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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      “How’ve you all been doing?” I ask as soon as I shut the door. “You don’t call as much as you used to.” 

      “Well,” Tracy scratches her cheek. “Daddy said that you were busy studying and not to bother you. You know you’ve always been his favorite.”

      “How’s John?” I question softly. 

      “Grace,” my stepsister responds. “Don’t ask me that.”

      

      Tracy pulls off the freeway and comes to a stop sign. 

      

      It’s really windy, so I ask my stepsister if we can put the top up on her convertible. But she tells me no. 

      She got it for Christmas after Daddy won it in a poker match, and she wants to enjoy it. 

      

      Tracy also warns me not to turn the XM radio to another station. Otherwise, she’ll cut off the finger I used to change it with. 
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        * * *

      

      It’s a strange thing to wake up in a city crowded with huge steel skyscrapers. 

      Then, later that same day, you’re in a part of the world that is pretty much the complete opposite of that. 

      

      This place feels so untamed. 

      I now know what else exists beyond these farmlands. But, honestly, I feel like here is where anything is possible. 

      

      There are no rules when living in isolation. 

      There’s also no judgment.  

      

      The reason I’m back in my hometown is that my stepfather is pulling me out of college. 

      He said that he no longer felt the need to go into his retirement savings if all I was going to do was get barely mediocre grades and pledge a sorority. 

      

      That was it—no argument nor a discussion. 

      However, I’m hoping that Daddy will allow me to at least try to beg him for a second chance once we’re face-to-face. 

      

      My older sister is right. I have always been our stepfather’s favorite.

      

      “You know Daddy ain’t letting you go nowhere, soon as you set foot in that house,” Tracy shrugs as we drive through two tall mountain ridges. 

      “We’ll see,” is all I say in reply. 

      

      After a couple of minutes of silence, I hear a gentle purring noise coming from my sister’s seat. 

      I look down and see a rather tiny kitten cuddled between Tracy’s pale inner thighs. 

      

      “When’d you get a cat?” I ask. 

      “Oh, this little furball?” My sister smiles. “Bear here was a gift from my ex-boyfriend.”

      “You named a cat ‘Bear’?” I question, confused. “And, how come didn’t you tell me you’ve been dating recently?”

      “As I said, Daddy didn’t want us to bother you with our silly, insignificant lives,” my sister sighs. “Plus, he made me break up with the guy anyway.”

      “How come?” I ask. “He wasn’t selling drugs like the one before him, was he?”

      “No, nothing like that!” Tracy tells me. 

      “Well, what was it then?” 

      “Look, I don’t want to take about it. I mean, I probably shouldn’t tell you. So, I won’t,” Tracy explains. “It’ll be better if you just learn about it on your own.”

      

      Since my stepsister is being so difficult right now, I close my eyes and spend the rest of the car ride living in my imagination. 

      It’s something I’ve learned to do quite well after growing up in a family that keeps so many secrets from each other. 

      

      My psychology professor would say that it’s a defense mechanism. 

      It’s my way of avoiding the tension of spending time with people I have nothing in common with. 

      

      Before I left for school, my stepbrother and I were the closest two people in the family. And that’s including our stepparents. 

      Our relationship was always an issue for people around town. 

      

      People would always comment on how strange it was that we would wrestle, even though he was a boy and I was a girl. 

      

      I’m sure they’d have even more things to say if they knew that my stepbrother and I would have sleepovers in each other’s rooms. 

      And during them, we’d practice kissing and, sometimes, other stuff. 

      

      I never got what was so wrong about it. I mean, yes. I used to fantasize about marrying my stepbrother and having babies one day. 

      But, as soon as I found out it was wrong, I didn’t think those things anymore. Or, if I did, I no longer believed they could come true. 

      

      John didn’t accept the reality that, as siblings, nothing could happen between us.  

      Even after we both understood that what we were doing together was “wrong,” he’d still sneak into my room at night so he could stare at me sleeping in my underwear. 

      

      I admit I may have to lead him to believe we could still be together. 

      We were both teenagers by then. And John was the captain of our high school’s varsity football team. 

      The way his huge muscles would tense as he gazed at my body would electrify my pussy with wet lust. Gosh, it still makes me throb to think about. 

      

      Tracy and I pull up to our house, which is honestly more like a big shack. 

      

      As soon as my sister takes the key out of the ignition, my stepmother comes rushing out to greet me.  

      

      I step out of the car. 

      Before I can even get to my feet, she lifts me out of the vehicle. 

      

      Mommy pushes me onto the hood of the car, then lunges on top of me. 

      She presses her lips all over my face while I struggle to get her off. 

      

      “Mom, Mommy, what are you doing?” I squeal. 

      “Just showing my baby how much I love her!” My stepmom giggles. “My smart, college-educated baby girl.”

      

      “Mommy, can we please just head inside?” Tracy whines. “I’m tired. I don’t think I can—”

      “Hush!” My mother snaps, pointing her index finger at my sister. “Grace is home. We’ve got to catch her up on what we’ve started doing since she left!” 

      

      There it is again. Why do they keep talking like so much has changed since I left to start college? 

      Also, like, as the person with the whole new life experience, shouldn’t I be the one to catch them up? 

      

      And, what exactly could they be doing that’s so special anyway? There’s nothing to do in this town!

      

      “Now come on, Sweet Baby,” My stepmom yanks me towards the door. “We all have a lot to show you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      Before we enter the family room, my stepmom has the three of us wait in the hallway.

      

      Then, for some reason, she tells Tracy to take my shirt off.

      

      I push Tracy off me.

      Mommy tells me that it’s a new family rule that we aren’t allowed to wear anything too formal.

      

      I don’t feel like arguing with my stepmom about what she could possibly consider too formal about a plain white cropped top.

      So, instead, I lift my arms over my head so that my sister can take it off me.

      

      Next, Mommy reaches into the hallway closet.

      She pulls out a neatly folded pink mesh tank top, something I’d wear over a shirt during soccer practice back in elementary school.

      In fact, wait, could this be the same one?

      

      Before I have time to inspect it, my stepmom puts it on me.

      Thankfully, I’m about the same size I was when I was fifteen.

      

      “Mommy, I look ridiculous,” I tell her as she begins to unbutton my cargo shorts.

      

      My stepmother pulls my pants down to my ankles.

      She grabs my arms to help me balance as I step out of them.

      

      “No, you don’t look ridiculous, baby,” Mommy shakes her head.

      

      My stepmom turns me around.

      Then, she pins me against the wall.

      

      Next, Mommy squeezes my ass.

      She makes me gasp as she claws her long, manicured nails into my smooth flesh.

      

      “You look so hot!” She cackles.

      

      When I turn around, I see Tracy wear the exact same outfit or lack thereof.

      The only difference is that mine is pink and purple. And, hers is blue and green.

      

      My family has always been a little odd.

      But, they’ve taken it to an entirely new level in my brief absence.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      The look my stepbrother, John, gives me seems tinged with anger. 

      

      It comes as a bit of a shock to me, honestly. 

      

      I know that we didn’t leave things on the bed to terms when I left home six months ago. 

      But I would have thought he’d get over it by now. 

      

      There’s harsh, resentful rage in John’s dark eyes that gives me chills up and down my spine. 

      I notice the thick cowhide belt around his waist. And, if I didn’t know better, I’d say that right now, he’s fantasizing about using it on my milk-white rear. 

      

      “She has returned!” Daddy slaps his huge hands together. “Welcome home, little girl.” 

      

      I think I’m even more thrown off by my Daddy’s change in appearance than I am by my brother’s newfound aggression. 

      

      All my life, my stepfather hasn’t been much than a fat, sloppy drunk. 

      Now, however, he’s covered in muscles bigger than my head. 

      I can’t comment on the drunk part yet. But, I imagine that hasn’t changed. 

      

      My core starts pulsating with hot excitement as I witness the hard tent forming in Daddy’s lounge pants as he looks me up and down. 

      

      Gosh, perhaps I’m becoming just as weird as my family. 

      Maybe, we all have been strange our entire lives, but I’m only just noticing it because I’ve been to college and seen that our thoughts are behavior aren’t “normal.” 

      

      “Hi Daddy,” I chirp. “You look…really good!”

      “Thank you, Angel,” my stepfather nods. “A lot of things have changed since you’ve been gone.”

      “So I’ve heard,” my voice trails off.

      “Your brother and I were just talking about it, actually,” Daddy tells me. “We were debating on how to introduce you to the new family activity.” 

      “I don’t understand,” I tell him. “What activity. 

      

      “Well, Sweetheart. It started with your brother seeming to develop a lot of anger issues out of nowhere,” Daddy says, his sharp stare slicing through me like butter. “He’s too old for the belt these days. And, he’s too big and strong for me us to fistfight without it turning into a fight to the death.”

      “Which is what gave your father an idea for another way to release John’s sudden rage,” Mommy smiles. “Tell me, Baby, are the boys at your college pretty well behaved? I mean, they’re not beating each other up in the middle of campus, are they?”

      “Not really, no,” I respond. “There’s been a few incidents. But, for the most part, they seem nice actually.”

      “And, why do you think that is?” She asks next. “Why, at the height of their natural testosterone levels, do you think they’re able to remain relatively calm and focused?” 

      “Uhh…” I blush, embarrassed. 

      

      My family loves putting me on the spot--even though they know that I hate it. 

      

      “Because, Grace, they’re humping anything with a pair of tits!” My stepsister hisses at me. “Gosh, and you say she’s the smart one in the family, Daddy? What’s that make John and me?” 

      “Now now, Trace,” Daddy answers from the comfort of his leather armchair. “You know I just gotta’ new toy that I’ve been dying to play with. Keep talking out of line and see what happens.” 

      “No, no, Daddy!” Tracy whimpers apologetically. “I’m sorry. I’ll behave.”

      “Come stand in front of me, little girl,” our stepfather barks back. “Don’t worry. I ain’t going to use the riding crop on you this time.”

      “You promise?” My sister asks. “My ass still hurts from the spanking you gave me this morning after I forgot to make my bed.”

      

      Forgot to make her bed? 

      We never got spankings for forgetting chores before. 

      

      And, now that we’re both eighteen shouldn’t such punishments be over with? 

      Daddy is still treating Tracy like she’s a little girl. 

      

      “I promise you. If you don’t get over here this second, then you will get the riding crop,” Daddy growls at his stepdaughter. “Clear?”

      “Yes, Daddy,” she answers. 

      

      After she’s walked in front of him, Daddy turns Tracy around, facing away. 

      

      Out of the corner of my eye, I see my brother and our stepmom eagerly watching both Daddy and Tracy very closely. 

      The looks on their faces are frightening. 

      

      Daddy slides his big arms around Tracy’s waist. 

      Then, he drags her thong down her ankles. 

      

      My stepsister and I lock eyes. 

      I can tell that she’s conflicted between desire and fear. 

      

      Whatever has been going on between my immediate family members, it hasn’t been long since it first started. 

      

      Tracy arches her back and lifts her ass to Daddy’s bearded face. 

      Spreading her pussy lips apart with his fingers, Daddy licks and sucks his stepdaughter’s tender pussy until she’s dripping into his mouth. 

      

      “Omigod, Daddy…” she whimpers in heat.

      

      Trembling in place, my sister slides her hand over her shaven cunt so that Daddy’s mouth can’t make contact. 

      The reason for doing so, I’m guessing, is that it’s too much pleasure for her little teenage hole to handle. 

