fingers buried inside
me.

The sensation of his fingers moving in
and out of my pussy made me tremble. He added to his violation by
squeezing my left breast and fondling it. He swiped his thumb back
and forth over my firm nipple then tugged on it, pulling soft moans
and gasps from my parted lips.

My uncle’s fingers pumped in and out
of me as he fondled my breast. His fingers filled and stretched me
more than mine ever did. I hated that it felt good though I wanted
them out of me.

My sobs were mixed in with groans of
unwanted pleasure. A sweet tension built in my body that
intensified when my uncle pulled his fingers out of me to rub my
button. His slick fingers pressed firmly to it, he circled it
repeatedly, his warm breath gusting against my ear, his hard cock
throbbing against my ass.

Something about the
wrongness of this moment
added to my rapidly climbing pleasure. My pussy grew wetter than
ever, and before long, I was straining to reach that sweet peak
that was building inside me.

“Oh god... no... no…
ohh...”

Shaking, I fell over the edge, wailing
against the door as I came like my uncle promised. I pressed my hot
forehead to the cool wood. Bliss swept through my body and heat
pulsed in my pussy. Uncle Marcus plunged his fingers into my wet
depths again, groaning as my pussy convulsed on his
fingers.

When my climax died away into
aftershocks that tingled my legs, Uncle Marcus finally slipped his
fingers out of my panties. To my absolute shame, a part of me
missed his touch between my legs. The noisy sounds of him sucking
off my juices from his fingers made me blush. Then he turned me
around and kissed me.

It wasn’t like the quick brush he gave
me after the JP said we were wedded. This kiss was raw hunger. He
forced his tongue into my mouth and gripped my chin to ensure I
couldn’t avoid or resist him. He dominated my tongue with his,
explored my mouth like he wanted to devour me. I moaned into his
mouth, disturbed that a part of me enjoyed his possessive
kiss.

He pulled away and took a small step
back, a look of admiration on his face.

“You’re so fucking
gorgeous,” he rasped, sliding his hands up and down my
arms.

My emotions were in turmoil. I
shouldn’t feel delighted or proud he admired and enjoyed my body
but I did. He cupped my breasts, pressed his face to my neck and
inhaled my skin. I shivered.

He dragged his lips down my chest,
feathered kisses over my breasts then sucked on my nipples. A
helpless moan escaped me as his warm, wet mouth pulled hungrily on
my flesh. He groaned, noisily enjoying himself as he bobbed his
head between both breasts, sucking one while he groped the
other.

My uncle’s mouth greedily tugged on my
breast and his slick tongue lapped over my nipples. My pussy
tightened and ached for his fingers again. Instead, he sank to his
knees, peeling my panties down with his descent. Once he got them
off and flung them aside, he pushed his face between my
legs.

“Oh…” I moaned when my uncle licked my pussy.

My body and my mind were in conflict.
As much as I didn’t want to enjoy my uncle’s mouth on my pussy, I
couldn’t stop myself from arching my hips to meet his eager tongue.
I bit my lips to hold back a moan when he wrapped his lips around
my clit then pushed two fingers deep inside me.

My uncle’s deft tongue slithered all
over my clit as he fucked me with his fingers. My thighs shaking,
my back pressed against the door, I struggled to stay upright as my
uncle hungrily ate me out. He made it even more difficult by
raising my leg and coiling it over his shoulder so he could mash
his face into me.

I pressed my hand against his
forehead, in two minds as to whether I should push him back or
encourage him further. God, this was wrong. So wrong. Uncle Marcus
resembled Daddy a lot, so the sight of his handsome face between my
legs, his glistening lips moving over me only stressed the truly
deviant nature of what we were doing.

But his skill at eating my pussy
couldn’t be denied, especially since this was the first time I’d
ever experienced such a thing. The moans I fought to hold back came
shamelessly pouring out of me as my pleasure mounted. I gripped his
hair, his fingers pumping into me and his mouth feasting on me
pitched me into another whirlwind of sweet bliss.

“Oh god... oh my god…
ohh...”

While I struggled to catch my breath
from coming, he stood and roughly kissed me, stealing my breath
again. I tasted myself on his tongue as he quickly undid his belt
and pants. Once he’d stepped free of his pants and underwear, he
grabbed my hand and brought it to his throbbing flesh. He gasped
out a swear when my slim fingers wrapped around him.

“I got so stiff eating your
pussy, baby. That’s how good you tasted.”

He cupped his hand over mine as he
made me stroke him up and down. He was so hot, hard, and alive in
my hand. A huge, pulsing thing that felt like flesh but was almost
as hard as stone, and leaked liquid at the tip. I experimentally
squeezed him on my own and he groaned against my mouth. It was my
first time feeling a man’s cock in my hand and it belonged to my
uncle. Soon, it would be inside my pussy too.

He slipped his hands under my butt and
hoisted me up. I grabbed his shoulders, my back pressed against the
door, his cock between my legs. He kissed me again, groaning into
my mouth as he rutted his cock against my slick pussy
lips.

“Reach down and put me right
at your hole,” he ordered.

I didn’t want to do it but it was
either this, or the more horrible option he threatened earlier.
Tears of dismay and pleasure staining my cheeks, I grasped my
uncle’s thick, rigid flesh. My uncle groaned and shuddered as I
slid his cockhead down my wet slit until I pressed his tip to my
entrance.

Then he pushed into me while he had me
pinned against the door. I moaned in distress, struggling to
endure my uncle’s enormous size invading my body against my
will.

“Oh god… you’re too big…
you can’t fit inside me… take it out…” I
gasped.

“Just relax and it’ll
fit.”

He persisted, forcing himself deeper.
Trapped between Uncle Marcus and the door, I had no choice but to
take it all, especially when he thrust his full length into my
virgin pussy without warning. My right leg kicked straight up, my
toes curling tight.

Amid my wail as my pussy was viciously
stretched around its first cock—my uncle’s huge, hard flesh—I was
vaguely aware I still had on my wedding pumps. I trembled and
strained against him, whimpering from the intense sensation that I
was being split in two between my legs.

“Fuck... so fucking
tight...” he groaned, briefly pressing his
face into my neck.

He pulled out a little then pushed
deep into me again. My entire body was tense, totally focused on
the unfamiliar sensation of something buried inside my tight hole
and stroking inside it too.

My uncle fucked me slow against the
door at first, each thrust less difficult to endure than the last.
Soon, he pounded into me in earnest against the door, repeatedly
filling up my tight virgin pussy with his rigid length.

The discomfort had lessened to the
point that I felt unwanted pleasure from my uncle’s thick cock
pumping in and out of me. I gripped his shoulders as he bounced me
on his length, the wet sounds of his cock repeatedly surging into
me interspersed with our groans.

A sense of disbelief came over me that
this was happening, even though I felt every inch of my uncle’s
cock stroking into me. Years ago, there was a time in our lives
when our positions were reversed and more innocent. Where he
carried me on his back when I was too tired to walk, or my short
legs made our journey longer.

Now here we were, husband and wife,
fucking against his front door.

He pulled out of me and set me on my
feet. His hands on my waist, he turned me around and bent me
forward on the credenza. He used his foot to widen my
legs.

“You look so sexy like this,
sweetheart,” he growled against my ear, sliding his hands all over
my breasts, my back, then cupping and squeezing my butt. “Naked as
you were born but still wearing your heels. You look ready to take
a good pounding from your husband.”

He bent me over some more and guided
himself at my entrance. With a grunt my uncle slid into my pussy
again, filling me up as he grasped my hips tight. I choked out a
gasp, my fingers gripping the credenza’s edge, my toes curling in
my heels. My uncle’s massive flesh pushed inside my tight passage
made me feel extremely full.

“Fuck… yes….” he groaned in
pleasure as gripped my hips possessively.

Since he didn’t have to support my
weight anymore, my uncle had freedom to pound into me with full
force. He raised my right leg up onto the credenza. The crude angle
ensured he went deeper than ever into my body as he slammed his
dick into me.

Due to my tightness, his thickness,
and this position, his strokes inside my pussy was even more
pronounced. I gasped with every savage thrust, overwhelmed by the
relentless stretch in my newly deflowered pussy. But amid the pain,
his flesh rubbed a sweet spot inside me that made my left leg
tremble as it struggled to support most of my weight.

My uncle had promised he’d
go easy on me until he was sure I could ‘take it.’ Well, clearly he
thought I could. My breasts jiggled and bounced as he roughly
plowed his big dick into me. He didn’t just fuck me. He
used me. His fingers
digging into my waist as he mercilessly beat his dick into my
tender hole.

He paid for this pussy. Of
course he’ll get his money’s worth out of it.

It shamed me to practically
feel like an object for my uncle. But I found some dirty, twisted
pleasure in it. Daddy had racked up over one hundred grand in debt,
and Uncle Marcus had paid it all off just to call me
his.

Sweet tension built in my body again.
Though I knew I shouldn’t want it, I strained for it
anyway.

“You protested so much but
your pussy is so slick for me, sweetheart,” he panted as he rammed
into me. “You love your husband’s cock pounding into your pussy,
don’t you?”

“No...” I lied.

“Then why are you going to
come?”

As if his words summoned my climax, I
gasped as my pussy pulsed around my uncle’s thick flesh. Wrapped up
in pleasure, I couldn’t lie anymore. The truth came out.

“Oh god… yes… ohhh…
yes…”

I shook so hard from the heady
explosion of pleasure between my legs, I was barely able to keep
myself up. But Uncle Marcus gripping me kept me upright. He
groaned, still pounding into me as I came on him. His swelling
flesh stretched me even more, ramping up the satisfying fullness of
him inside me, and lengthening my orgasm.

“Oh fuck… baby... I’m
coming inside this sweet little cunt...” he
rasped.

My uncle shook as he came too,
flooding his eighteen-year-old niece’s pussy with his cum. My
clenching milked his length, pulling his seed deep inside me. My
eyes wide, I gasped at the reality that my own uncle just
impregnated me like he’d wanted all along.

When he was done pumping every creamy
drop into me, he slipped out, leaving behind a sticky mess that
coated my pussy and the insides of my thighs. Then he turned me to
face him and pulled me into his arms.

“We just consummated our
marriage, sweetheart. Who am I to you?” When I looked away and
refused to speak, he smacked my ass and demanded, “Say it out loud
let me hear.”

“My husband.”

“That’s right.” He smiled.
“And the father of all the babies I’m going to put in your belly
‘til death do us part, wife.”


 


 


 


 X-Rated With
My Niece While Her Brother Filmed Us

 


 Xara came
out onto the balcony, her phone in her hand, a cheery smile on her
face.

“Hey, guys.”

Gary grunted out a
low hey to his
little sister as he set up the camera. I smiled in greeting and
pulled out the chair beside mine. She took a seat.

“What did you want to talk
to me about, Uncle Eli?” she asked.

“I would like to hire you,”
I said.

Curiosity gleamed in her hazel
eyes.

“To do what?”

“I’m making an independent
short film with your brother’s help, and I want you to play a part
in it.”

“Really? But I don’t know
how to act. I mean, you’re a movie
star. I’d look like a cave woman beside
you.”

“That’s OK. You don’t need
any acting experience or training. It’s just one scene and you’re
perfect for it.” I picked up the envelope beside my laptop and
handed it to her. “This is what I’ll pay you for the
job.”

She opened the envelope and took out
the cheque. Her eyebrows rose.

“Oh my god. That’s a lot of
money!”

I smiled. “Is it enough for you to say
yes?”

She waved the cheque. “I’d
be stupid to say no after seeing this.” She slid the cheque back into
the envelope and put it on the table, using her phone as a
paperweight. “So, what’s the film about? What’s my role? When do we
start filming?”

I smiled at her businesslike attitude.
My niece was only eighteen but she had a maturity greater than most
people her age.

“It’s a short autobiography
with a few embellishments. The scene I want to shoot with you today
is a… uh… climactic moment in our relationship.” I smiled, amused with myself. Of
course, my innocent niece remained clueless about my double
meaning. “It will only be available in a special edition for me
alone to watch.”

“You said
today? When?”

“Right now.”

I pointed at Gary who had his camera
on his shoulder, aiming it at us. She looked at her brother and
went still, her eyes wide and her lips parted. She tucked a few
strands of her straight blonde hair behind her ear and flashed a
nervous smile.

“Wow. OK.” She shifted in
her seat, glancing between me and her brother. “I—I don’t know what
to do now, Uncle Eli!”

“Well, you can start by
sucking my cock.”

“What?”

I spoke slower. “I want you to get on
your knees, unbutton my pants, take my cock out, and put it in your
mouth.”

She gaped at me as if I’d suddenly
sprouted a second head, then darted a glance at her brother before
meeting my gaze again.

“As in, you want me to
pretend to—to—” Her face pink, she couldn’t finish her
sentence.

“No pretending. I would like
to actually feel those pretty lips on my cock right now,
sweetheart.”

She got to her feet instead, her
breathing heavy, disgust curling her upper lip.

“You must be off your meds,
Uncle Eli! There’s no way in hell I’m doing something like that!
Why would you even ask me—”

“This is what I hired you
for, Xara. If you don’t do your job, I guess I don’t have a choice
but to show the video of you to everyone.”

“What video?” she
demanded.

I opened the laptop and tapped on the
spacebar. The black screen blinked away and the paused video
started playing. I turned the laptop for Xara to see. She gasped
and covered her mouth.

In the video, my niece lay naked on
her bed, rubbing her pussy as she watched a dirty video on her
tablet. The video on my laptop changed angles, showing us my
niece’s tablet screen. It was a naughty animated film of a young
woman getting railed by a monstrous lizard creature twice her
size.

The girl’s loud moans, the monster’s
growls, and the extremely wet, squishy sounds of its cock pounding
away emanated from my laptop’s speakers. The angle on my video
shifted again, zooming in on my niece’s pussy.

Xara’s fingers stroked between her
pink, glistening pussy lips faster, her breaths and soft moans
audible as well. Then she moaned louder when she plunged her digits
deep inside her hole.

I’d jerked off multiple times to this
video. As I watched it yet again, my cock rapidly grew stiff.
However, Xara interrupted my viewing pleasure by slamming the
laptop lid shut.

“How did you get that
video?” she demanded, her cheeks and ears a vibrant shade of
pink.

“I paid your brother to
install cameras in your room.”

She swung a betrayed look at her
brother who was still filming us.

“How could you do something
like that, Gary? I’m your sister!”

“He paid me just like he
paid you,” Gary said in a voice devoid of guilt. “Plus, the credit
I’ll get on this film will open more opportunities for me. You need
to stop being such an ungrateful brat, sis. When Mom abandoned us,
Uncle Eli took us in and cared for us. He also just paid you a load
of money for an easy job any number women would have done for free.
Just get over yourself and do it.”

“No. I’m not selling my body like a whore! And definitely not to
my uncle.” She
took a step back, shaking her head, betrayal and disgust written
all over her pretty face. “You guys are both sick!”

“Xara, as I said, if you
don’t do what I ask, I’m going to post this video online,” I said
calmly.

“You wouldn’t!”

“The only way to find that
out is to not give me what I want. Do you really want to risk
that?”

It was interesting how quickly her
outrage morphed into anxiety. Her clenched fists at her sides
became crossed arms over her stomach, her shoulders
slumped.

“Uncle Eli,
please,” she begged.
“Don’t do this to me.”

Ever since I assumed guardianship over
my niece and nephew, Xara’s big hazel eyes and her sweet, plaintive
voice had always been my kryptonite. She begged me for something
and I moved Earth to make it happen. But while I felt guilty for
blackmailing her, it wasn’t strong enough to make me give in to
her.

This time, my wishes superseded hers.
For several months now, I’d harboured inappropriate feelings for my
niece. I was fed up of resisting them. With my fame and fortune, I
was too accustomed to getting whatever I desired. And what I
desired most was to slide my cock inside her while that incredible
moment was immortalized on video.

“I’m not doing anything to
you. The ball is in your court. You can either get on your knees
and suck my dick, or you can go back in the house and live with the
consequences of everyone—even people who know
you—seeing you rub your pussy to monster porn.”

I pretended to be relaxed even though
I was tense. This was the make or break moment. Thanks to my acting
experience, it was usually effortless to convince others while I
lied to their face. But if she called my bluff, the whole thing was
shot. I would never post that video of her online for any asshole
with an internet connection to see her gorgeous body.

She cast a hateful glance at her
brother who dutifully continued to film, then behind her at the
sliding doors into the house. She met my gaze again, unshed tears
sparkled in her eyes, the same open dislike she gave her brother
directed at me.

A single tear rolled down her cheek as
she took a hesitant step forward then another. Finally, she slowly
lowered herself to her knees in front of me and hung her
head.

“Good girl,” I said, beyond
excited I was finally going to have one of my greatest dreams come
true. Just the thought of my cock moments away from being sucked by
my eighteen-year-old niece made my flagging erection from watching
her touch herself come back to life. “Now open my fly and take my
cock out.”

Stiffly, her hands shaking, my niece
obeyed my command. I hummed in delight when her warm little hands
reached into my underwear and grasped my shaft. Her eyes wide, she
let out a soft gasp which I assumed was from shock as her slim
fingers closed around me.

“That’s right, baby. Your
uncle is already so stiff for you. Take it out.”

She blushed and dropped her gaze as
she worked me free from my underwear. She stared at my erect cock
grasped in her hands, her eyes even wider. Admittedly, I wasn’t
small. In her little hands, I looked practically enormous. The look
on her face was a mix of awe and concern.

“Stroke it,” I
ordered.

My niece hesitantly stroked her hand
up and down my rigid length. Her warm hand gripping and jerking my
shaft felt so good. I groaned and my cock twitched against her
palm.

“Put it in your
mouth.”

More tears slid down her cheeks as she
reluctantly leaned forward and slipped her lips over my cockhead. A
deep groan escaped me at the sight and feel of my niece’s warm, wet
mouth sliding over my sensitive cockhead.

“Oh fuck…
yes,” I hissed, cupping the back of her
head.

My niece slowly took more of me into
her mouth. The damp heat surrounding my cock felt fucking amazing.
I groaned when she tightened her lips around my length and slowly
moved that suction up and down my shaft. My fingers curled in her
silky hair as I added gentle pressure on the back of her head to
encourage her to suck me deeper.

But because of my size, my poor little
niece couldn’t take her uncle fully in her mouth. She did her best,
though. She might not have acting experience, but she clearly knew
how to take a cock in her mouth.

“Come on over, Gary. Make
sure you get a good shot of your little sister swallowing her
uncle’s cock.”

At that, she pulled her mouth off me
and looked in Gary’s direction, her face red. I ordered her to get
back to sucking my cock and she obeyed, sliding her warm mouth down
my shaft again.

Fuck, it felt so good. It looked
so good too watching my stiff, meaty flesh between
her pink lips as she slid her mouth up and down my length. As
I guided her mouth on me, I reached down with my free hand to cup
her left breast.

She made a sound around my cock and
pushed my hand away. I pushed hers away too and kept fondling her
soft breast. When she kept fighting my touch, I stood and grasped
her head by the sides.

“If you won’t let me touch
your tits, then you can take my cock down your throat.”

Up until this moment, she’d had most
of the control, taking as much of me as she wanted to accommodate
into her mouth. But I took over, forcing my cock deeper until my
tip pressed the back of her throat. I fisted her hair tight,
holding her still as I thrust my cock into her mouth.

She pushed against me but I
gave her no room to escape. I punted my hips back and forth,
sliding myself against her tongue and into the warm grip of her
throat. The wet sounds of my cock beating into her mouth, and her
gagging as she struggled to take me so brutally filled me with
primal delight. My niece was such a good, innocent girl. To treat
her like this, to use her mouth like it was just a wet hole was so fucked up but
that’s what made it hotter too.

The slick warmth of her mouth
surrounding my shaft, the feel of my balls pressing against her
chin, and the desperate flutter of her throat around the head of my
cock stimulated me to no end. I loved dominating her like this. I
fantasized about this so many times and jerked off to it too. But
those moments didn’t compare to now when I was actually forcing my
cock down her throat.