      

      But, regardless of her reasons, Daddy rips Tracy’s hands away from her cunny. 

      Then, he resumes helping himself to her innocent folds. 

      

      “Are you jealous, Sis?” My sister moans out to me. “You’ve missed so much.”

      

      Daddy gives Tracy’s ass a harsh slap, causing her pale moons to redden as they jiggle in waves. 

      

      My stepsister can’t stop whimpering louder and louder. every 

      Her arousal, I’m sure, isn’t just to make me jealous. 

      

      The ecstasy she’s feeling from our stepfather’s mouth is entirely genuine….

      

      Tracy grabs the back of our Daddy’s head then shoves his face even harder against her pert, ivory butt. 

      Her moans turn into gasps, which then echo throughout the room like music. 

      

      I feel my own body start to moisten with desire as I watch my sister’s cum flow out over her young entrance. 

      

      Intemperate heat rises through my core.

      

      Even though I know, I should be appalled. I, instead, feel nothing but envious desperation. 

      

      “I thought it was supposed to be ladies first,” Mom says, interrupting my trance. “You’re usually more mannerable than this, Husband.”

      “This? This was nothing,” Daddy responds, sliding his tongue out of my sister’s pussy. “Boy!” He growls at John. 

      

      “Yeah, Pop?” My stepbrother asks. 

      “Be a good son and take care of your mother, will you?” Daddy demands. “She told me last night before bed that she wanted to try sucking your cock.”
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      “Are you Momma’s good, handsome boy?” Our stepmom asks John. 

      “Yeah, Mommy,” he says back. 

      

      There’s something hollow in my brother’s tone. 

      He’s following Daddy’s orders, not acting out of his own passion. 

      

      Instead, it seems like John’s desire is for me. 

      

      It’s subtle—nothing but a glance in my direction before he takes off his shirt. 

      But, with how close we once were, I know that it means something. 

      

      I’m getting goosebumps as I watch Mommy kiss and lick her way up to John’s massive, rippling torso.

      

      The pleasure I get staring at the two of them is so arousing that I have to tighten my thighs together.

      An explosion of heat threatens to leak out of me at any second if I’m not careful. 

      

      Mommy places her hand’s around John’s face. 

      Then, she pulls his head down to her eye level so she can kiss his lips. 

      

      As the two of them begin to make out, our stepmom slides John’s belt off his waist. 

      Once she’s gotten the material through the various loops, Mommy brings her stepson’s pants down, along with his checkered boxers. 

      

      I gasp when I see my brother’s cock. But, no one else in the family seems to have much of a reaction as it springs out. 

      Or, maybe they don’t care because they’ve seen it many times before….

      

      Damn, it’s big…

      With all the roughhousing we’ve been done over the years, how come I never felt it? 

      

      Maybe I did. But, I didn’t want to admit that because of how much I liked it….

      

      Mommy slowly drops to her knees. 

      Then, she lifts John’s cock up with both her hands to her lips. 

      

      She examines it like it’s some rare collector’s item or something. 

      Then, Mommy kisses it. 

      

      Afterward, she slides her mouth over it.

      

      My brother’s whole body shakes up as our stepmom brings his big dick to the back of her throat. 

      John lets out a guttural groan that makes the whole house vibrate. 

      

      Next, he balls our mother’s straw-colored hair into a ponytail. 

      Then, he directs her head back and forth with it. 

      

       “Fuck,” John groans under his breath. 

      

      Even the sounds of my stepmom’s sloshing spit as she gargles her son’s cock fill me with aching need. 

      

      Mommy looks up at my stepbrother the entire time she’s sucking his massive organ. 

      She even starts running her fingers over his hairy, low-hanging sac. 

      

      But, for some reason, John turns his head towards me instead of continuing to stare at our stepmom. 

      

      Daddy seems to notice this as he snacks on his stepdaughter’s cunny. 

      But he doesn’t comment. Maybe, John told our stepfather about our past relationship. 

      

      Not that there’s any reason to feel embarrassed about it now….

      

      “I love the way you suck my cock, Mommy!” John roars, his brown eyes still glued on me. 

      

      Then, just as he seems about to burst, my stepbrother mouths my name to me.

      “G R A C E . . . .” 

      

      Invoking my name seems to take John over the cliff of his ecstasy. 

      Because, seconds later, he cums inside our mother’s mouth. 

      

      The image of my stepbrother’s white cream spilling out of our mom’s pink lips will forever be etched in my mind. 

      As well as the gulf of heat it provokes inside my narrow channel. 

      

      “Mm, you taste good, honey bear,” Mommy tells John as she wipes her mouth off. 

      

      “Can’t hold your seed, Boy?” Daddy taunts my brother. “Get down on your hands and knees, girl,” he snaps his fingers as Tracy. 

      

      My stepsister does as she’s told. 

      

      After stripping naked, Daddy joins Tracy on the floor. 

      

      Mommy, John, and I all obsessively watch as they prepare to have sex….

      

      Daddy tears Tracy’s mesh top into two jagged pieces--they slowly slide off her body. 

      

      Then, for the first time, I see my sister’s gorgeous breasts. 

      

      I’m surprised that this is the first time I’m witnessing them. 

      But, I’m even more shocked that they’re so big and round. 

      

      They may be some of the most beautiful tits I’ve ever seen! 

      

      I look up at my stepfather, who has an incredible body as well—a hulking, hefty mountain of the masculine physique. 

      Daddy’s gigantic biceps make me drool. I can’t believe how hot my father has become….

      

      What occurs next makes everything that happened prior seem like innocent foreplay. 

      Daddy penetrates Tracy’s tight hole, driving his throbbing manhood inside her teenage walls. 

      

      The look on my sister’s face is one of pure euphoria…. 

      

      Daddy brutally rams my sister’s pinkness. 

      Tracy starts screaming as she desperately digs her palms into the thick blue carpet below her. 

      

      Our stepfather tightens his hands around his little girl’s waist. 

      He ruthlessly slams his mammoth rod in and out of her sopping canal. 

      

      Tracy’s big, beautiful tits bounce back and forth as her stepdad hammers her bareback…. 

      

      “You’re next, little girl!” Daddy barks at me. “Wife, I’ll need you to coach our daughter through this since this will be her first time.”
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      I’m naked and spread out on my back. 

      

      My sister is sitting on the floor, near my head. 

      She’s holding my hand because Daddy made her. And our stepmom is grabbing onto the other. 

      

      I’m embarrassed because my palms are soaking with sweat. 

      

      I’m so nervous. 

      I don’t know if my family thinks because I’ve been to college that I’m experienced with this kind of stuff. 

      But I’m still a virgin. 

      

      Daddy’s cock is still wet with Tracy’s cum. 

      He slides a single finger inside my cunny. 

      

      Next, Daddy starts stroking my insides. 

      He presses his thumb against my swollen clitty like it’s a button. 

      

      My peaks turn rock-solid. 

      

      My entrance starts to soak as he draws invisible circles on it. 

      

      “Fuck, Daddy,” I whimper. 

      

      “Langauge baby!” My mother snaps. “Just because you’re the only of us to get a college education doesn’t give you license to be a potty mouth.”

      “Yes, Mommy,” I whimper back. “I’m sorry.”

      

      Daddy rises over me, then sinks his mouth into mine. 

      While swallowing my tongue, he scoops his large hands underneath my butt cheeks. 

      

      I stare up at Daddy as he massages my fleshy rear. 

      

      Not sure what to do next, I reach forward and grab my stepdad’s dripping cock. 

      Then, I stroke it until it grows gargantuan against my hand. 

      

      Daddy penetrates my virginity with no warning, and I scream. 

      His veiny member brings me to tears as it breaches deep inside my narrow tunnel. 

      

      I squeeze both Mommy and Tracy’s hands as Daddy drills my tiny pussy raw. 

      My face soaked with tears. I can’t stop crying. 

      

      This feels like a punishment, like that Daddy’s upset with me for leaving and taking it out on my pussy.

      Strangely, thinking this makes this experience of sex with my Daddy even more mind-blowingly euphoric. 

      

      “Let me get in there, Pop,” John interrupts. 

      “You want to taste her, Boy?” Daddy questions. “You think you’re man enough for your sister?” 

      “I’ve been man enough for Mommy,” my stepbrother challenges him. 

      “You ain’t had sex with her yet, Son,” Daddy shakes his head. “You ain’t had sex with anyone.” 

      

      Wait, is John a virgin too?

      I would never have guessed it. Even before I left for college, girls all over town were throwing themselves at my brother’s feet. 

      

      What happened? Why did he wait? 

      

      Could I have been the reason?

      

      “I’ll fight you to be with her,” John grits his teeth. “You always said that if I wanted to take what’s yours. I’d have to kick your ass for it.” 

      “Yes!” Daddy grins at him. “That’s my boy—finally becoming a man! I’m proud of you, Son. But no, you don’t need to fight me. Not this time anyway. Go ahead on and enjoy the spoils of your newfound courage.”

      

      I gasp as my stepdad pulls out his veiny meat from my channel. 

      

      Within seconds, John has taken Daddy’s place. 

      

      I look back at Mommy. 

      

      She winks at me and nods in approval. 

      

      My stepbrother and I gaze into one another’s eyes as he lines his thick cock with my drenched opening. 

      

      Then, he leans forward. 

      John’s cock splits into me and jams my pussy full of its girth. 

      

      The stretch causes my cunt to burn with searing pain. 

      My brother thrusts his fat dick ruthlessly into the depths of my canal.

      

      However, when John kisses me, I experience something that even Daddy couldn’t, or rather wouldn’t, make me feel….

      

      “Get on all fours,” my brother growls. 

      “W-What?” I ask, staring up. 

      “You heard me!” John barks, primitive lust seeming to overtake his sweet nature. 

      

      My stepbrother pulls his cock out of me then flips me over.  

      He pushes me up on my hands and knees, then forces my head down against the carpet. 

      

      Daddy pushes Tracy onto the ground beside me. 

      She and I look at one another as Daddy puts her into the exact same position that John has me in….

      

      We both shriek as our men thrust their thumbs in our respective anal openings. 

      

      “Omigod!” I cry out. “Why are you doing that?” 

      

      My brother ignores me. 

      Instead, he spanks my ass hard with the back of his giant palm. 

      

      Then, he thrusts his massive stalk inside me. 

      

      Daddy does the same with Tracy. 

      

      Together, the two of them fuck the two of us with synchronized strokes….

      

      Mommy takes turns massaging our breasts. 

      

      She pulls on our engorged nipples as we both simultaneously struggle to Daddy and John’s ample cocks. 

      

      My sister cums first, drenching our Daddy’s shaft in a thick, foamy cream. 

      Seeing this, John starts hammering my cunny so hard that his massive scrotum bruises my clit. 

      

      Noticing that I’m about to climax, Mommy holds both my hands and squeezes them. 

      

      My pussy spasms out of control and then explodes over my brother’s length. 

      

      John blasts his seed inside me. 

      The hot juice floods my tunnel.

      

      I collapse and start convulsing while I leak out a puddle of my stepbrother’s cum onto the carpet.

      

      “Daddy, I was going to beg you not to make me stay here,” I sob. “Now, all I want is to plead with you never to let me leave again.”
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      The fresh grass looks so soft that I take off my slippers and walk barefoot for a little while.

      

      Finally finding our way back to the yellow brick road, the man I just had sex with, who goes by the name, “the Lion,” walks ahead to shake the hands of my traveling companions—two hulking older men, who go by “the Woodsman” and “Mr. Scarecrow.”

      

      My most recent lover, the Lion, even shakes the paw of my lovely little dog, Toto.
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        * * *

      

      This part of the yellow-brick road is smooth and well-paved, lined with modestly dressed pedestrians packing the sidewalks on either side.

      Growing up in the countryside, I’ve always preferred neighborhoods that are a little more rural than this one. However, since coming to Oz, I’ve totally lost my appetite for the great outdoors.

      

      As we travel further along the road, I notice how everything in this town is painted different shades of green.

      I get a rolling feeling in my tummy as more and more people emerge out of their tiny homes, staring at us but not speaking, not even waving.

      

      “What’s wrong with them?” I ask my three travel buddies. “Why won’t they say hello to us?”

      “Yeah, it’s so creepy the way they’re just staring at us. Why don’t they do something?” the Lion adds.

      “Because they’re afraid,” The Woodsman answers us.

      “Afraid of what?” the Lion questions him.

      “You,” the Woodsman answers flatly.

      

      “At least we’re close to the Emerald City,” Mr. Scarecrow scratches the back of his neck.

      “How can you tell?” the Lion asks.

      “Look around you,” Mr. Scarecrow scolds him. “Everything and everyone is dressed in green!”

      “Good point,” the Lion clears his throat. “They sure do love the color out this way.”

      

      “It’s getting late. We should find somewhere to eat and rest for the night. We’ll head to the City in the morning,” the Woodsman says.

      “I don’t know how easy that’ll be,” Mr. Scarecrow shakes his head. “Dorothy and the Lion are right. These folks don’t look too eager to meet us.”

      “That’s not Dorothy’s problem,” the Woodsman growls back.

      “W-What do you mean, Woodsman?” I ask.

      

      “Excuse me, Ma’am?” the Woodsman yells at a middle-aged woman standing in front of one of the many farmhouses.

      “What the heck do you want?” She hisses back as the four of us approach her.

      

      “Our young, female associate here is hungry and very tired,” the Woodsman points to me.

      “Why are you telling me?” The woman presses her lips together.

      “I was hoping you’d allow her to spend the night with you and your family,” he replies. “We’ll pay you, of course.”

      “Just her?” Her light blue eyes appraise me.

      “Yes, ma’am,” the Woodsman nods.

      

      “All right, sure,” the woman smiles. “So long as it’s just her. The only men allowed in my house are my husband and my son.”

      “Understood,” the Woodsman agrees with her. “What do we owe you?”

      “Pay what you can spare,” she tells him. “And you, little girl. You’re coming with me,” she hooks her arm in mine, dragging me gently through the front door of her house.

      

      “Hold on, so why are we paying this woman to look after Dorothy exactly?” Mr. Scarecrow whispers to the Woodsman. “With all due respect, we need to be thinking about our own accommodations for the night. Let the young girl fend for herself. Shouldn’t be too difficult with how pretty she—”

      “You know, you can sometimes be a real heartless bastard,” the Woodsman interrupts. “We’re the last few men in Oz will some gosh darn integrity. And, we will not subject this innocent little foreign princess to any more hardships than we have to for the rest of the trip. Is that clear?”

      “Yeah,” Mr. Scarecrow shrugs. “Yeah, I hear you, Woodsman.”

      “And here I thought I was a coward,” the Lion shakes his head solemnly.

      “T-Thank you guys,” I scoop Toto in my tiny arms. “I just want you to know that you three are some of the best men I’ve met.”

      

      “Come, Dorothy,” the middle-aged woman yanks me harder, slamming the heavy green door shut as soon as we’re both through it. “Enough of those three musclebound meatheads for the moment. I want to introduce you to the family.”
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      After watching my friends disappear down the road, I drift away from the window then sit down on their living room sofa.

      

      It’s only been minutes since I’ve arrived. Yet, the middle-aged hostess has taken off her pants, now walking around in nothing but a racing t-shirt and an emerald pair of panties. 

      I guess she’s really just comfortable with her body. Or maybe I’m more of a prude than I thought I was…

      

      Feeling hungry, I decide to get up and follow the woman into her kitchen. 

      

      The tile flooring, the hanging rack with stainless steel pots and pants, and the flowery ceramic jars with big metal spoons and spatulas poking all remind me of cooking at home with my Aunt Em. 

      Of course, it’s hard to appreciate any of this house’s cozy beauty because this middle-aged woman has her big, round ass cheeks hanging out of her sparkling green thong. 

      

       I look down and notice that my nipples are really hard. There’s a wet, fiery heat curling inside my middle, which I’ve only ever felt for men…

      How the heck does this happen? I’m just an innocent farm girl who only just got used to being with men and would never think of doing sexual things with other women, aren’t I? 

      

      As soon as she turns her back, I hurry out of the kitchen as quietly as I can manage. 

      

      “Hold it right there, young lady!” The woman calls after me. 

      

      Not wanting to be rude, I reluctantly turn around. 

      

      “I just texted my stepdaughter to come to the kitchen so you two can meet,” she tells me. “That little girl has the attention span of a gnat. So, you have to stay in the kitchen until she gets here.”

      “O-Okay,” I timidly respond, unsure if that was a request or a command.

      

      The wet heat in my middle intensifies as the middle-aged woman gets on her tip-toes to reach a box of pasta in one of the higher cabinets. My eyes follow her long, luxurious magma-colored hair running down to her perfect ass. 

      

      A young girl wearing a checkered green plaid skirt and a bright white blouse unbuttoned to the fourth button charges into the tiny kitchen. 

      Even seated, I can see her nipples, barely covered by a hiked-down tank top. 

      

      “Where is she, Mommy?” The young woman searches around the kitchen. “Oh, hi! You’re so small. I didn’t even see you sitting there!” 

      “Nice to meet you,” I gently extend my hand to her. 

      “Omigod, what are you doing?” She flicks my little palm away, giggling. “That’s not how we do it in this town.” 

      

      All of a sudden, the pretty redhead jumps onto my lap, wrapping her thin arms around my dainty shoulders and kissing my cheek. 

      

      “Don’t listen to Katie. Folks out here ain’t nothing nice,” a giant, hulking man says, entering the kitchen. “Well, aren’t you a pretty little thing? I can see now why my wife, Gloria, is hiding you up here from my boy and me.”

      “Paws off, Mister. She’s mine!” Gloria winks at her husband. 

      “Sweetheart, why don’t you go ahead downstairs to the basement,” he ignores his wife. “I think it’ll be a lot more exciting for you to spend time with the men of the house.”
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      I head down the worn wooden steps descending into the dark basement.

      

      Other than a few cracks in the floor and the fact that the whole room is being lit by a single bare bulb with a pull string. It's pretty cozy down here.

      

      I sit down next to these two hunky beefcakes, one red-haired and one with a thick mane as white as snow—both square-jawed and built like tanks.

      

      "Oh, I think I forgot to ask your name," the handsome older man says.

      "Dorothy," I smile politely. "Dorothy Gale."

      "Aren't you a little young for a name like Dorothy?" the man's son asks. "Dorothy sounds like a little old lady."

      "Shut up, Boy. She's obviously not from around here," the old man snarls. "Dorothy, this idiot here is my stepson, Sean. And I'm Mac."

      "Nice to meet you both," I shift around in my seat.

      

      "So tell us where you're headed," Sean casually asks.

      "Oh, um, well, I've been traveling with friends down the yellow brick road for a few months now," I meekly respond. "We're on our way to see the Great Oz."

      "Are you sure that's a good idea?" Mac pulls a cigar out of a small, wooden box near the couch.

      "What do you mean?" I ask him.

      "Oz isn't the type of man you want to deal with unless you absolutely have to," he scratches his thick, white beard. "Back when I was in the military, I was stationed in the Emerald City for ten years. But, never once did the man actually allow any of us to see him physically. Heck, I don't know a single person who has."

      "What do you mean? Like, he never goes out anywhere?" I question, confused.

      "Exactly, Sweetheart. Oz just sits in his office, overlooking the whole country," the good-looking, old man tells me. "Oz doesn't even let the folks who wait on him actually ever witness his face."

      

      "Here you go, boys and girls!" Gloria joins us in the basement, carrying a tray of beers that are the most decadent shade of green I've ever witnessed.

      

      As the woman hands everyone a glass, I can't help but notice Sean staring at his stepmother's panties —obsessively admiring the little triangle covering her womanly area.

      

      "Okay," Gloria grabs my arm. "I'm stealing Dorothy back, you jerks!" She winks at her husband.
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      Night deepens, expanding like black angel wings over the lakefront as Gloria walks outside to the deck. 

      I briefly look down at the water, noticing how it calmly distorts my mirror image inside its shimmering blue liquid. 

      Looking around the yard, I realize just how secluded this family is from their neighbors, hidden by all these tall, hardwoods trees surrounding us. 

      

      Looking up at me, Katie pats the seat directly beside her, moving her legs away as I sit down. Her skirt rides up her body as she changes positions, offering both her mother and me a candid look at her thin, ultramarine-colored panties. 

      

      “So, what were you three talking about down there in the basement?” Gloria sits on the chair next to Katie and me.

      “Oh, um. Well, I was just explaining—”

      “Oh, I’m sorry to interrupt, Baby. But, would you like another drink? I’m not sure if you like beer,” she asks me. 

      “Oh, no, I’m fine, thank you,” I answer Gloria. “But, yeah. I was telling them how my companions and I are heading to the Emerald City to see Oz.” 

      “Wait, why would Dorothy want to see that horrible man, Mommy?” Katie lifts her bright eyes off her phone’s screen. “Daddy is always talking about how he’s—”

      “Dorothy must have a good reason,” Gloria interrupts her stepdaughter. “Whatever it is you need, Oz can probably get it for you. But, getting to see him will be next to impossible. He’s the sort of man who always gets what he wants. And, what he wants is never to be bothered. Bad things usually happen to those who try.”

      My shoulders tightening, I find myself too stunned to respond to Gloria’s warning. 

      

      “Omigod, you’re looking freaking hot today, Mommy!” Katie hums, apparently over the matter of finding Oz. 

      “Why, thank you, Honey!” Gloria places a lotion hand on her stepdaughter’s smooth thigh. 

      “I’m serious. Your legs look so darn good!” Katie tells her stepmom. 

      “Oh, shut up, Katherine. You’re making me blush!” Gloria giggles, lifting her dress to expose even more of her long, toned legs. “Dorothy, what do you think of them? Is Katie just being nice?”

      “They’re stunning,” I smile politely. “Seriously!”

      

      “They’re not lying, Mommy,” Sean, Gloria’s stepson, lumbers onto the deck. “Katie and I are so lucky to have a mother as gorgeous as you.”

      “Young man, if I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to seduce your own mother,” his stepmom turns even more red-faced. “Coming out here and giving me those bedroom eyes. You know how I get when you look at me that way!”

      “I sure do,” the young, gorgeous alpha male answers his mom. 

       

      

      “Mommy, what are bedroom eyes?” Katie asks. 

      “It’s the look you give someone to let them know you’re currently imagining yourself having sex with them,” Gloria winks at her daughter. 

      The three of them laugh while I smile along, confused and super uncomfortable. 

      I know they’re not related by blood. But, Omigod, what is up with these people?