When I finally pulled out of her
mouth, tears wet her face, and her mouth and chin glistened with
her spit as she panted. I felt raw satisfaction and triumph at her
breathless, overwhelmed look.

“Stand up.”

She stood. I grabbed her hand and
wrapped her fingers around my me. I demanded she stroke me off. She
sniffled and put her delicate hands to work pumping me. Then I
claimed her mouth with mine. She tried to reject my kiss but I
gripped her jaw made her accept it. I forced my tongue between her
lips and sucked her tongue into my mouth. She must have learnt her
lesson from the throat-fucking because she didn’t fight it when I
fondled her tits again.

“No bra, huh?” I said
against her lips as I pinched her firm nipples through her shirt.
“I guess that’s an invitation to take a peek.”

She wore a white button-up shirt. It
felt like I was unwrapping a gift as I undid the buttons and peeled
aside the shirt halves. Her breasts were perfect, sun-kissed mounds
tipped with erect, pink nipples. I stared at them in awe for a
moment. They’d looked amazing in the video. In real life, they were
incredible. I felt like I held treasure in my palms when I cupped
and hefted them. She trembled, her grip tightening around
me.

Eager to taste her, I snared one of
her breasts into my mouth and sucked it. Then I pushed my hand into
her shorts and groped her pussy over her panties. When I explored
inside her panties next, her wetness coated my fingers. She made a
distressed sound as I rubbed my fingers between her pussy lips
against her clit. She strained against me, trying to push my hand
away.

“Uncle Eli, you said you
only wanted me to give you a blowjob and I did. Why are you doing
this to me?”

“I forgot to mention that
this is supposed to be the x-rated version of the movie,
sweetheart. And the only way to get that rating is to put my cock
inside your pussy.”

“No—”

Her protest was cut off by a harsh
gasp when I slid a finger into her tight, wet hole. She cried out
as I forced a second one into her. I pushed them knuckle-deep into
her clenching pussy then pumped them in and out of her
hole.

I hovered my lips over hers,
swallowing her whimpers and pleas like they gave me life. I loved
the pink in her face, the feel of her tight heat around my fingers,
her soft breast in my palm as I fondled it. I especially enjoyed
how wet she got the more I fingerfucked her tight hole.

My cock was stiffer than ever,
throbbing with desperation to slide deep inside her pussy. I pulled
my fingers out of her and sucked her juices off them clean. After I
pushed the laptop and envelope aside to make room, I turned her
around and bent her over the table. Despite her resistance, I
peeled down her shorts and underwear in one go.

“Look at this tight, round
ass. So damn perfect.” I gave her a playful smack on her right
buttcheek, yet she wailed like I’d delivered a mighty stone-handed
slap on her backside. I smirked. “Come, take a close-up of this,
Gary.”

Gary obediently came closer. I spread
his little sister’s ass cheeks wide open to reveal her puckered
backdoor and her glistening pussy lips. Of course, Xara protested
and tried to hide herself. I barked at her to stay still which she
immediately obeyed. Gary was able to get an uninterrupted shot of
his sister’s holes. I couldn’t wait to watch this part of the scene
over and over again.

Although I wanted to enjoy her pussy
on my tongue, my stiff and sexually tormented cock demanded
satisfaction. I stroked myself then lined my tip at her entrance.
Dedicated to his dirty work, my nephew crouched down to ensure he
perfectly captured the moment I penetrated inside his
sister.

“No, Uncle Eli!
Please… don’t!”

She tried to resist by rearing up. I
pressed her down on the table and pushed my cockhead into her. I
groaned in pleasure as my niece’s wet heat surrounded me, her
clenching to keep me out only spurring me to force myself deeper.
My grip tight on her to hold her in place, I thrust my full length
into her slick cunt against her will. The slap of my pelvis against
her ass punctuating the moment.

She cried out and bucked. I threw my
head back and groaned low as I enjoyed my eighteen-year-old niece’s
tight pussy on my dick. I pulled my hips back then rammed forward,
filling her deep yet again. She whimpered, her body shaking, her
pussy clenching repeatedly on my length.

The poor thing. I felt a little bad
even though I wasn’t going to stop. I knew she wasn’t a virgin, but
she was so goddamn tiny down there. It was bad enough I was
violating her like this. I was probably stretching her little pussy
more than it had ever been before too.

One hand on her back, the other
gripping her hip, I began pumping my cock in and out of her pussy
in a steady pace. The sight of my rigid dick glistening with her
pussy juices sliding into her body filled me pure perverse
delight.

When my drug-addict sister dumped her
kids on me and fucked off to who-knew-where, I’d been furious. Over
time, I leaned into my role as a parent just like I did in any of
my movies. I was like a father to Xara even though I was her uncle.
I’d raised her and watched her become a woman. Now, I had her bent
over a table as I fucked her on my balcony table while her brother
filmed us.

Groans rumbled in my chest as I plowed
into my niece harder. Her whimpers and gasps as she took me fuelled
me to fuck her harder. The table rattled with each thrust as I
slammed my cock into her pussy, my balls smacking against her
flesh. Her wet heat gripped and squeezed me mercilessly, and I felt
like I was going crazy with lust.

“Mm. Love watching your pussy take me deep, baby… feels so good
too… you’re so damn tight!”

I just got off a strict regimen that
was designed to bulk me up for my last role in an action movie. My
niece was a slight thing, and I had the large body to match the big
dick. This scene probably looked like the one in the animated porn
she’d masturbated to. My hulking body over her smaller frame,
holding her down as I repeatedly forced my cock into her pussy
while she wailed about it.

If the media discovered I blackmailed
and fucked my eighteen-year-old niece against her will, I would
become the most memorable cancellation of the #MeToo movement while
rotting away in prison.

Then again, doing something this
depraved and dangerous was probably why fucking her was the best
sex I ever had. I reached around and fondled her tits. She cried
out when I pinched her nipples and twisted them between my fingers.
The more I played with her nipples, the less my niece sounded like
she hated getting forcibly dicked by her uncle. She started to moan
and her pussy grew slicker too.

“Oh god… Uncle
Eli...” she gasped.

Then she shuddered and let out a high,
gasping moan, her pussy spasming around my cock. I moaned too,
overwhelmed by the blissful squeeze as her pussy tightened on my
shaft.

“Fuck… oh, good girl…
coming on your uncle’s cock… squeezing me so
tight…”

I kept up my thrusts into her, making
sure to draw out her climax until her spasms had faded into
intermittent flutters. I pulled out of her, turned her around, and
tipped her backward to suck on her tits. I fondled her breasts as I
sucked and licked on her hard nipples. She moaned and writhed
against me, her expression and the tension in her body telegraphing
reluctant pleasure.

Then I lay her on the table and wedged
myself between her legs again. Grasping my length, I guided myself
at her extremely slick entrance and thrust deep into her pussy
again. Of course, Gary came in close for a great shot of the
action.

I raised her legs, spreading her
vulgarly. My hands pressing on the backs of her thighs, I held my
niece down on the table as I fucked her with fresh vigour. My dick
was a glistening piston in my eighteen-year-old niece’s sweet
pussy. The wet sounds of her tight hole swallowing me and her soft
cries were music to my ears.

My need to come surged within me,
spurred me on to savagely beat into her pussy. Her whimpers and
groans mixed with my hisses of pleasure. Xara pressed against my
stomach as if to hold me back but I was undeterred. My little niece
had no choice but to take every inch of her uncle’s thick cock
viciously slamming into her tight hole whether she wanted it or
not.

But although she silently begged me
for mercy at first, her fingers began fisting my shirt like she was
holding on for the ride. Her toes curled and her legs shook.
Gradually, she moved her body to accept more of my thrusts, her
lips parted on moans.

“Oh god... oh my god...
Uncle Eli...” she cried out.

She shuddered as she came undone yet
again on my cock. I swore under my breath and gasped as her
convulsions pulled me swiftly to the finish line as
well.

“Oh fuck…
baby... your pussy is making me
come!”

“Don’t come in me, Uncle
Eli!” she pleaded. “You have to pull out or I’ll get
pregnant!”

But it was too late for that. And even
if it wasn’t, I had no intention of pulling out of my niece while I
unloaded into her hole. It hadn’t been my intention, but knocking
her up was instantly appealing. I kept thrusting into her as my
cock pulsed along with her pussy’s convulsions.

My nephew filmed every filthy second
as my warm seed gushed from my twitching cock and flooded his
little sister’s pussy. The thought that I was breeding my niece
with my baby gave me a heady rush like no other before. I shuddered
as I came harder than I’d ever done, barely able to support myself
on my feet.

I released her legs and slumped on top
of her, remaining buried deep inside her as the last twitches of my
cock spurted leftover cum inside her. When I’d recovered some
strength, I pulled out of her. My cum oozed out from between my
niece’s slick, pink lips like melting icing on a warm cinnamon
roll.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” I
said.

Gary spoke for the first time in a
while, agreeing with me. He pushed the camera close between his
sister’s legs and licked his lips like he wanted to eat her
cum-filled pussy. That’s when I got the brilliant idea to have my
niece suck me clean while her brother did the same to her
pussy.

While it was a shame the camera
couldn’t capture that last part, the memorable scene and the wet
slurping sounds my niece and nephew made together were branded in
my brain forever.

“Sweetheart, you did an
excellent job,” I said to her blushing, tear-stained face
afterwards. “You really brought that scene to life.” Then I
caressed her stomach and smiled. “And, soon, you’ll give life to
our baby too.”


 


 


 


 Yule
Threesome With Daddy And My Brother

 


 “Daddy, I don’t feel
well.”

“What’s wrong?” Daddy asked,
stroking my arm.

Mom, Daddy, my older brother Jonah,
and I were all sitting in our huge sectional, watching a holiday
movie. As usual on movie nights, Daddy and I were close together,
his left arm hugging me close to his side.

I rubbed my temple. “My head feels
funny.”

A weird cloudy feeling had been
growing in my head since I drank the hot chocolate Daddy made us. I
thought I was getting sleepy because of the warm drink, but this
didn’t feel like drowsiness.

“Are you dizzy?” Jonah
asked, an excited look on his face.

Why would he want
that?

“I don’t know. My whole body
just feels… off.”
I made a face as I slowly sat upright. “Maybe I’m getting a
cold.”

“You’re probably too warm
under the blanket,” Daddy suggested. “Why don’t you sit on the
carpet? It’s cooler on the floor.”

After I pushed away my
blanket, it took more effort than usual to get up from the couch.
My legs shook, threatening to buckle. I gasped as the room
tilted. That answers my brother’s
question. I stretched my arms out to
balance myself. Both Daddy and Jonah appeared at my sides, helping
me sit on the floor.

A soft snore drew my attention. Mom
was asleep but something didn’t look right about her position.
Instead of lying down and using one of the cushions for a pillow
like she normally did, she was slumped in her seat, her head lolled
to one side, her arms hanging limp. It looked a little disturbing.
Like she’d passed out instead of falling asleep naturally. If it
weren’t for her snoring, I would have assumed something
worse.

“Feeling any better,
sweetheart?” Daddy asked, gently caressing the back of my
head.

“Not really.” I raised my
hand to my forehead again. My arm felt so heavy. “I think I should go to my
room and sleep it off.”

“Not yet. Your brother and I
owe you a second gift, remember?”

I smiled, excitement pushing
aside my worry. Yesterday was my eighteenth birthday and today was
Christmas Day—or Yule, as Daddy preferred to call it due to his Swedish
ancestry.

Some people with holiday birthdays
probably got double gifts but I don’t. However, this morning, Daddy
promised he and Jonah would give me a second gift today. Daddy
already got me a VR headset and Jonah got me a gift card for my
favourite makeup store. I’d been curious all day as to what they’d
give me next.

“Yeah, I remember,” I said.
I glanced around, not seeing any packages or envelopes. “So, where
is it?”

“It’s not a physical gift,”
Daddy said, lowering his hand to my shoulder. “It’s a
shared experience your
brother and I will give you tonight.”

“It’s your second gift to us
too, Yas,” Jonah added, petting my thigh over my sweatpants. “The
best one ever.”

The living room was dimly lit by the
standing lamp and the light from the TV and tree. In the gloom, the
secretive smiles on my father and brother’s faces and the intense
look in their eyes made me nervous. We had always been a physically
affectionate family. For the first time, I felt uncomfortable by
their nearness and touching.

“What’s the shared
experience?” I said, trying to shift away from them. The heaviness
in my arms had progressed to the rest of my body. I was just barely
holding myself upright.

Daddy dragged his hand down my arm
then back up to my shoulder. He spoke in a low, seductive
voice.

“Your brother and I are
going to fuck you. I drugged you and your mother so we could do it,
too.” He squeezed my shoulder. “Believe me, I didn’t want to put
that sedative in your hot chocolate, Yasmin. I would have preferred
you were of sound mind to really appreciate the moment. But your
brother made a good point that you would have fought too much and
ruined the experience. This way, all three of us will have
fun.”

I stared at my father as if he’d
spoken in a different language even though I understood every
sordid word. His confession was too insane to be real. The same man
who had loved and cared for me all my life had drugged me with the
intention of violating me in the worst way possible.

“But I’m your
daughter.” I turned my
head to look at my brother. It felt like a bowling ball on my neck.
“And your sister.
Why would you both want to do something like that to
me?”

“Why wouldn’t we want to fuck you?” Jonah
said, pushing his hand higher up my thigh. “You’re gorgeous and you
share our blood which makes you ours.”

“No!” I shoved away Jonah’s
hand with as much energy as I could muster, then I shook my head,
rejecting his disgusting words. Moving my head too suddenly made
the room tilt and spin again. I gasped and fell forward onto my
palms.

Get up and run!

My legs refused to obey and my arms
trembled just from supporting my upper half. Daddy put his arm on
my shoulder and I tried to shake it off me. I almost keeled over.
Jonah caught me and pulled me upright. My head spun.

“Wow, Dad. I think you gave
her too much,” Jonah said with a chuckle.

“Shit. I don’t want her to
pass out. I wouldn’t want to go through with it if she’s out cold.
Let’s get her clothes off.”

Their hands were all over me as they
stripped off my pink sweater and grey sweatpants. I tried to resist
but my arms were too weak to stop them. Within seconds, I was
sitting naked on the living room carpet in just my pink wool socks.
Daddy and Jonah grabbed my arms and held them out of the way so I
couldn’t cover myself.

“Damn, look at her tits,”
Jonah said in an appreciative voice. He cupped my left breast and
groped it. “Aren’t they amazing?”

“Just like her mother’s,”
Daddy said to my right. He cupped my other breast and fondled it
too.

“Stop…” I pleaded in a weak
voice. “No… I don’t want this… it’s wrong...”

“It’s wrong in society’s
eyes. But Yule is a time to come
together as a family,” Daddy said, pressing
his lips close to my ear as he played with my nipple.

“Yeah, if we’re supposed to
be one in spirit, why not flesh too?” Jonah said. “Lets join yours
with ours, sis.”

He grabbed my hand and moved it to his
crotch. My entire body had the strength of cooked noodles, unable
to put up much resistance beyond weak squirming. If it weren’t for
Daddy and Jonah using their shoulders as support, I would have
fallen backward already. I was beyond vulnerable. A naked living
puppet for my depraved father and brother to manipulate however
they liked.

Jonah closed my fingers around
something fleshy, warm, and firm that pulsed against my palm. When
I rolled my heavy head to look at my hand, I stared in dismay at my
brother’s naked erection clutched in my fist.

My brother covered my hand with his,
making me stroke him up and down. He was so big that it was his
grip on my hand that forced my fingers to meet around his girth. He
groaned, his squeezes on my breast becoming more
enthusiastic.

“No...” I moaned helplessly,
tears stinging my eyes.

To add to my distress, Daddy grabbed
my free hand and made me hold his erection too. I rolled my head to
the right, my wide eyes taking in the appalling sight. My father’s
pants were down to his knees, my hand wrapped around his thick,
hard flesh. He was even bigger than my brother!

Trapped between the two men, they
forced me to jerk them off while they fondled my breasts and played
with my nipples. Each tug and twist on my sensitive tips made me
yelp and whimper. When I started pleading Mom’s name, begging for
her help, Daddy growled in my ear it was useless.

“She’s knocked out for
hours. You could scream loud enough to shatter glass and she still
won’t hear you.”

Tears spilled down my
cheeks. I moaned no repeatedly, but my protests were drowned out by their groans
of sick pleasure as they made me stroke their throbbing cocks
against my will.

Daddy pressed his face to my chest,
his warm breath and soft kisses feathering my skin. He shifted his
angle so he could lower his head and latch on to my right nipple. I
cried out at the nasty sensation of my father’s warm, wet mouth on
my breast, his greedy sucking and delighted groan around my nipple
so disturbing.

It seemed like whatever one started,
the other emulated. My brother followed our father, turning his
body to suck on my left breast. My misery climbed and so did the
volume of my cries and protests. I had just enough energy left to
squirm in resistance but not enough to get them off me.

Their heads close together, Daddy and
my brother suckled me while Mom slept just a few feet away. Their
big hands held my breasts hostage as they attacked my flesh with
their greedy mouths. My brother was rougher about it, using his
teeth to bite and scrape my nipple. But Daddy lapped his tongue
over my sensitive tip while intermittently sucking it.

There was no escape from the unwanted
stimulation, or the dirty, wet sounds their mouths made, or the
sensation of their cocks getting stiffer in my hands as they took
advantage of me.

“Daddy… Jonah…
please…
stop…”

They both ignored me. As a matter of
fact, Daddy furthered his violation. He slipped his hand between my
legs to grope my pussy. I closed my legs, trapping his hand. Daddy
effortlessly pushed them apart again.

He pulled his lips off my breasts to
focus on rubbing my pussy. Meanwhile, my brother continued his
assault with his teeth and tongue. Daddy delved his fingers between
my pussy lips to stroke my clit. I whimpered when a shot of
unwanted pleasure pulsed in my pussy from his touch.

“No…” I whimpered, to Daddy, to myself. I didn’t want my father
touching my pussy. I definitely didn’t want to like it!

Jonah slipped his mouth off my
breast.

“You’re like a broken
record,” he said, irritation lacing his voice. “No, no, no.”

“That’s exactly why we had
to drug you,” Daddy said, circling my clit. “Not just to make
things easier for us, but because you’re such a goddamn
goody-two-shoes. The only way to get you to try something fun is
to force you to do
it. But if you stopped fighting…” He eased his fingers lower, their
tips pressing against my entrance. “You’ll enjoy it.”

Daddy forced his thick finger into my
pussy, his satisfied hum mixing with my distressed cry. When he
began thrusting his finger in and out of my unwilling hole, I
shuddered and wailed some more.

“Daddy, it hurts!” I sobbed.
“I’m not wet!”

“I can tell. Do you want me
to fix that?”

“Yes… please… take your finger
out!”

“But that won’t make you
wet. You need to be soaked if you’re going to take Daddy in this
tight little hole you have here.”

He pulled his finger out of me and I
whimpered at the tugging burn as he dragged it out. He and Jonah
repositioned me, making me lie back with my head supported in
Jonah’s lap. When Daddy pushed my legs back, Jonah grabbed them,
holding me spread wide open.

“Mm. A pretty little pussy for my pretty little girl,” Daddy said
with satisfaction.

He rubbed his fingers over my pussy
lips then smacked them three times. He didn’t do it hard, but the
fact that he could do whatever he wanted to me while I was in such
a vulgar and vulnerable position made me cry out.

Jonah’s grip tightened on my legs as
Daddy continued rubbing his fingers over my exposed pussy. It was
so wrong to see my own father between my spread legs, a hungry
expression on his face as he lowered his mouth to my
pussy.

Fresh tears spilled down my cheeks as
I watched in shocked horror as my own father began eating out my
pussy. He hummed as he luxuriously lapped over my pussy lips then
wormed his tongue between them.

I moaned and shuddered in
dismay at the dirty wrong sensation of my father’s mouth on my most
private area. His lips on my breast and his finger in my pussy had
been bad enough. His warm, wet, squirming tongue
exploring my pussy
intensified my feelings of violation.