      

      “I think I’m going to turn in for the night,” I say, rising from my seat on their couch. 

      “Really? But it’s Family Game Night,” Katie reaches for my tiny wrist. “Daddy says that no one is allowed to miss Family Game Night!” 

      “Yeah, and Mommy, you’re always saying how a family is nothing without traditions,” Sean says. 

      “Yes, but it’s okay, Kiddies!” Gloria beams at me. “Dorothy can nap for a little while. We’ll wake her up later when the four of us are ready to invite our pretty, young guest to our favorite family activity.” 
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      “Look down my blouse, Dorothy,” Katie’s feminine voice wakes me up from a bad dream.

      

      Rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, I look up at the young girl’s slender body, covered in shadows and moonlight.

      Katie has a pale, milky innocence about her, with bright, child-like eyes and long, messy red hair. She also has a thin, beautiful mouth, slightly curved in permanent self-satisfaction.

      

      “W-What do you mean, Katie?” I swallow.

      “Exactly what I said!” The girl answers. “Look down my blouse, Dorothy. And tell me if you like my titties.”

      “What, why?”

      “Why not?”

      “Because I’m sleeping!” I tell her. “And, because you’re a stranger.”

      “Omigod, this is taking too long!” Katie impatiently grips the back of my head, then forces it against her ample cleavage and rock-hard nipples.

      

      “I like them a lot, Katie,” I whisper.

      “Did you like it when you saw my panties out on the deck?” Katie asks as moonlight begins to shine dreamy silver over her big, perky breasts.

      “Mhm,” I blush hotly.

      “Good answer. I would have called you out if you had lied,” she slowly hikes her skirt up so I can see the new pair of panties she has on. “I saw you staring at them earlier on the deck. You’re not as innocent as you like people to believe, are you, Dorothy Gale?”

      “I don’t know,” I answer, embarrassed.

      

      “I like it when people look at me,” Katie smiles. “You know what I don’t like? People who prefer to have sex in the dark. I’m convinced sex isn’t meant to be performed with faceless strangers. That’s why I only fuck people I’m close to.”

      “Performed?”

      “Omigod, you know what I mean, don’t you?” Katie sighs. “Okay, well, Mommy and Daddy wanted me to tell you that Family Game Night is about to begin. So, get yourself together. Then come on out and join us.”

      “In my nightie?” I ask uncomfortably.

      “Don’t worry,” she giggles. “You won’t be wearing it for very long.”
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      It would have been so much easier just to stay in bed. 

      

      Tomorrow morning, I could have woken to the warm glow of the morning sun and left this beautiful but crazy family. 

      

      But I don’t. Instead, I pad out of Katie’s bedroom and make my way over to the living room. 

      I keep telling myself it’s to be polite. But I think a part of me is genuinely curious about this “Family Game Night,” they each keep bringing up. 

      

      I gasp when I peer into the living room from behind the hallway door. Gloria is lying on a sheepskin rug that looks like it could be made from real fur. 

      Meanwhile, Mac, the older man I spent a little time with earlier in their basement, leans over his wife. He pulls her shirt above her big, heaving breasts, then stretches his hand over one of them. 

      Then, the man of the house reaches his other hand underneath his wife’s skirt. 

      

      Gloria begins writhing on the rug, screaming so piercingly loud that it’s hurting my sensitive eardrums. 

      Stepping a few feet further into the dimly-lit room, I glimpse Katie leaning against the sofa—with both of her soft, tiny hands between her skinny legs. 

      Omigod, I should get out of here. But to where? 

      I have no idea whether my friends are even still in this town. Or whether they left me to visit Oz in the Emerald City on their own 

      

      “All right, whose turn is it now?” Sean asks his stepfather and stepmother. 

      “It’s all you, Buddy,” Mac slaps his meaty palm across his stepson’s broad shoulder. 

      

      Mac, Gloria, Sean, and Katie all sit around a small, circular table. There’s an emerald-colored wine bottle placed in the middle. 

      Sean twirls the bottle in place. And I watch as the slightly reflective emerald glass rotate again and again, slowly winding down until it reaches Katie.

      

      The young girl gets up from the table, then lies over the fur rug, just like her stepmom did a few minutes ago—except pointed in the other direction.  

      Mac and Sean kneel down to help Katie out of her thin blouse, freeing her beautiful pair of tits from their fabric prison.

      

      Sean leans over his stepsister and kisses her deep as she runs her slender fingers through his thick red mane. 

      As this brother-sister make-out goes on, Mac reaches inside his stepdaughter’s tiny panties, fingering her wet, little hole until she’s begging for mercy. 

      

      I should be freaking out like heck right now. I mean, this is really insane. 

      However, there’s a voyeur in me I didn’t know existed. And, right now, she’s telling me that it’s acceptable to keep watching this family because I am a guest in their house. 

      What authority do I have to judge these people for how to live their lives?

      

      Seeming unable to handle the pleasure, Katie starts wiggling around her stepfather’s hand, even lifting her little ass off the rug at one point when it appears her dad found her spot. 

      As he brings his stepdaughter to climax, Mac begins suckling Katie’s swollen nipples, one at a time. 

      

      Inching further into the living room, I notice Gloria playing with herself on the sofa, just as Katie did a few minutes ago.  

      Immediately, I begin doing the same, pushing a hand inside my underwear while massaging one of my perky breasts with the other. 

      If Aunt Em were here, she’d say I was going to heck for even witnessing this forbidden behavior among family members. But I don’t care because this is the freaking hottest thing I’ve ever seen!
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      As soon as Mac finishes sucking his stepdaughter's big breasts, Katie pushes her stepbrother Sean away. 

      Then, she starts aggressively making out with her stepfather, like the horny teenager she apparently is. 

      

      After she and Mac finish kissing, Katie places the wine bottle back in the center of the table. She spins it, and this time it lands on Sean. 

      

      Katie's stepbrother takes his shirt off, revealing a wall of giant, super-defined muscles I had no idea were there. 

      He takes his sister's old position on the fur rug. And, she takes his. 

      

      While Katie and Sean kiss, Gloria gets up from the sofa and joins her children on the rug. 

      She runs her thin hand over her stepson's bulging denim, stroking his package while pressing her lips up and down her stepson's jacked body.

      

      Not wasting any time, Gloria unfastens Sean's jeans. 

      They stare into one another's identical blue eyes as the matriarch slides her hand inside her stepson's pants.

      I let out a loud gasp as soon as Gloria pulls out Sean's thick, veiny penis for everyone to see. Strangely, none of the family seems to notice me standing here.

      

      Now seated on the couch, Mac takes out his own well-endowed member. 

      The old man strokes his veiny meat at the exact moment his wife begins giving his stepson a very sloppy blowjob. 

      

      "It's your turn, Daddy!" Katie chirps, pulling her little tongue out of her stepbrother's mouth. "Unless you want me to take your turn for you?"

      "No, Princess," Mac grunts at his daughter. "You're done for the night."

      "What do you mean 'I'm done for the night?'" She screams at her stepdad, turning from an angel to a banshee in less than half a second.

      "I said what I meant," her stepdad narrows his eyes. "Now, go to your bedroom and go to sleep. Don't let your big mouth catch your little ass another hard spanking."

      "Fine," she crosses her arms. "Have fun everyone, with Family Game Night."

      Storming out of the living room, Katie shoots me a single, glaring look—slicing swiftly through my already fragile emotions. 

      

      "Come over here, Sweetheart," Mac turns to me, standing near the doorway. "I'm glad you've decided to join us."

      "T-This is family game night?" I tremble.

      "Sure is," the old man nods. "You'll find this family engages in a lot of grown-up stuff together." 

      "My daughter and I love wearing short skirts and low-cut tops around our boys," Gloria rests her hand on my thigh. "They love it too."

      "They're actually behaving themselves compared to how they usually act because you're here," her stepson, Sean, chuckles. "Most of the time, Mommy and Katie are both completely naked during Family Game Night. The other guys in town don't understand why I do things like this with my mother and sister. But, that's because their mothers and sisters don't look like mine do!" 

      "Exactly, Son," Mac nods at Sean, then turns to me. "So, how about it, kiddo? Are you ready to play?"
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      “My husband and I only have one rule for you kids,” Gloria slips out of her thong.

      “What’s that?” I ask.

      “That you call us Mommy and Daddy,” she smiles.

      “But, I’m not—“

      “Yes, you are, little girl,” the middle-aged woman interrupts. “While you’re here, you’re family.”

      

      Gloria lies back on the fur rug while her husband and stepson assume their positions around her.

      Unsure of what I should do, I sit down on the couch.

      Nervously, I inch my slender legs apart. Then I begin working my clitty like my life depends on it, since it very well may.

      

      Sean dives for his stepmother’s pussy like it’s literally made of candy. Then, Mac silences his wife’s moans of pleasure by stuffing his big, throbbing cock inside her mouth.

      Leaning forward, he fucks Gloria’s face while his stepson eats her sopping pussy.

      

      Looking down, I see that my pussy has already become a sticky mess as well, glistening in the muted lamplight.

      I continue thrusting two fingers knuckle-deep inside my inexperienced hole, watching the man of the house shake as he lets out a tremendous groan.

      Then, I watch his wife lick up all of his briny cum.

      

      While her husband is still finishing inside her mouth, Gloria grabs her stepson’s fat cock and pulls it inside her tight body.

      

      After Mac empties the last drops of semen in his wife’s mouth, the old man joins me on the sofa, sitting so close that our hips rub against each other.

      Submitting myself to the moment, I immediately lean in to kiss him while reaching for his enormous, pulsating cock.

      I stroke Mac’s thick rod while watching Sean lick and suck his stepmother’s juicy, wet cunt.

      “I’m impressed with you, Dorothy,” Mac groans in my ear.

      “Thank you, Daddy,” I say, pressing my lips against his once again.

      

      Suddenly, I hear Gloria scream in a way that could only indicate she’s just orgasmed around Sean’s giant cock.

      

      Mac and I both watch as a fully satisfied mother and son begin kissing and cuddling on the sofa.

      Soon after, the man of the house lifts me onto his colossal erection.

      I gasp as soon as Mac’s flesh makes contact with mine, throwing my head all the way back as he takes my stiffened nipple in his mouth.

      

      Looking back over at Gloria and Sean, I discover that he’s now hammering her deep into the couch we’re all on.

      Gloria grabs her son’s toned ass with both hands, locking her slender legs around the young man as he drills her middle-aged cunt.

      “Wait, hold on, Honey,” I overhear Gloria tell her son. “ I just got an idea!”

      

      Sean’s mother climbs onto her stepson, positioning herself in reverse cowgirl so that she’s facing us instead of him.

      Riding hard on Mac’s heavy cock, I continue to keep my eyes fixed on Gloria and Sean, noticing how unbelievably pretty her pussy is with her stepson’s veiny monster pounding in and out of it.

      

      “What’s wrong, Sweetheart?” Mac grabs my chin then turns it toward him.

      “I want that, Daddy,” I point to Sean and Gloria.

      “You want to be fucked like how my son is nailing wife right now?” He questions me.

      “Mhm,” I say, burying my face against his shoulder in embarrassment.

      

      Mac lifts me off his long rod. Then, he turns me around eases my little pussy back onto his cock so that I’m face-to-face with his wife.

      There’s something strangely intimate about two women watching one another get made love to simultaneously. It’s almost like she and I are having sex too.