And yet, although I sobbed
and desperately wanted him to stop what he was doing, I was ashamed
to discover I liked it. I didn’t want to enjoy this at all, but
when Daddy’s eager lips and deft tongue discovered my clit, I bit
back a moan that wasn’t
out of misery.

It had to be the drugs. If it had
weakened me physically, it must have weakened me internally too.
That’s why shameful, unwanted arousal grew between my legs as Daddy
lapped over my clit while he firmly sucked it. He gripped my thighs
and held me down even though my brother did that
already.

My father’s digits dug into my flesh
as his tongue forced its way into my hole, squirming and stabbing
in then licking all the way up to my clit again. When Daddy pushed
his two fingers into my pussy yet again, I was ashamed I was slick
enough to accept them with ease.

I whimpered, simultaneously hating and
enjoying the sensation of my father’s fingers filling my pussy.
Daddy groaned as he ate me out while he pumped his fingers into me.
The sound rumbled through my body, adding to the naughty pleasure
he gave me.

He abruptly pulled his fingers out of
me. Just as disappointment at the loss of stimulation filled me, he
rubbed the puckered entrance of my ass. I couldn’t tense up or
move. My body was too relaxed from the drugs, and too restricted by
my brother’s hold on me.

“Daddy… no… no—”

My words were cut off in a
startled cry when Daddy penetrated my ass with a few inches of his
finger. It didn’t burn because his finger had been lubricated with
my pussy juices. However, nothing had ever gone in like that in that part of me. Just
that bit of Daddy’s invasion felt so foreign and
unwelcomed.

“Jesus. Your ass is extremely tight!” Daddy said in amazement,
shallowly thrusting his finger in and out my ass. I couldn’t even
clench up to stop him. Instead, my relaxed asshole stretched to
accommodate my father’s intruding fingertip every time he pushed it
into me.

“I knew it would be,” Jonah
said behind me, sounding triumphant. “That’s why I called
dibs.”

Their conversation was so appalling.
Not only had my father and brother conspired to violate me, they’d
even decided on who did what!

“I guess I’ll have my turn
another time. Tonight, her pussy is all mine.”

Daddy pulled his finger out of my ass
and got up on his knees. After he shed his pants and underwear, he
shuffled closer, his thick flesh gripped in his hand. In the
semi-lit room, my father’s erect cock was intimidating. I shivered
in awe and fear.

I wanted to beg him to stop, to don’t
do this to his own daughter, but there was just no point anymore.
My sick father and brother had drugged me and already violated me
despite my pleas. More begging wasn’t going to stop them until they
were done using me however they liked.

Jonah released my legs and replaced
his lap with a cushion from the couch. His cock gripped in his hand
too, he moved closer and touched the tip to my lips.

“You’re going to suck my
cock while Dad fucks your pussy,” he commanded as Daddy guided his
cockhead to my entrance.

My brother gripped my jaw and squeezed
my mouth open. When he forced himself between my lips, my father
did the same into my vulnerable pussy. My body shook, my loud cry
muffled around my brother’s cock as Daddy’s huge flesh invaded me,
stretching my walls beyond comfort. Daddy groaned and shuddered as
he pushed his hips forward, surging deeper into me.

“Yes… oh yes… so wet and
tight…” he hissed. “Your cunt feels like a
glove… fuck…”

My father pressed my legs down,
retreating then thrusting his big dick deep into my pussy again. My
brother held my head in a tight grip, pumping his equally thick
cock into my mouth. While I moaned in distress, my father and
brother groaned in pleasure as they stuffed me full of their cocks
against my will.

They took their time, staggering their
thrusts so that when one cock pushed in deep, the other slid out,
ready to force its way back into me in the next turn. My father and
brother gradually used me harder, stuffing both my holes in tandem
with enthusiasm.

My brother’s cock was a stiff, heavy
pole of flesh leaking salty precum on my tongue with every thrust.
He didn’t seem to care I wasn’t applying any suction. He held my
head while he rocked his hips back and forth, using my mouth as a
wet hole to fuck.

“You look so sexy taking my
dick in your mouth, sis,” Jonah groaned. “I want to come on your
face but I’m saving it all for your ass.”

While Jonah’s words filled
me with dread, most of my focus was on the relentless stretch
between my legs. It hurt to take Daddy. Not only because he was the
last man I would have ever expected to do something so depraved to
me, but also because he was so big.

If it weren’t for my
wetness, I doubt Daddy would have managed to fit in me. No wonder
he’d said I had to be soaking wet to take him. Every time my father
plunged his cock into me, my small hole strained to contain all of
him. He even looked too much for me. My pussy lips were forced apart to accept
every stiff inch when Daddy’s thick flesh sunk into me.

There was zero guilt or shame on my
father’s face as he forcibly fucked his own eighteen-year-old
daughter while his wife slept just a few feet away. His eyes were
closed, his lips parted on groans, pure bliss on his face as he
held me down and rammed his cock into me with vigour.

I was starting to let go. To pull into
myself and will the drugs to make me pass out. I didn’t want to be
conscious anymore while my father and brother used me. Maybe if I
were unconscious, they would stop too.

But Daddy started rubbing my clit with
his thumb, the stimulation grounding me in the moment. My arousal
climbed, his cock stroking in and out of my pussy growing more
bearable and pleasurable with each thrust. To my absolute shame, my
pussy clenched around Daddy’s cock, craving more of it.

My moans and whimpers around my
brother’s cock were no longer in torment but in reluctant
enjoyment. Tension coiled in my body, a rising need for release
between my legs.

No. Don’t come!

I wanted to fight it but the drugs
left me incapable. Just like I was forced to accept Daddy’s cock in
my pussy, I had to accept the treacherous bliss too. I trembled,
moaning around my brother’s flesh in my mouth. My fingers curled
weakly against the carpet and so did my toes in my pink
socks.

“Your sister is coming on
me, son,” Daddy groaned. “It feels so good. She’s squeezing me
tighter than ever. Oh,
babygirl. You fought it so much but I knew
you’d love it!”

In his excitement, Daddy pounded me
harder, his cock a relentless piston in my pussy as I came. His
thrusts drew out my orgasm and I sobbed in shame that I climaxed
from getting fucked by my own father.

Aftershocks prickled my thighs when
Daddy slipped out of me. He joined Jonah at my head, and my brother
pulled out of my mouth to allow Daddy to take his turn. When Daddy
pushed himself into my mouth, I tasted myself on him, driving home
the point my own father had just fucked my pussy.

For a moment, I was forced to suck
both my brother and father. They gripped my hands around their
shafts again, forcing me to stroke them both while I feebly sucked
on their lengths. My mother’s oblivious snores sounded amid the wet
sounds of my mouth moving on my father and brother’s
cocks.

My brother pulled away and knelt
between my legs. He shoved his face between my thighs, greedily
licking and sucking on my slick pussy lips. His eager tongue lapped
wetly and noisily along my pussy lips before he dragged his mouth
lower to lick my asshole.

I gasped and squirmed, shocked by the
intense stimulation. I was so hyperaware of my brother’s tongue
circling my tight pucker that I barely acknowledged Daddy’s cock in
my mouth. How could something so nasty and wrong feel so good at
the same time?

I didn’t know whether to feel relief
or disappointment when my brother pulled away from me and stood.
But when he got out a squat bottle from his pocket and then shed
his pants and underwear, alarm skyrocketed inside me.

He got to his knees again and popped
open the bottle, a smirk on his face.

“Why do you look so worried,
Yas?” he asked. “You don’t want me to lube your ass before I fuck
it? That wouldn’t be fun for either of us.”

My brother squeezed out lube, smearing
plenty of it between my cheeks. He circled my slick entrance with
his fingers then began forcing one into me. I slipped my mouth off
Daddy to utter a protest but Daddy slapped a hand over my mouth
stifling my words. He stroked himself off while he watched what
Jonah was doing to my ass.

I whimpered as my brother penetrated
my asshole much deeper than when Daddy briefly fingered me. Jonah
pushed past my ring, my tight channel stretching to accept his
thick finger.

“Dad you were right!” Jonah
said in a breathless voice. “Her ass has an iron grip on my finger.
I can’t wait to feel it on my dick.”

“I hope you don’t stretch
her out,” Daddy said. “I want to feel it too
eventually.”

Jonah thrust his finger into
my ass, stroking my untouched passage. My entire being focused on
the strange sensation of being repeatedly entered in that part of me. I moaned
and squirmed, desperate for him to take his finger out of my ass.
Instead, he forced a second one into me, the lube squelching as he
pumped them into my tight passage.

The stretch and unwanted presence of
his fingers were even more intense. Even though Jonah’s fingers
were in my ass, I felt their movement in my pussy somehow. To my
shame and confusion, the pressure of them filling me and their
stroking my sensitive channel stimulated me.

“There,” Jonah said, pulling
his fingers out of me at last. “A nice, lubed-up ass prepped for a
good dicking.”

My brother poured out more lube, this
time on his erection. The gel made a dirty squelching in his palm
as he massaged it along his rigid shaft. When he was done, his cock
was an ominous, glistening pole in the dim light, fully prepared to
violate me in a new and terrible way.

He guided his fat tip at my rear
entrance. Overwhelming dread made my heart race and my breathing
heavy against Daddy’s palm. If I wasn’t so sedated, I might have
been able to resist my brother’s unwanted intrusion. However, I had
no choice but to accept my brother’s cock forcing its way into my
virgin ass.

I wailed against Daddy’s palm as my
brother’s fat cockhead stretched open my ass for the first time.
Once my brother pushed past my sphincter, he held my legs down yet
again and pressed his hips forward, forcing more of himself into
me.

“Jesus, it looks like you
can barely fit in her,” Daddy commented in awe.

“I’m going to try, though,”
my brother said through gritted teeth.

How I wished he wouldn’t! It didn’t
feel possible at all for my narrow passage to accommodate his
too-thick shaft. But my brother was not the sort to give up easily.
He pulled out partway then thrust forward, going a bit
deeper.

My ass ached, the pressure of my
brother’s dick crammed inside me too much to bear. My walls spasmed
around my brother’s cock as if to evict him. That only made him
groan and encouraged him to force himself deeper into me. I cried
out against Daddy’s hand, willing Mom to hear me so she would wake
up and rescue me from this nightmare.

“Here, use Daddy like a
pacifier, babygirl,” Daddy said, removing his hand and forcing his
cock into my mouth. “The harder you suck, the more it’ll relax you
so you can take your brother in your ass.”

While Daddy resumed pumping his cock
into my mouth, my brother kept thrusting in and out of my ass. One
last shove finally got him balls-deep into me and the extreme
stretch made me wail around Daddy’s cock.

Together, Daddy and my brother set up
a rhythm fucking my holes. Sucking Daddy didn’t pacify me at all.
Nothing would except both of them pulling out of me entirely. My
deviant brother moaned and gasped in sick pleasure as he slowly
pumped his cock in and out of his eighteen-year-old sister’s virgin
ass.

“Watching your brother rail
your ass makes me want another taste of your pussy,” Daddy groaned.
“Can you handle two cocks in both holes at the same time?” When I
frantically shook my head, he smirked. “I think you can. I believe
in you.”

He pulled out of my mouth and ordered
Jonah to help reposition me. My brother pulled out of my ass and it
was pure relief to not feel him there. The relief was short-lived
when he lay on his back and pulled me on top of him.

With Daddy’s help, I was anally
impaled on my brother’s cock, then made to lie back on my brother’s
chest. In this new position, the sense of fullness was immense. My
passage clenched around my brother’s cock, struggling to get
accustomed to something so big and stiff lodged inside
it.

But all my focus shifted to Daddy when
he knelt between my legs again. Grasping himself, he pressed his
tip to my pussy and pushed, my wetness welcoming him into me with
ease. I let out a broken cry as my pussy was crammed full of my
father’s dick while my ass was already stuffed with my
brother’s.

“It’s too much!” I
gasped.

“Just give it a minute,”
Daddy groaned. “You’ll get accustomed soon and then you’ll enjoy
it.”

I didn’t agree but neither Daddy or my
brother cared about my feelings. They only wanted to use me, and
that’s exactly what they did now that both of them were inside me.
Beneath me, my brother pumped his hips, thrusting his cock up into
my ass. Above me, my father drove his hips forward, pounding his
cock into my pussy.

I’d watched scenes like this
in porn—a girl getting fucked by two men at the same time. But I
was only eighteen! Freshly minted at that. I’d only ever had sex
two times, and both times were plain missionary with my boyfriend.
I never imagined doing something this sexually advanced. My wicked
father and brother had forced me to have this experience. They’d drugged me and mom
just so they could double-penetrate me—their own daughter and
sister—while Mom was sleeping close to us.

My father and brother staggered their
thrusts until their excitement ensured both of my holes were
stuffed with cock at the same time. It was probably for the best
Mom slept through this. If she woke up right now, she would be
confronted with the nastiest sight ever that would break her heart.
Me sandwiched between Daddy and Jonah, my legs spread wide as both
of them pounded their cocks into me.

Gradually, the overwhelming discomfort
ebbed, though it still made me gasp when Jonah pushed his cock up
into my tender ass. I didn’t believe Daddy when he said I would get
accustomed to this, but my treacherous body betrayed me.

Both cocks sliding in and
out of me gave me a sense of satisfied fullness I’d never
experienced before. I blamed the drugs for corrupting my mind
because no sane girl would want this. It was wrong. It was
incest. My brother and
father were violating me, using me without my consent!

But if the drug was supposed to make
me sedate, why was I writhing between Daddy and Jonah? Why did my
moans sound so breathy and filled with pleasure? Why was my pussy
so wet, eagerly clenching around my father’s cock on every deep
thrust?

Pleasure I shouldn’t want pulsed
between my legs, growing stronger as Daddy and Jonah fucked me. I
shook, my face wet with tears as I came undone. My brother’s cock
thrusting in my ass was even more pronounced as my pussy walls
convulsed on Daddy’s hard shaft.

“Oh… god… ohhhh…
Daddy…”

Daddy moaned too, my climax exciting
him. He held my waist tighter as he pounded me harder. His cock was
so stiff and his thrusts were so punishing that even my brother had
to stop moving. My body jiggled from Daddy’s rough plowing, my poor
little pussy aching from the merciless beating.

“Jesus, sweetheart… I have
to… you’re going to make me
come…”

In an instant, I realized something
horrible. Things had been so hectic with my winter job this month,
I’d barely remembered to eat properly, let alone take my birth
control pills. Daddy was inside me raw! If he came in me, there was
no question he’d make what he did to me ten times worse by knocking
me up.

“Daddy… no… pull
out!” I cried.

Daddy groaned. “I can’t do that. It
feels too good to be inside your sweet little hole.”

Then he tilted his head back, his cock
throbbing as he came inside his own eighteen-year-old daughter. I
cried out in horror, almost certain I could feel Daddy’s warm cum
heading straight for my fertile womb to incestuously impregnate me
with his baby. To make matters worse, Daddy stayed deep inside me,
making sure every last drop of his seed spurted into my pussy
before he finally pulled out of my tender, cum-filled
hole.

But my ordeal wasn’t over. As soon as
Daddy moved away, my brother rolled me onto my stomach, raised my
butt and penetrated my ass. A harsh breath gusted out of my nose
and mouth. Some of Daddy’s cum squeezed out of my pussy too. Even
though it was the third time tonight my brother had forced himself
into my backdoor, it was still as difficult to endure as the first
time.

“Oh,
yes,” Jonah growled, slapping my ass twice.
I cried out and he soothed the sting by caressing where he slapped.
“Now I can really fuck your ass how I want to.”

My brother rocked his hips back and
forth, speeding up his pace with every thrust. Soon, the slap of
our flesh echoed in the living room as he pounded my ass deep while
Daddy silently watched.

I didn’t feel as overwhelmingly
stuffed as when both my father and brother were inside me, but my
brother relentlessly beating into me still left me breathless and
shaking. It shamed me his stiff length sliding in and out of my
anal passage was starting to feel enjoyable. When he reached around
and stroked my clit, I gasped from the shock of pleasure. My ass
clamped tighter on his cock.

“Do that
again,” Jonah groaned.

He had to slow down to keep his hand
steady on my clit, but he made every thrust count by slamming deep
in my ass. My thighs shook as another climax mounted in my body, my
brother’s cock stroking into me rapidly pushing me toward the edge.
He rubbed my clit faster, his firm presses tipping me right
over.

“Oh god… oh…
ohhh…”

My pussy spasmed, my ass clenching
around my brother’s cock too. My vision blurred as heady bliss
pushed me to the brink of passing out. My body was slack, held up
only by my brother’s fierce grip on my hips. He resumed his
merciless thrusts into my ass.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come… I’m gonna come in your ass, sis…”

My brother’s cock pulsed as he came
inside my ass like he promised. I was so exhausted from the drugs,
my climaxes, and my whole ordeal that I couldn’t stay awake
anymore. My brother’s cock stroking in and out of my ass as he
pumped my tender backdoor full of cum was the last thing I was
aware of before I slipped into blissful unconsciousness.

 


* * *

 


 “Wake up,
sleepyhead.”

A man’s voice filtered through my
sleep, a grip on my shoulder pulling me awake. I groaned, blinked,
and rubbed my eyes as I sat up.

Daddy was sitting on my bed, a small
smile curving his lips. Jonah was also in my room, leaning his
shoulder against the wall. For some reason, anxiety spiked inside
me when I saw the two of them.

A vague image of Daddy kneeling with
his penis in his hand flashed in my mind. There one minute, gone
the next. I blushed, disgusted with myself for even thinking such a
thing about my own father.

“Morning,” I said but
neither of them replied. I frowned as I looked between the two of
them. “What’s wrong?”

“I was right, Dad,” Jonah
said, chuckling. “You gave her too much. She doesn’t
remember.”

You gave her too
much.

Another image flashed in mind, this
time of Jonah. I was naked and my brother was beside me, a hungry
look on his face. His big hand was squeezing my breast, his distant
voice in my head.

Aren’t they
amazing?

I shook my head. What the hell was
wrong with me? Why was I imagining these awful things about my
father and brother?

“What… what are you guys
talking about? Remember what?”

Daddy moved closer, his voice silken
as he spoke.

“Do you remember I promised
you that your brother and I would give you a second gift this
year?”

A shared
experience.

The best one
ever.

Panic and a sense of foreboding
climbed inside me. Something was wrong. Very wrong. Something bad
had happened. These flashes weren’t my sick imagination.

“I… I think so…” I said in a
shaky voice.

“Well, we gave it to you
last night, sis,” Jonah said with a smirk, moving closer too. “You
didn’t want it at first, but you ended up loving it.”

“What was the gift?” I asked
even though I was afraid of the answer.

His eyes gleaming with hunger, Daddy
whipped away my bed sheet. Jonah undid his khaki shorts.

“While your mother is out
for a few hours chasing Boxing Day sales, your brother and I will
jog your memory.”


 


 


 


 Zip-Tied My
Virgin Daughter Then Milked & Bred Her

 


 A couple of
zip ties clutched in my hand, I stood in the dark hallway outside
Zoey’s bedroom door. The guilt that plagued me prior to this moment
climbed, but excitement suppressed it.

My heart pounding, I
carefully turned Zoey’s doorknob and entered her room. I lubricated
all the door hinges yesterday when I pretended to do some house
repairs. The door quietly swung open, only making a soft
click as it
shut.

We lived in a rural town. Many of the
houses were isolated blips amid a spread of grass and trees. There
weren’t any streetlights and the moon wasn’t out. I was surrounded
by total darkness.

I took a stabilizing breath then
approached Zoey’s bed, thankful for the carpet silencing my
footsteps. My vision had adjusted by the time I stood at her
bedside. She lay on her back, her even breathing audible in the
dead quiet.

Step one, enter her room
undetected.

Check.

Step two, tie her hands to
the bed.

My grip tightened on the zip ties. I
regularly used them to subdue cables at work. Now I was about to
use them on my own eighteen-year-old daughter so I could take
advantage of her.

Was it really
taking advantage when she
would benefit as well?