      

      Clenching tightly, I slam my pussy up and down this old man’s fat, long cock.

      Gloria watches me very intensely as I fuck her husband.

      

      After several more devastating strokes, my newest daddy unleashes his semen inside my tight canal.

      “C’mon, Sweetheart,” Mac stands up, holding me in his arms. “Let’s put you back to bed. You’re going to want night’s sleep if you’re really serious about being the Great and Terrible Oz tomorrow.”
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      “Isn't it beautiful?" Daddy asks as he pushes his chest against my back. 

      

      I'm leaning over the railing while on the ninth floor of a thousand-foot cruise ship, staring out at ocean waves underneath a setting sun. The wind breezes through my blonde hair while Daddy breathes warmly on my neck. 

      My knees go weak as Daddy's thing grows stiff against my butt. 

      

      "It's gorgeous out here, Daddy," I say. "Thank you for letting me come with you and Miranda on your couples' vacation."

      "Well, you were here before her," Daddy tells me. "And no matter how close she and I get, you will always be the main woman in my life."

      "Really, Daddy?" I ask. "You're not lying, right?"

      "I mean every word I say to you," Daddy says. "You're my world, Princess."

      

      My stepdad curls his arms underneath my tits and leans his head over my shoulder. 

      He's wearing that cologne that gets me hot and bothered. 

      

      "When are we going to start seeing islands?" I ask Daddy. 

      "Not until tomorrow morning, most likely," he answers. "Right now, we're in between Cozumel and the Cayman Islands. We have a lot of distance to cover before we get there. But trust me, Princess. The Captain knows what he's doing. You have no reason to worry."

      

      I continue to watch the water, waves of blue underneath amber light. The ocean breeze wraps around me like a soft blanket as I inhale its sweet and salty scent.  

      

      I've never been into the ocean—or nature at all, really. 

      I guess the reason I'm trying so hard to be into it now is that it's helping to distract me. 

      I don't want to think about what's really on my mind. It's wrong to have these thoughts. 

      

      Daddy's vast, chiseled body feels so good pressed against me. 

      I could stand here with his massive arms holding onto me forever. 

      But that wouldn't be fair to my soon-to-be Mommy… 

      

      "Look what I'm going to give Miranda at dinner tonight," Daddy says. 

      

      He pulls a tiny light blue box out of his pocket. 

      Then, he pops it open. 

      

      The engagement ring that Daddy bought is light and delicate, with pretty jewels placed in the band itself. 

      I can see why Daddy chose it for Miranda. It perfectly shows that he understands who she is. 

      

      "Omigod, Daddy. It's beautiful!" I squeal. "You're going to make Miranda so happy!" 

      "You sure that you're okay with this?" Daddy asks. 

      "Mhm," I answer. "I just can't wait until I can start calling her 'Mommy.' Do you think she'll let me?"

      "I think she will be honored to have you call her that," Daddy kisses the back of my head. 

      "Daddy, do you think that I could have one of these too?' I ask. "I promise I won't actually wear it! Except for maybe sometimes, in private. It's just so pretty. And, I love you so much, just like Miranda does and—"

      "Listen here," Daddy says, spinning me around so that I'm staring at him. 

      

      I can't help but notice the enormous tent in Daddy's shorts. It's making me feel all sorts of things I shouldn't. 

      My center is throbbing, and I'm sure that my stepdad can tell. He always knows what I'm thinking. 

      

      "I need to talk to you about what happened…about what we did," Daddy says, the lines in his handsome, weathered face tightening up as he speaks. 

      'You don't mean…" 

      "I do," Daddy responds. 

      "But, you told me that we could never talk about that with anyone!" I protest. 

      "Well, the rules have changed now, haven't they?" Daddy asks, lowering his gaze to my exposed belly. "Now that there's going to be two of you to take care of."

      "Omigod!" I yell. 

      

      Blushing hotly, I try to wiggle out of my stepfather's grip. 

      But he holds me tight. I can hardly move even an inch. 

      

      "You want to know how I figured it out?" my stepdad asks. "Your breasts… They're massive. You were always rather small chested before."

      "Omigod, Daddy, no, I wasn't!" I giggle nervously. "I wanted to tell you, but—"

      "You thought I'd be angry with you," Daddy says. "How could I be mad at you over something I did."

      

      I look away ashamed—but also aroused. 

      The way Daddy is confronting me so bluntly. The intensity with which he's restraining my body right now. 

      This is just how it happened all those months ago on my eighteenth birthday. 

      

      Even before that, I was always trying to have sex with Daddy. But he'd always just ignore me like the little girl I was--until that night when, for some reason, he didn't ignore me. 

      

      Daddy touches my face. 

      Then, he turns my head back in his direction. 

      

      I look up into his dark blue eyes. 

      A streak of gold lights up his rugged, handsome face. 

      

      I bite my lower lip. 

      Daddy is giving me that look. 

      

      But, we can't do it here, can we? And, I promised myself that I wouldn't let it happen again. 

      I mean, I want to. It's all I want, in fact. 

      

      But Miranda is such a sweet woman. She's also a much more age-appropriate woman for Daddy to marry. 

      Omigod, I'm just so confused!

      

      "I found the glass jars in the refrigerator in your room," Daddy tells me. "You've been milking yourself…and storing it."

      "I just…Okay, you're going to think I'm super weird. But I just like looking at it. For some reason, it makes me really happy to know that it came out of me. That I can make stuff like that," I confess. 

      "I don't think you're strange at all, Princess," Daddy grunts. "But, I want to see you do it for myself."

      "Really, Daddy?" I ask, my lust creating a slickness between my inner thighs. 

      

      Daddy pulls my tits out of my bikini top. 

      There's no one around at the moment. And, also, Daddy's broad, muscular physique covers so much of me that no one could see my breasts, even if they were right next to us. 

      

      My whole body trembles as Daddy slides his hands over my smooth skin…

      

      "Oh, there you two are!" I hear Miranda chirp from about ten or so feet away. "Come on, you, we both need to get ready for our dinner. You'll be all right on your own tonight, Arya?" 

      "Y-Yeah," I yell over to her. 

      

      "Your nipples are hard and moist, Princess," Daddy whispers, still rubbing my pebbles even as his girlfriend gets closer. 

      "Stop, Daddy," I say frantically. "She's coming!"

      "Go to our suite while we're gone," Daddy says. "I left you something under your pillow."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      After Daddy and Miranda leave, I find a lounge chair to sit down on to think about what just happened.

      

      I met Miranda just a little while after Daddy adopted me. She used to be my babysitter, then she was my camp counselor, and then she was my tutor.

      It seems like our paths always cross for some reason…

      

      She’s spent a lot of time helping me.

      Whenever I had a problem, she’d always be there.

      

      For years, I thought that she was a lesbian. I even thought she might like me, despite how young I was.

      I’d catch her looking at my ass whenever I’d bend over. Also, she’d compliment my tits whenever I wore a low-cut top.

      

      But as soon as she started dating my stepfather, I realized the truth.

      Miranda was just being nice to me because she always had a crush on Daddy.

      At first, it hurt my feelings. But then I decided that if I had to share my stepdad, then I was happy it would be with a woman I’ve kind of thought of as a mother.

      

      I close my eyes and think about being downstairs in our suite.

      Over the next hour, Daddy will have his soon-to-be fiancé with him for a romantic dinner.

      

      He’ll also have his other girl, his Princess, stripping naked for him in her bed—wishing he was in it with her.

      Maybe I’ll wear that sexy thong I just bought. Or, perhaps, I’ll be completely naked. And, in the middle of the night, I’ll send Daddy pictures.

      

      Wait, what am I saying? I love Miranda.

      I could never do that to her.

      

      It would be great if we could all be together, somehow.

      I wish that they could share everything with me.

      

      I’m ashamed to admit it, but I feel really left out….

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      Over the black ocean, in the starry night sky, there’s a full white-gold moon. 

      

      After some time has passed, I head back to the suite. 

      I don’t like being outside by myself when it’s dark out, especially not when I’m wearing nothing but a string bikini that shows my ass and bits of my lady parts. 

      Plus, I’m so excited about what surprise Daddy got for me! 

      

      Just as I push the down elevator button, I notice a group of cruise staff setting up for some party tonight. 

      Then, I overhear a couple with three children talking about how there’s going to be fireworks. 

      

      I freaking love fireworks. 

      But I smile to myself because I know the fireworks I’ve got in store for Daddy are way better. 

      

      After I finish opening Daddy’s gift, I’ll start making my gift to him. 
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        * * *

      

      Once I’ve reached the seventh floor of the cruise ship, I walk out of the elevator and hook a quick left. 

      Next, I scamper down the carpeted hallway, lined with photographs of old ships, which seems kind of strange because we’re already on a ship. 

      But, whatever. Why am I even thinking about this when I’m about to do an x-rated photoshoot for my stepdad?

      

      “Oh, Arya!” Miranda chirps just as she, Daddy, and I cross paths in the hallway. “What luck? I was hoping to run into you before your father, and I went to dinner.”

      

      Miranda looks incredible in a silk dress that hugs her perfectly shaped ass. 

      

      Yet here I am still in my bikini that, I realize now, is a massive no-no for women with big breasts, which I only recently developed. 

      My tits are so swollen that I look like I might pop out of my top at any second. 

      

      “You’ve been up on the pool deck all this time, Sweetheart?” Daddy asks. 

      “Yeah,” I say. “I think there’s, um, going to be some fireworks later tonight. Maybe you two should go see them after your dinner?”

      “You don’t want to go?” Miranda asks. “I thought you loved fireworks.”

      “I do,” I answer. “But, I thought I’d stay out of you two way tonight. I don’t want you having to look after me this entire trip.”

      “Are you sure?” Miranda asks. “Your father and I don’t mind.”

      “Yeah,” I smile. “I’m feeling sleepy anyways.”

      “All right, well, you’ll know where we’ll be if you change your mind!” Miranda tells me. “Kiss?” 

      

      I get up on my tippy toes and hold onto Miranda’s shoulder as we kiss one another on the cheek. 

      

      Then Miranda moves out of the way, and I once again get on my tippy toes to kiss Daddy. 

      Only I close my eyes too soon, and my mouth lands on his. 

      Our lips merge together longer than they should. 

      But instead of seeing a scowl on Miranda’s face as I expect, I notice she’s smiling. 

      

      “All right, Hon. We should probably get going, yeah?” Daddy asks Miranda. “See you later tonight, Princess.” 

      

      As my Daddy and soon-to-be Mommy leave down the hall towards the elevators, I can’t help but think about that smile on Miranda’s face. 

      Could Daddy have told her about what we did? Could she, maybe, be okay with it? 

      

      I slide the key card into the slot then push open the door to our suite. 

      

      Once inside, I make a beeline for my bedroom. 

      Then, I pretty much run to the top of my bed and reach underneath my pillow. 

      

      I pull out Daddy’s gift to me. It’s covered in pink glitter wrapping, just like Daddy knows I like. 

      But, when I rip it open, I see that it’s a gift I’d never expect from him. 

      

      I now have, in my hands, a double-sided dildo... 

      

      I thought that there might be jewelry in here so that I didn’t feel left out. 

      Why would Daddy get this for me? What does he want me to do with it?

      

      But why is it double-sided? 

      

      Gosh, I don’t even think I really care. I’m too delirious with desire right now. 

      My little pussy is aching for my stepdad’s cock. 