My conscience said
yes, but I barely heard
it as I stared at my babygirl’s chest. Even in the darkness, her
tits were hard to miss. They were two large mounds in her loose
pink tank top, just above where her hand laid across her stomach.
When she was up and about, her huge tits strained most of her tops
unless she opted to wear an oversized shirt.

My daughter’s breasts used to be a
typical size for an eighteen-year-old girl. Then she developed the
ability to lactate without being pregnant, just like my mother did.
Her tits swelled up several cup sizes, overflowing with so much
milk that her fat nipples constantly left damp spots in her
shirts.

She was constantly in pain. She didn’t
know how to properly get the milk out. The various pumps she tried
all made matters worse because her extremely sensitive nipples
ached from being so full. She needed help. As her father, I was the
one who was supposed to give it to her.

Even if she didn’t want it.

I moved closer to the head of the bed.
Carefully, I raised Zoey’s right hand and placed it against the
slatted headboard. I looped the black hard plastic around her
delicate wrist and through one of the gaps in the
headboard.

The tie softly clicked as I tightened
the band. I left enough room so she wouldn’t be uncomfortable but
not enough that she could pull her hand free from the
restraint.

More guilt and disgust with
myself tried to dissuade me from the task. I pushed past those
feelings and focused on the good. Right after Zoey was born, her
mother decided she wasn’t ready to be a parent. She fled, leaving
me alone to care for our daughter. For Zoey’s entire life, it was
up to me to make the best choices for her. This was one of them,
even if my actions had selfish motives too.

When I was done restraining Zoey’s
left hand, I exhaled in relief she’d slept through it all. I didn’t
have the stomach to do anything as aggressive as wrestle her to the
bed. I grabbed the edge of her sheet next and slowly peeled it down
her body. After a moment’s hesitation, I climbed on the bed and on
top of my daughter, my knees on either side of her hips.

She began to stir and my heart pounded
faster. Soon, she would wake up and discover me on top of her, and
her feelings toward me would change forever. I accepted that truth
by grabbing the edge of her top and peeling it up.

Her bare tits jiggled from their
abrupt exposure. With her fair skin, her creamy flesh and their
dark pink tips were somewhat visible in the darkness. I desperately
wanted to see them in vivid detail though. I could turn on her
bedside lamp, but I decided to use my hands to explore their shape
and texture.

My breathing rapid, my heart thumping
against my ribcage, I cupped my daughter’s heavy breasts with
shaking hands. God, she was so warm and soft, yet with a youthful
firmness too. Her nipples quickly pebbled against my palm into fat,
hard beads. I pinched them and they leaked moisture onto my
fingertips.

I licked the droplets from my fingers.
The faint sweetness made me groan and sent blood rushing straight
between my legs, making my cock throb as it rapidly grew
stiffer.

No. She’s your daughter,
Walt. You can’t go any further than milking her.

Excited and impatient to taste more of
my daughter’s milk, I bent over and snared her right breast with my
mouth. Zoey whimpered in her sleep as I sucked ardently on her firm
nipple, a thin spurt of her milk leaking onto my tongue. Tension
gradually increased in her body. The zip ties scraped the wood when
she weakly moved her arms.

“What the…
no! No! Stop!” she cried
out, bucking beneath me.

Then she let out an ear-splitting
scream, struggling under me with more strength than I’d assumed
possible from her slim body. Her breast slipped free from my
mouth.

“Daddy! Daddy, help!” The
headboard creaked as she yanked on her binds in panic. “Someone’s
in my room!”

“I’m right here, sweetheart.
You don’t have to yell.”

She froze and gasped.
“Daddy?” Her wide
eyes glistened in the dark, her lips parted. “What are you
doing?”

“I’m giving you relief. Just
like I used to do for my mother. Remember I offered to do it a few
days ago?”

“And I said
no! I said I didn’t want
it because it’s weird and it’s wrong!”

“I was hoping I could change
your mind.”

“You won’t!” She bucked
again. “I can’t believe you snuck into my room and tried to do
something so sick to me while I was asleep. And you even tied me to
the bed! What’s wrong with you? How could you do this? Please get
off me and untie me right now.”

“I’ll do that when I’m
finished. Until then, I’m going to give us what we both need. When
I’m done, you’re going to thank me for it.”

“No! I won’t! Daddy, I don’t
want—”

Her words were cut off in a startled
cry when I pinched her nipples, her milk dribbling out onto my
fingers. After I licked off the droplets of her milk from my
fingers, I bent over and sucked her right nipple into my mouth
again.

She yelped and squirmed with more
energy. I suppressed her movements by lying on top of her, pressing
her soft, petite body into her bed with my harder, larger
one.

“Daddy, please…
stop…”

But I didn’t stop. I pinched around
her areola and groaned as more of her sweet breast milk spilled
into my eager mouth. She moaned and shuddered, arching her chest in
silent offer for more. Then she must have remembered she shouldn’t
want it because she froze then resumed straining to escape
me.

As I suckled my daughter, past
memories of doing this to my mother came to me. But while my mother
had moaned in pleasure when I drank her milk straight from her
heavy tits, my daughter whimpered in distress, gasping incessant
pleas for me to stop.

“Baby, I can’t stop. I
haven’t enjoyed something like this in years. I really need
this.”

My babygirl’s milk tasted
different than my mother’s. Richer, sweeter, better. The harder I sucked, the
thirstier I became. I drank from her like I’d been dying of thirst
for years and her breast milk was the only thing that could quench
it. I mashed her breasts together then bobbed my head between them,
my enthusiastic slurping and sucking on her plump nubs loud and
nasty in the dark room.

Although my daughter didn’t want this,
her body responded to it. She seesawed between resistance and
submission, straining against me one moment then pressing herself
to my lips the next. Her soft little gasps and moans of reluctant
pleasure made my cock so stiff, it throbbed and ached for
stimulation. I’d promised myself I wouldn’t go any further than
sucking her tits, but I couldn’t help rutting on top of
her.

Zoey’s pleas for me to stop gained
volume and urgency when she felt my erection against her stomach.
Her protests were getting on my nerves. If I’d considered she’d be
this vocal against it, I would’ve brought duct tape to silence her
so I could enjoy her milk in peace.

You could shut her up with
your dick.

Bothered by my sick thought and how
tantalizing it felt, I quickly pulled away and scrambled off Zoey.
I backed away from the bed like it had burst into flames, my
breathing as heavy and fast as Zoey’s in the darkness.

“Daddy, please… please let
me go!”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t. Lust
consumed my attention. My cock demanded satisfaction, and it wanted
it from my daughter.

No. I can’t do that to
her. I can’t!

But I needed relief. I was so hard
that when I gripped myself over my pajama pants, I felt like warm
stone. I shuddered and closed my eyes as I fought an inner
battle.

As a single parent working ten hours a
day, I’d been stuck fucking my hand for so long, I forgot what it
felt like to be inside something warm and wet. Now here was my
daughter, a vulnerable young woman zip-tied to her bed, ready to be
used however I liked.

She must be hating me right
now for taking advantage of her by sucking her tits against her
will—even though I was doing it to help her. So if I fucked her
mouth, she would only hate me more. At that point, did it
matter?

Of course, I was only telling myself
what I wanted to hear to justify my actions, but I didn’t care. I
blocked out my conscience and guilt then pushed down my pants and
underwear.

I stepped free of my clothes and
grasped my length, swearing under my breath as I stroked myself.
When I squeezed my cockhead, the intense stimulation travelled up
my shaft and into my lower stomach.

I climbed back onto the bed and swung
my legs over Zoey again.

“No!” she immediately cried
out, bucking under me. “No, get off me, Daddy!”

I shuffled up her body until my knees
were on either side of her armpits.

“I want you to suck my cock,
Zoey, and I’m not going to change my mind no matter how much you
beg. Please be a good girl and do as I ask. I don’t want to force
you to do it.”

“But Daddy—”

I grabbed her jaw as I guided my
cockhead to her lips.

“Open your
mouth.”

She whimpered and tried to twist her
face away, but my firm grip on her jaw prevented the movement. I
ordered her to open her mouth again. With a sob, she
obeyed.

I grabbed the sides of her head, my
fingers sinking into her silken, wavy hair. I eased my hips
forward, slowly pushing myself between her soft lips and into her
mouth. Slick warmth surrounded my shaft. Her tongue’s idle
movements against my sensitive tip made me groan low, my whole body
shaking.

“Fuck… that’s
incredible…”

Slowly, I rocked my hips, pumping
myself into her mouth. While it felt fantastic sliding myself over
her tongue, her lips were too slack. I wanted more.

“Come on. You can do better
than that,” I demanded. “Suck it.”

She sniffled then tightened her lips
around me and began to suck my cock. I groaned in pleasure and
tilted my head back.

“That’s it… good girl… suck
me just like that.”

My daughter’s warm, wet mouth sliding
up and down my shaft while sucking it was pure bliss. Her lips were
a deliciously tight band on my length, her cheeks hollow as her
suction pulled me into her mouth.

The speed of my thrusts escalated, my
excitement stripping away my considerateness. I cupped the back of
her head, eagerly yanking her face toward my pelvis as I surged my
cock deeper into her mouth. My balls slapped against her
spit-covered chin, growing heavier with need for release. The zip
ties scratched the wood as her arms moved every time my babygirl
was forced to take her daddy’s cock inside her mouth.

“Oh… fuck…
baby… you’re sucking me so good…” I
panted.

My plan to get some relief by fucking
her mouth was backfiring. Instead, the wet sounds of her mouth
swallowing me, and her gagging and muffled whimpers whenever my
cockhead rammed the back of her throat strengthened my lust. I
desperately wanted to come, but I didn’t want to do it in her
mouth.

I wanted to do it in her
pussy.

How quickly a mind could changed when
it was warped by extreme lust. When I’d first thought about using
my daughter’s mouth, guilt had made me hesitate doing it. But this
time, I had zero misgivings about fucking my daughter. After
enjoying the pleasure of her tits and her mouth, there was no point
in stopping now. I had to taste her pussy.

I pulled out of her mouth, my ragged
breathing almost in tandem with hers. Then I crawled down her body
and roughly yanked her white shorts and light blue panties down her
legs.

“Daddy, no! Please… oh god…
please no!” she cried, kicking and squirming. The whole bed shook
from how hard she yanked on her bound wrists, struggling to escape
my sickest violation yet.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I
didn’t mean for things to get this far.”

“Then don’t let it!
Please.” Her voice broke
on a sob. “Just… just use my mouth. Please don’t do anything else
to me!”

I climbed on top of her anyway, my
naked cock pressed against her bare mound. She let out another cry,
the bed creaking with her frantic, useless tugs on her
restraints.

Her distress stabbed me with guilt,
but it wasn’t enough to turn me off. Supporting myself on one arm
so I didn’t crush her, I pushed my free hand between her legs and
rubbed her pussy. I was pleasantly surprised at the liberal amount
of slickness coating her plump lips.

“Did you get wet from me
sucking your tits, or from you sucking my cock?”

She answered with a whimper
which became a wail when I slipped a finger into her wet
heat. Jesus. She
was so tight! It dawned on me she was probably a virgin. She’d
expressed interest in a boy or two over the years, but, to my
knowledge, she’d never had a serious boyfriend.

Perhaps the thought of taking my own
daughter’s virginity should have made me stop what I was doing to
her. It did the opposite. My daughter’s pussy was unexplored
territory. I was more determined than ever to be the first man to
claim it.

After I worked a second finger into
her, I pumped my fingers along her slick passage, loving the
squelching sound her wetness made around my fingers. I bent my head
to suckle her tits again, groaning as more of her milk filled my
mouth.

Her soft cries turned into reluctant
moans, and she bit her lips to hold them back. She writhed beneath
me, gradually raising her hips to accept my fingers thrusting into
her. I pulled my fingers out of her and began stroking her plump
clit. That earned me a sexy, open-mouthed moan from my
daughter.

“Daddy…”

Her gasping my name hit me right in my
shaft, making it pulse with intense need to be deep inside her. I
brought my drenched fingers up to my nose and smelled them, then I
sucked her juices off my fingers. Her scent and taste sent me
crawling down her body in search for more.

My head level with her mound, I spread
her legs wide open and shoved my face between them. Her musk filled
my nose, her wetness smearing my lips. I hooked my arms over her
thighs and licked her.

“Baby, your pussy is fucking
delicious,” I groaned. “Just like your milky tits.”

I sucked her pussy lips, wormed my
tongue between them, and diddled her engorged button with my
tongue. Then I sucked on it as firmly and ardently as when I
suckled her tits. She moaned, her back bowing away from the bed as
she pressed herself toward my mouth. She quickly pulled away and
started to cry.

“Go ahead and cry, babygirl.
If that makes you feel better, do it. I know you’re loving what I’m
doing to you even though you won’t admit it to
yourself.”

As my lips and tongue worked her clit,
I pushed my fingers into her entrance. She was so wet, her juices
ran down my knuckles and over my hand. She moaned and trembled as I
plunged my fingers deep inside her once more.

I turned my wrist and stroked that
squishy, sensitive spot on the roof of her channel. Her moans and
whimpers turned breathy and high in obvious pleasure, the zip ties
scratching against the headboard as she yanked on them. She
couldn’t stop herself anymore from raising her hips, silently
begging her daddy to eat her pussy. I gladly gave my babygirl what
she wanted even if she would never speak the words.

I ate my daughter’s tight teen pussy
like it was the sweetest fruit I’d had in a long time. I could
barely concentrate. My breathing came hard and fast, fanning over
her mound. I felt like had one foot in heaven and one in hell. I
grew crazier with lust, my cock tormented by the obscene sounds of
me slurping on and sucking her clit, as well as her hot tight
passage mercilessly gripping my fingers as I repeatedly thrust them
into her.

“Daddy…
Daddy… oh god… no…
Daddy… no…” she panted, her thighs
trembling on either side of my head.

Then she let out a long, high moan,
her entire body shaking. Her pussy convulsed around my fingers as I
continued stroking them in and out her hole. I sucked her clit even
harder, laving my tongue over the engorged, fleshy bead, determined
to give her as much pleasure as I could.

Gradually, her shaking subsided and
her body relaxed into the bed. While she breathed hard, recovering
from her climax, I pulled away from her delicious pussy and raised
up on my knees. I shuffled closer, grasped my cock, and pressed it
to her entrance.

She immediately froze then started to
twist her body when I tried to penetrate her.

“No! Daddy, please! When
will you stop? Please don’t do this to me!”

“When will
you stop?” I challenged.
“Every time, you beg me to stop. And every time, you enjoy it
anyway. When are you going to stop pretending you hate
this?”

I expected her to say she wasn’t
pretending but she remained silent, her eyes glittering in the
darkness. Of course, when I tried to push into her again, she
immediately started resisting. I grabbed her right hip and pinned
her to the bed, then used my free hand to guide my tip into her
entrance.

She cried and pleaded some more,
confirming my suspicions she was a virgin by begging me not to be
her first. She squirmed and bucked to escape my penetration as I
pushed deeper anyway. I grasped her hips in both hands so she
wouldn’t move.

Up until tonight, I’d prided myself on
being a considerate lover. I’d never held a woman down or dominated
her. I’d even thought earlier I couldn’t stomach being aggressive
with my daughter if she had woken up before I could tie her
down.

However, deviant pleasure filled me as
I pinned my babygirl to the bed while I rocked my hips forward,
forcing more of my cock into her virgin pussy against her will.
Then, with a grunt, I shunted forward and filled her to the
hilt.

My daughter cried out and arched her
back, her thighs squeezing around mine. While she moaned in
distress from her father’s thick cock stretching open her narrow
virginal passage for the very first time, I groaned in
delight.

“Oh my fucking
god…” I gasped, trembling.

Although I’d felt her tightness and
warmth on my fingers, it was a whole new and fucking amazing
experience on my dick. My eighteen-year-old daughter’s virgin cunt
gripped me with a fierceness that stole my breath.

Overwhelmed, I stayed still for my
benefit as much as hers. Women in the past had positively commented
on my size, gasping as they struggled to take me. I could only
imagine how much harder it must have been for my daughter for her
first time.

Slowly, I pulled out then thrust into
my little girl. Yet again, she cried out.

“Daddy... it
hurts... you’re
too big!” she gasped. “Please… pull out…”

“I will soon, baby,” I
groaned. “There’s no chance I’m going to last long in a pussy this
tight.”

I slid my hands up to her waist and
held her as I proceeded to thrust in and out of her. I couldn’t
believe this was happening. It was like some sordid dream. But the
feeling of my daughter’s slick pussy clenching my cock was all too
real.

As a matter of fact, it felt so good,
I quickly abandoned any attempt at being gentle for her first time.
I hadn’t had sex in so long, I was beyond excited to be inside a
pussy, especially one as tight, wet and forbidden as my daughter’s.
And after almost coming in her mouth, I couldn’t help myself from
pounding into her pussy with vigour.

In the darkness, I could just barely
make out her tits bouncing and rolling from my thrusts. I slowed
down long enough to bend over and suckle her tits hungrily as I
stroked my cock into her. Then I raised up and tilted my head back,
my fingers digging into her waist as I pumped my cock into
her.

The bed creaked with our fucking, the
slaps of my thighs against hers, her whimpers and my groans, and
the wet sounds of my cock beating into her pussy loud and incessant
in the darkness.

I should feel guilty I was violating
my daughter in this way. Instead, I felt a level of excitement I
hadn’t enjoyed since I was a younger man. I’d experienced some
pretty wild moments during my forty-four years of existence, but
fucking my eighteen-year-old daughter raw took the cake.

“Jesus… I can’t get enough
of your pussy,” I groaned. “I would fuck you all night if I
could!”

I wished the light was on so
I could watch the nasty slide of my cock in and out of her pussy.
But just like I did when I groped her tits, I focused on the
feeling. The clenching of
her pussy, her squishy, warm wetness, and her tightness like the
suction of her mouth pulling on my shaft.

The need to cum built in my balls and
made my cock throb. I tried to resist my orgasm by focusing on my
daughter’s pleasure. I slowed down so I could rub her clit. She
moaned and whimpered, her pussy squeezing even tighter around me.
She raised her hips in search of more of my touch, her slick pussy
begging her daddy to pound her harder.

This was so wrong and fucked up. I’d
taken advantage of my daughter, and forced her to commit incest
with me. And even though she’d hated at first, she’d clearly come
to enjoy it. Her body was growing so tense, she began to tremble.
Her soft helpless gasps became louder moans. Then she let out a cry
of pleasure, her body wracked with shudders.

“Daddy… oh god… Daddy…
ohhhh…”

My daughter’s moans were the sexiest
sounds ever, combined with the incredible feeling of her tight
little pussy convulsing on my length. My babygirl coming on me
activated an intense need to rail her harder than ever.

My grip fierce on her slim
waist, I held my daughter down and savagely beat my dick into her
spasming pussy, my need to come far exceeding my self-control. If
anybody were watching, this would look so bad. So
cruel. My daughter’s
delicate wrists tied to the bed, my big body on top of her much
slimmer one, her wailing as my big dick mercilessly pummelled her
little hole. She would be so sore when this was all over, her
deflowered pussy marked by her father’s claim.

That thought filled me with sweet
triumph, pushing me over the edge. I let out a long, loud groan as
I came so hard inside my little girl, I was on the verge of passing
out. Her sweet grip practically sucked the cum straight from my
balls.

“No, Daddy… no… pull out of
me… don’t come in me!”

“It’s too late… I already
did… fuck!”

I hissed as my cock throbbed and
pulsed, pumping my daughter full of my warm seed. The possibility
I’d knocked up my daughter only made my come even sweeter. I closed
my eyes and shuddered, stroking in and out of her until my cockhead
grew too sensitive to continue.

When I finally pulled out, I settled
on top of her and pressed kisses along her neck. I dragged my lips
down to her tits, greedily suckling the leftover trickle of milk
that leaked from her nipples.

“Daddy, they’re tender,” she
whined.

“But they don’t hurt as much
as before I sucked them, right?”

She didn’t answer, but her lack of a
response was answer enough. I smiled.

“That’s OK. You don’t need
to thank me with words. Every time I give you relief, I know you’ll
be a good girl and return the favour.”
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