      

      I slide onto the bed and strip out of my bikini. 

      For all the times I’ve gone through my Daddy’s phone, I’m very aware that he does not like to leave much to the imagination as far as naughty pictures go. 

      

      After I get completely naked, I roll onto my tummy and snap myself from different angles. 

      I’m looking cute and kinky at the same time, or at least I hope I am. 

      

      Next, I crawl to the top of the bed and sit back against the ivory headboard. 

      I spread my legs apart then slide my hand over my moist cunt. 

      

      Biting my lip, I take a picture of myself and send it to Daddy…

      

      I want my stepdad to see how beautiful I am and that I have a woman’s figure, just like Miranda does.

      More than that, I want Daddy to know just how badly my wet pussy is throbbing for his rock-hard dick. 

      

      KNOCK! KNOCK! 

      

      “Um, Daddy?” I yell at the door, confused. “Is that you?”

      “It’s Miranda, Honey,” my soon-to-be Mommy answers. “Am I okay to come in?”

      

      Omigod, this can’t be happening!

      I feel like I can’t stop. But, I also feel like I have no choice but to do so. 

      What could have gone wrong with Daddy to make her come back to the suite so soon?

      

      “Y-Yeah,” I shout as I rush to put my bikini back on. 

      

      The door slides open. And Miranda, no longer in her dress, walks into the bedroom. 

      

      She’s now in a lace cami that shows off her abundant cleavage. 

      As Miranda sits down next to me, she makes a point of flashing her milky white tits in the direction of my gaze. 

      

      “Been having some fun in here?” Miranda asks me. 

      “No! What? I mean, I don’t know. Why would you ask me that?” I react, sounding totally guilty. 

      “Well,” she answers calmly. “There’s a dildo right next to your pillow, for one.”

      “Omigod!” I squeal, turning beet-red. “I can explain that. I was just—”

      “Sexting your dad?” Miranda asks, holding up Daddy’s phone with the picture I just took on the screen. 

      “It…It was a mistake. I meant to send it to my boyfriend!” I tell her. 

      “Shh,” she says, rubbing the back of her hand against my cheek. “I know that you and your father have a unique relationship.”

      “Y-You do?” I ask. “He told you?”

      “He didn’t have to. You two aren’t as subtle about it as you might think,” Miranda laughs. “But, now that I’m going to be your new Mommy. I don’t think there should be any more secrets. And, I also think I shouldn’t be left out of the fun. Do you?”

      “What do you mean?” I ask, feeling my center pulsate. 

      “I mean that we’re all a family. And, I want to love you like your Daddy loves you,” she tells me. “And, I want you to love me like you love your Daddy.”

      

      Miranda gently grabs my hand. 

      Then, she places it over her left breast. 

      

      Next, she slips out of her cami and mint green lingerie. 

      I look down at her puffy nipples and spot several drops of something white on them. 

      

      “You’re lactating too?” I ask.

      “See for yourself,” Miranda smiles back. 

      

      My stepdad’s fiancé wraps her slender arm around my neck. 

      Then she pulls my head down to her milk-filled jugs until my mouth is pressed against them. 

      

       Next, Miranda lifts her left breast then pushes her nipple through my lips. 

      

      Chills race up and down my spine as I lick the juice around her swollen bud. 

      The taste of her milk residue is unbelievably delicious. 

      

      “Hi there, future husband,” Miranda says confidently. 

      

      I lift my head and see that Daddy has just joined us in the bedroom. 

      

      Miranda yanks my head back down to her creamy pillows. 

      I’ve never even thought of a woman sexually. But, now, I’m overwhelmed by a desire to taste her breast cream again. 

      

      With my Daddy watching, I lick his fiance’s left nipple again until it’s spotless. 

      Then, I move onto her other one. 

      

      Meanwhile, Daddy starts ripping off all of his clothes. 

      I almost gasp when I see Daddy’s hard, veiny erection out of the corner of my eye. 

      

      It was completely pitch black in the room the night that Daddy and I had sex.

      I knew my stepdad was big. But I had no idea how mouth-watering his cock was.

      I could stare at it for hours.  

      

      Daddy lumbers over to the bed. Then, he lies down on his back. 

      Miranda lifts me off the bed. 

      

      Just when I think I’m about to be kicked out so that my parents can have fun, Daddy’s fiancé pulls down my bikini bottoms...

      

      Miranda helps me back onto the bed. Then she lifts my left leg over Daddy’s head. 

      

      Slowly, Miranda lowers my dripping wet pussy over Daddy’s mouth. 

      

      I shriek with delight as Daddy begins to eat my cunny. 

      

      He tightly grips my ass cheeks like they’re two white basketballs. 

      Then, I start to swivel my hips back and forth as sparks of pleasure curl inside my channel. 

      

      Miranda stares at my oversized titties, as mesmerized with them as I am with hers. 

      

      I look down at them and gasp. Somehow, my jugs have started to leak on their own for the first time. 

      

      Miranda gets on all fours and licks my hardened nipples. 

      Meanwhile, I continue to pump my little pussy in and out of Daddy’s mouth. 

      

      As I watch Daddy’s new fiancé swallow my creamy desserts, Daddy sticks several fingers up my channel. 

      I scream, then gyrate my hips even harder on his face. 

      

      My cunt ignites with agonizing pleasure as Daddy rolls his thick fingers inside me, occasionally brushing my g-spot. 

      I pull Miranda’s head even tighter against my tit while I explode in Daddy’s mouth. 

      

      “Omigod Daddy!” I scream as I convulse. “That was incredible!” 

      

      Miranda tucks my hair over my ear. 

      Then, she kisses my lobe. 

      

      “Mommy’s going to make you cum like that too, Princess,” she whispers sensually. 

      “Really?” I ask. 

      “Mhm,” she moans. “I love you like you were my daughter too.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      Raindrops hit against the window.

      The wind is blustering loud like it's going to storm.

      

      Usually, I'd be scared that something could go wrong with the ship.

      But, right now, I don't care even a little bit.

      

      Daddy has me on all fours now.

      He slaps my ass red. Then, he buries my face into the sheets.

      

      Suddenly, I feel the fat tip of Daddy's cock tease my entrance.

      

      "Does your pussy remember this, Baby?" Daddy asks. "Does Daddy's Princess remember her eighteenth birthday?"

      "Yes, Daddy," I whimper. "You claimed me so many times that night."

      

      "I wish I could have been there," Miranda smiles. "But at least we're all together now."

      "And we always will be!" Daddy snarls. "Both your pussies belong to me now."

      

      Daddy surges his thick rod through my sopping entrance.

      Tears race down my cheeks as Daddy's huge cock stretches my walls.

      

      "Mm, yes, Brent," Miranda moans. "Hammer your daughter's teenage pussy. I want to witness what you two did that night!"

      "Don't worry," Daddy grunts. "I'm going to make both my little kittens purr their heads off tonight."

      

      Daddy's rough hands slide over my fleshy hips.

      The pain intensifies as Daddy pumps his girthy stalk in and out of my tightness.

      

      Miranda slides underneath me.

      As she starts to suckle the milk out of my breasts again, I stare forward at her moist cunt, glowing with dew.

      

      I kiss her smooth, pierced belly button as my stepdad continues to ram me full of his meat.

      

      I feel like my pussy is splitting open and more with every one of his thrusts.

      They are rough and cruel—unlike the way his fiancé strokes her tongue against my tits.

      

      Together, my new parents are giving me the greatest pleasure my body has ever known.

      

      Miranda giggles as a jet of my frothy juice spray her in the face.

      Covered in milk, she continues to suck even more of the juice out of my titties, like she's determined to empty them of everything they contain.

      

      Next, I watch my soon-to-be Mommy bring her hand over her shaven cunny.

      She surges three fingers inside her tender-looking folds.

      

      Daddy cracks his hand against my jiggling ass cheek once again.

      Then, he grips my hips and drives his cock even deeper inside my walls.

      

      It feels like it's in my belly.

      I shriek. But Daddy continues to pound my tiny hole like he's trying to break it.

      

      I shatter once again in an orgasm so strong that I nearly pass out.

      

      Daddy pulls his cock out of my pussy.

      

      Then, Miranda flips me over.

      

      Daddy's fiancé and I lock eyes as she licks all the honey off my pussy.

      Next, she rises in the bed and smashes her mouth against mine while our soft breasts press together.

      

      Soon, we're both pumping our hips, furiously grinding our cunnies in a race to make one another cum.

      My body lights up with ecstasy as Miranda brings me to climax for the third time tonight.

      

      "Do you love your new Mommy, Princess?" Daddy bellows.

      "Yes, Daddy!" I scream.

      "Tell her," Daddy orders me. "Tell your Mommy how much you love her."

      "I love you so so much, Mommy!" I shriek.

      "Heck," Daddy chuckles. "After she uses that double-sided dildo on you, you might just call her Daddy."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The Family That Plays

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      It’s been a tragically hot summer. Usually, it’s my favorite time of year. However, this one has been God awful. I’m not sure why that is except for the fact that I haven’t done much of anything except stay indoors and binge Netflix. 

      Actually, I do know the real reason. Back in May, our stepparents told my stepsister, Rachel, and I, that we weren’t going to be allowed to go to college.

      We’ve been homeschooled most of our lives, and the two of us were really looking forward to finally getting some independence. It’s great to have such a close family relationship. But I don’t know. Sometimes, it feels like we’re kept away from the stuff we shouldn’t be. 
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        * * *

      

      “You feel it, too?” My stepsister, Rachel, asks. “That breeze…”

      “Mhm,” I nod. 

      

      We look up at the clear blue sky. We’re both lying on big piles of leaves that we’ve raked together in our front yard. It’s part of our list of chores to ensure that the yard is “spick and span,” whatever that means. I don’t know why it matters. We live in the middle of nowhere. Our closest neighbor is probably a good twenty miles away. No one going to judge us for having a messy lawn. 

      

      “Do you ever think Momma and Daddy will make it up to us?” I ask Rachel.

      “I doubt it,” she answers.

      She pulls a bright reddish leaf that’s fallen inside her bra and flicks it away. We mostly do our chores in our underwear because Momma says it’s a waste to get good clothes dirty doing housework.

      Sometimes, it gets uncomfortable because Robbie, our older stepbrother, will stare at our bodies and start licking his lips. I admit that the way his eyes flash red and the way his muscles will tense as he gazes obsessively at us turns me on. It gives me chills up and down my spine to think that Robbie might actually walk up to one of us and do something about the gigantic tent that’ll form up in his shorts when he watches us. But, so far, he just stares. All three of us are virgins as far as I can tell. And, that’s the way it’s going to stay since we’re not getting to go to college. 

      

      I hear the screen door slam open. It cracks against the wall and makes a hissing sound. It must be Daddy coming outside because he doesn’t know his own strength. He’s six feet, seven inches tall and covered in muscles bigger than my head. Sometimes, I think about what sex must be like between him and Momma. She’s only five foot five and as slender as a toothpick. He must crush her when he’s on top of her.

      I’d never tell Rachel this, but I’ve touched myself imagining that I was Momma. And, that it was me that Daddy was mounting with that long, fat snake between his muscular thighs. 

      

      “Girls, come on inside!” Daddy yells over to us. 

      “We’re not done with the yard yet, Daddy!” Rachel says back. 

      “Doesn’t matter,” he says. “Your mother and I have something to tell y’all and your brother. Now get your pretty little asses inside before I have to drag you in here!”

      “Yes Daddy,” I yell back. 

      I push myself up to my feet. Then, I reach down and help my sister up. 

      

      “We done something wrong?” Rachel asks me quietly as we walk back into the house. 

      “I’m wracking my brain. But, I can’t think of anything,” I tell my stepsister. 

      “God, well, let’s just get this over with,” Rachel sighs. “Lord knows those are the last two people I want to be around after what they fuckin’ did keeping us here are Momma and Daddy…” 
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      Rachel and I run to our room to throw some shorts on before heading downstairs. Daddy likes us to be decent during family meetings. Exposed bras are okay. But, never only panties.

      

      Then, we head back downstairs and glide into our little family room. We take our usual seats on the floor. Daddy sits in the recliner in the corner of the room, facing the television. And, Momma and Robbie always sit on the love seat across from him. Rachel and I have been told to always sit on the floor in between the three of them.

      I’ve never questioned this arrangement because it’s not my temperament to confront folks, especially ones I look up to. But Rachel has done so plenty of times. And, each of those times, her little snow-white rear has been questioned right back by Daddy’s thick, cowhide belt.

      

      After I sit down. I look up, and am a little bit surprised to see Robbie here in the family room with Momma and Daddy. Usually, Daddy prefers to discipline us individually.

      Rachel and I look at one another and smile hopefully. Maybe, this means we aren’t in store for a punishment after all.

      

      “Listen, girls. I’ve just given this talk to your brother Robbie. I’ll give the shortened version to y’all now. It’s occurred to your mother and me that there are certain…experiences all three of you are going to miss not going to college,” Daddy says, scratching his ash-brown beard. “All three of you are twenty years old. We adopted you all at the same time and from the same foster home as kids. Since then, we’ve raised you all to be respectable men and women.”

      “Thank you, Momma and Daddy!” Robbie jubilantly declares.

      

      Rachel rolls her eyes. She thinks our brother is such a suck-up. He is, but I understand it. He really, really loves Momma. Maybe, even more, than Daddy does. Since we were kids, he’s followed her around everywhere like a little puppy dog.

      

      “You’re welcome, Baby,” Momma says to him as she begins to rub his shoulders.

      “My point, Son, is that we don’t want you three to fall behind just because we’re keeping you safe here with us,” Daddy says.

      “Well, that’s inevitable!” Rachel squeaks, narrowing her eyes at him.

      “Watch the mouth, little girl. I wasn’t planning on taking off my belt this fast. But I will!” Daddy yells at her.

      

      I turn away and look down at the carpet. Something about what Daddy just said strikes me as strange. No one else in the room seems to pick up on it. But, it just sounded to me like Daddy plans on taking off his belt for some reason.

      

      “Matter of fact. That might a good way to jump into this thing,” Daddy says suddenly. “Stand up, Rachel. Come over here to me.”

      Rachel gets to her feet and lumbers over to Daddy’s recliner. He grabs her narrow hips and spins her around so that her back is facing him.

      I look up at Momma and Robbie over on the loveseat. Robbie seems confused and a little concerned as well. Momma, on the other hand, is smiling. She’s got more excitement on face than she has in years.

      Daddy hooks his arms around Rachel’s waist, and his fingers find the button of her denim cut-offs. He struggles to bring the button through the loop and almost ends up ripping it off.

      

      “Damn thing...I don’t know why in the hell you insist on wearing your clothes so tight!” Daddy growls.

      “D-Daddy, what are you doing?!” Rachel asks, turning beet-red.

      Rachel ducks her head away so Daddy can’t see her blushing face. He slides both her shorts and cotton panties down her waist and eventually off her body.

      Instinctively, she puts her little palms over her mound. Daddy buries his face into her little ass cheeks. And, Rachel lets out a yelp.

      Then, Daddy slides his hands up her inner thighs and forces his fingers up insider her. She lets an even louder yelp.

      

      “Daddy!” Rachel cries—though I can tell by the way her engorged nipples are pushing out of her shirt that she might just be enjoying this. “Why are you doing this?”

      My sister’s whole face flushes pink. And, when she puts her hands over Daddy’s wrists as though to pull them off, I can tell that it’s all for show. She isn’t putting up any real resistance. She’s submitting to Daddy’s demands for her pussy. Letting him do whatever he wants to it.

      Her folds begin to glisten his fingers as he thrusts them in and out of her ring. And the noises her mouth is making turn highly sexual—a series of whimpers and moans.

      

      Next, Daddy pushes his face more firmly inside the crevice of her ass. My entire body tenses as I study Rachel’s face and detect the exact moment that Daddy thrusts his tongue into her butthole. Not only does it make my sister gasp. She also reaches back and smooshes Daddy’s face even more firmly against her rear.

      Watching all this happen does disturbing things to my body. I feel a moisture slick my thighs, and an intemperate itch rises in my center. Even though it’s wrong what he’s doing. I can’t look away. And, to be honest, I don’t want to.

      

      “Your Daddy and I are going to teach you all the things you would have learned in college,” Momma chirps from her roost on the loveseat. “Husband, do you mind if I go first?”

      “Not at all,” Daddy says, pulling his tongue out of his stepdaughter's anus.

      He slaps his stepdaughter’s ass, making it jiggle as she picks her shorts off the floor and returns to the floor next to me.

      

      “Honey,” Momma says, resting her hand on Robbie’s toned thigh. “I’m going to start by demonstrating on you so that your sisters can watch and learn.”

      “Yes, Momma!” Robbie says back, the happiest I’ve ever seen him in life.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      I had noticed a chill in the room when I walked in a few minutes ago. It’s gone now.

      In its place is a sort of steamy heat that I’m not sure is really here or if it’s just present in my mind. Regardless, I’m almost to the point of sweating through my clothes as Momma strips off Robbie’s shirt. I’m getting lightheaded as she begins to kiss up and down his torso, which is so massive and ripped and covered in tattoos. Robbie doesn’t have a trace of fat anywhere on his body.

      I have to squeeze my legs together to keep the inferno of heat in my cunny contained as I watch the two of them get ready for whatever they’re about to do.

      

      Momma unbuttons her stepson’s jeans and rips them down to his ankles. Sliding down to her knees, she then lowers his boxers too. Momma lifts his cock with both her hands and examines it. It looks heavy and is rich with thick blue veins.

      Momma sniffs its shaft and makes a noise that is both carnal and lecherous.

      

      “Look, girls,” Momma says to Rachel and me. “When it’s big like this, you shouldn’t be shy about using both hands.”

      Then, Momma slowly brings her lips to it. She kisses it once—and the caress goes on for a long time, perhaps several minutes. After this, she opens her mouth and attempts to fit as much of it over her tongue as possible before closing her lips around his shaft. My brother immediately lets out a brutal groan and runs a hand through my mother’s long, dirty-blonde hair.

      

      “Damn, Momma,” he grunts in a deep voice, fierce with rugged masculinity. “I never knew a woman could make me feel this good!”

      

      The only sound in the room is the one Momma makes as she slurps Robbie’s massive cock. She opens her eyes and gazes up at him with a look of coquettish innocence as she licks each side of his shaft individually.

      Momma then leans down and fills her mouth with Robbie’s smooth sac. Meanwhile, she’s stroking him from the base of his dick to just below his throbbing cap.

      

      “Oh Gosh, Momma…” Robbie growls, sounding like he’s on about to burst. “I don’t know how long I’m a be able to hold on the way you’re going at it!”

      Momma fixes her lips around Robbie’s cock once again. And, this time, she slides her mouth down around it until it disappears inside her throat.

      I see the veins and muscles in my brother’s colossal body twitch all at once. Robbie bellows out a groan that shakes the room. And, then, I notice a mountain of white cream spill out of Momma’s lips.

      

      “Agh, I’m sorry,” my brother says as his body continues to tremble in release.

      “It’s okay, Baby!” Momma tells him sweetly. “Your father can finish the demonstration for the girls. Right, Honey?”

      “I’d love to, Dear,” Daddy says, lifting himself off his recliner.

      

      Daddy sheds all of his clothing, and so does Momma. Rachel and I share a look, neither of us quite believing what we’re seeing. Not only is this so messed up of them to be doing. And of us to be watching them do. But, I don’t think that either of us had any idea of how hot our parents are. Momma has the most beautiful smooth, round breasts I’ve ever seen. And an ass which is curved perfectly like a peach.

      Meanwhile, Daddy’s hulking body is incredibly large and hefty. His chest and ab muscles are so enormous that they don’t even totally look real. I literally have to wipe the drool off my lip as I gawk at him. I’m so transfixed at Daddy’s eight-pack and twenty-inch arms it hurts.

      

      Daddy and Momma get back down on the floor, and Daddy pins Momma down across the carpet. It’s clear they’ve mastered one another’s bodies by the way they move into their position with ease. My skin prickles with goosebumps as I witness Daddy’s pulsating manhood drive into Momma’s dripping wet entrance. As soon as he’s inside her, I see a whole new light sparkle in her eyes.

      Daddy strokes Momma’s pinkness with slow, patient strokes to tease her with what he’s about to do. Then, without warning, he thrusts hard into her canal, making her scream out for help.

      My brother almost gets to his feet as if to save her. But, it quickly becomes apparent that this is a pain that Momma very much enjoys enduring.

      

      Momma digs her nails into Daddy’s thick, rippling back for balance while he destroys her under his massive frame. Then, he lifts her heels over his chest and hammers his fat stalk in and out of her. She lets out a fresh scream with every penetration of his gigantic penis. And, her perfect titties bounce up and down his hard chest.

      

      “This is called missionary position, Babies. It’s a classic one. And, it’s tried and true. You’ll find as you have more sex, that while experimentation is fun. There’s nothing like getting the most natural positions, especially when the man has the right tool and the know-how to make you rain all over yourself!
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      After our stepparents clean up, Daddy beckons my sister and me to the center of the room. Rachel nervously grabs my hand and we intertwine our fingers.

      Her palm is sweaty. I’m not sure she’s ready for this. I know I’m not. But what Daddy says always goes.

      

      Daddy snaps his fingers for me to take off my shorts and panties. After I do and hand them to him, he balls them up and tosses them over my shoulder. Next, he takes both our bras off, crumbles them up, and tosses them onto the desk next to the wall.

      

      Daddy takes a huge step forward. He casts a shadow over us, and the light above his head forms a halo. But, Daddy is no angel. He’s a demon, a beast. He’s the sort of man he always told us to stay away from. And as his big dick, which is still wet with our mother’s cum—swings between his thighs, I think I want him all the more because I know I’m not supposed to.

      He’s supposed to protect me. Not do to me what he does to Mommy. But, I want to feel good like her. I want to have that same expression on my face, and I want the same noises to come out of my mouth.

      As I look up in Daddy’s piercing eyes, I can tell he wants that for me as well.

      

      Daddy places one palm over my mound and the other over my sister’s. Then, he slides two fingers inside our womanly holes, causing gasps of pain out of both of us. As he begins to stroke our insides, I feel his thumb collide with my clitty. The more he rubs on it, the more swollen it gets until I see stars from his touch alone.

      

      “Omigod, Daddy…” I whimper softly.

      My sister remains silent. But, I know she feels as good as I do. Since we were little, we’ve done everything together and as disgusting as I’m sure it looks from the outside, it feels right to be sharing this with her.

      

      Daddy turns his head to me and grins. Then, he bends down and kisses my lips. The pressure is soft at first but quickly intensifies. He sucks on my tongue, then reaches around to grab a handful of my ass cheek in his calloused palm.

      Daddy also grabs a fistful of my sister’s red hair with his free hand. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch him drag Rachel to her knees. She stares up at him, hesitating. But, after the look they share, she gazes back down at his long, juicy erection and strokes it until it becomes rock hard. Then, she opens her mouth.

      While his lips are locked with mine, Daddy pushes his cock to the back of my sister’s throat. Her mouth gets filled with his giant rod. Tears spill out of the bottoms of her eyelids down her cheeks and to the carpet.

      Daddy smirks. I can tell he enjoys seeing Rachel choke on his monstrous size. By the look of her puckered nipples, I’d say she’s reveling in it as well.

      

      “Both of you girls get on all fours,” Daddy commands.

      Rachel and I both do as we’re told. My sister slides her left hand over my right one. I look at her face and notice that her ginger beauty has become disheveled by Daddy’s harsh treatment of her. But, in a way, I feel like I’m seeing the real her for the first time.

      

      Daddy’s cock breeches Rachel’s channel. She screams as he forces himself deep inside her, and she almost loses balance as he rocks her with his weight.

      My lower lip begins to tremble as I watch this happen. And, I bite down so that neither of them notices how uncomfortable yet excited this makes me. Even though I’m scared, I don’t want to be left out because they think I can’t handle it.

      

      After several minutes of pumping her full of brutal force, Daddy slides out of my sister and then shuffles behind me. I look back as he lines himself with my opening, which is still dripping from what he did to it with his thick fingers.

      Then, Daddy charges into me. I wasn’t expecting his size to put this degree of pressure on me, and I can feel the grooves in my pussy jamming out wide as brutally buries his dick as deep as he can inside my tunnel. At first, the pain is blinding. But then, like reaching the light at the end of a tunnel, I feel euphoric.

      My stepfather humps me ruthlessly, as though try to slice me in half. And, my entire body writhes in pleasure.

      

      “Turn around,” he orders my sister. “Arch your back.”

      Rachel turns and then drops her head to the carpet. Her ass sticks out in the air, and Daddy sticks a finger inside of her anal ring. Soon, my sister and I are both screaming at the same time as our Daddy violates us simultaneously.

      Daddy cracks his hand against my ass, making me let out a yelp. His giant cock continues to tear me open, and, like my sister, I bury my head in the carpet in total submission to his authority.

      

      A few seconds later, I hear a new pair of voices that make me lift my head back up and look forward. Momma and Robbie are at it again.

      She’s sliding on top of his cock as he leans back in the loveseat. It’s a tight fit, but she needs no help fitting herself around him as I imagine I would. And, once she’s gotten all of her stepson inside her, Momma bounces up and down on him.

      Then, she starts swiveling her hips, feeling Robbie’s penis at every angle.

      

      “Come here, Baby,” Momma says to Rachel.

      Rachel gets to her feet and stumbles across the room to Momma and Robbie. Momma pushes herself off of Robbie’s cock, then helps Rachel sink down on it in her place. But instead of facing Robbie like Momma did, Rachel turns the other way—with her ass to him.

      She wants to face Daddy and me. Like I want to face her and Robbie. The sight of her tiny pussy lips wrapped around my brother’s thick shaft greatly enhances the pleasure Daddy is giving me towards brand new heights.

      

      Robbie grabs Rachel’s snow-white melons in his giant palms and pulls her back against his torso. She drops her head back against his shoulder and bites down on the nape of her neck as he drills her fire crotch.

      Within minutes, he brings her to orgasm and causing her to splatter over Momma’s good leather. The look on my sister’s face is one of absolute bliss.

      

      Meanwhile, Daddy begins ravishing my pussyhole so hard that his big sac swings up against my fleshy moons. I dig my fingers into the carpet and clench tightly.

      I’m ready to erupt. My pussy spasms and explodes over Daddy’s penis and with several more thrusts, Daddy also explodes into me. His fiery hot semen fills me up, then leaks out in a puddle underneath me.

      

      “Daddy…” Robbie says. “Aren’t you worried about one of us getting Momma, Rachel, or Monica pregnant?”

      “Not at all, son,” Daddy bellows back. “The family that plays together. Stays together.”
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      “Omigod, have you seen this one?” Miranda asks me through the phone.

      

      I open the video that she just sent me and see that it’s a twenty-second clip of our friend Meghan getting fucked from behind on her little pink bed. Nothing too crazy—at least, I think at first. But then, I look closer and see that her boyfriend’s cock is in her asshole!

      

      “Holy shit!” I scream into the phone.

      “I know, right?” Miranda says back. “She’s become such a nympho!”

      “We all have,” I say, sort of conflicted about it.

      “True,” Miranda agrees. “So, you’re like just sitting in your room and waiting for your parents to come and scream your head off?”

      “Pretty much,” I say, groaning. “My stepmother is such a bitch. And, my stepdad does whatever she tells him, unfortunately.”

      “Really? He doesn’t seem like the type of man to listen to what a woman says. He’s like a total Alpha!” Miranda says—a little sexually for my comfort. “Her box must be fire!”

      “Ugh, gross, Miranda!” I say, shaking my head even though she can’t see me. “But, yeah, that’s probably it. I like hearing them fucking all the time, and they have the nerve to come down hard on me for getting caught having sex in a hallway at school hallway. You know, one time, I was cleaning up the house for their anniversary, and I found all sorts of weird sex toys and like…devices in their bedroom?”

      “Total hypocrites,” Miranda says.

      “Totally…” I say, sighing.

      Suddenly, I hear my parents knocking on my door, and my tummy becomes to flutter nervously.

      

      “Ok, well, they’re here,” I tell Miranda.

      “Good luck!” She says back. “Call me right after to let me know how it went…assuming that they don’t take your phone and laptop away.”

      “Yeah, for sure,” I say, ending the call.
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      “Coming in, Princess…” Daddy says, opening my door. 

      “Don’t call her Princess,” Mommy tells him, rolling her eyes as they walk into the room. “She’s certainly hasn’t been acting like one.”

      “How?” I ask her. “Because of one…”

      “Shut up,” Mommy snaps, grabbing my face in her long, slender hand and poking her long, manicured nails into my cheeks. “Don’t try to make this better, because you can’t.”

      This is the first time that my mother has put her hands on me, and it’s honestly making my heart beat so hard in my chest that it feels like I’m having a panic attack. I’ve never seen her like this. 

      

      “Your father loves you very much, and that’s the only reason that I haven’t intervened in your reckless behavior until now. But, tonight, you will learn how to be a proper young lady,” Mommy tells me as she sits down on the edge of my bed. 

      “W-What do you mean?” I ask, confused. 

      “I know that you have urges,” she says. “You’re eighteen, and that’s very natural. I know that you think that I just don’t understand how powerful those urges are because your generation moves so much faster than mine blah, blah, blah. BULLSHIT!”

      “Honey…” Daddy says, surprised by Mommy’s aggression. “You’re scaring her?”

      “You’re right, Honey, I’m sorry. I’ll lower my voice,” she says, smiling at Daddy—though, I can tell that it’s entirely fake. She wants to rip my head off right now and play volleyball with it.

      

      “I was just as horny as you are back when I was eighteen, probably more so. But, I knew how to satisfy my desire without making a complete fool of myself!” Mommy hisses. “But, lucky for you, Mommy is going to get her little girl all sorted out. And, maybe even help your brothers out with their own urges out too, if there’s time.” 

      “I don’t…what do you mean?” I ask her.

      “Oh, you’ll find out very soon,” she says, grinning wickedly.  

      Then, my stepmom spots the phone on my desks and snatches it before I can stop her. 

      She plays the video that Miranda sent me and starts giggling—not at all phased by watching a girl who she’s had over to her house for dinner thousands of times get her ass fucked. 

      Mommy has always been a bit on the crazy side, but this is a new level of insanity. 

      

      “See, your friend is taking care of her needs the right way…in her own room…with her own boyfriend and not some random jock who is going to tell the whole world that he had you bent over a god damn school water fountain!” She shouts at me, throwing my phone against the wall. 

      “Mommy, I’m sorry, I don’t know what you want from me!” I say, sliding away from her in the bed. 

      She grabs my waist and yanks me close so that our thighs are touching. Then, her hands dip between my legs. I hold my breath, while her fingers slide up my skirt and rub slowly over my panties. 

      “You’re so warm down there, baby, and moist,” Mommy says, softly. “Honey, come feel!” 

      Daddy walks over to the bed and puts his hand next to my stepmother’s hand. 

      They both rub my slit through the thin fabric covering of my cotton panties for several minutes straight, making me extremely uncomfortable—but also aching with desire, an inferno of pleasure building in my center.

      

      I look up at Daddy’s midsection and see the enormous erection in his lounge pants, and through the open flap, I catch a glimpse of his veiny manflesh, looking rock hard. 

      He starts to pull down his pants, producing even more moisture between my thighs, but then my mother raises a hand up, and he stops instantly. 

      

      “Wait, Honey,” Mommy says. “Get John. I think I know a way that we can give the whole family a lesson tonight!”
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      A few minutes later, my stepbrother, John, walks into my bedroom, looking just as confused as I am.

      

      “What’s this about, Mom?” John asks. “I was in the middle of a fantasy draft.”

      “Your mother and I want to teach you a few things that will help you get your needs met more carefully, moving forward,” Daddy explains to them.

      “What needs?” John asks, curious.

      “Your need to get your cock played with, John,” Mommy says to him.

      John turns red-faced—not at all used to our stepmother, talking to him this way.

      

      “I don’t, uh, know what you’re…”

      “Oh, please, John, the hundreds of pairs of socks that you’ve completely ruined would suggest otherwise,” Mommy tells him. “But, it’s nothing to be ashamed of! Your sister is a horny little freak, too! Aren’t you, baby?”

      “Um, I guess…” I say, blushing hotly.

      “No amount of dick ever seems enough to make you feel really fulfilled, am I right?” she asks, then turns to my stepbrother. “John, come to Mommy.”

      

      John is as “musclebound meathead” as they come, meaning that e doesn’t do much with his life besides workout and box at the local recreation center.

      The way he’s looking at me right now is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before, either out of him or any man, his eyes are filled with so much testosterone and tension as they rake all over my body.

      It seems like this super weird, messed-up situation that we’ve found ourselves in as a family has unlocked something in my stepbrother that’s been waiting to come out for a long time.

      

      “Take her, John,” Mommy commands him while keeping her intense blue eyes locked on my middle.

      

      Like a machine, John rushes right into the action—lunging on top of me and pinning me down across the mattress. He rips my clothes off like an animal mauling its prey, and then takes out his big, throbbing cock and brings it to my dripping wet slit. I can’t believe that this is happening or that it’s turning me on more than anything ever has in my life.

      My brother’s body is magnificent—so chiseled and lean that I can see every single one of his enormous muscles pulsating out of it. Strong, silent, and full of a desperate need to consume his baby sister, my brother is all man.

      As he rubs his cock over my entrance, teasing it until it’s soaking wet, my brain keeps screaming in desperation for my stepbrother to fuck my brains out, giving me the release that I’ve been so desperately searching for since I turned eighteen.

      Gosh, Mommy might be right. Maybe, my desires have gotten totally out of control…

      

      John thrusts into my tight canal, making me cling tightly onto his back, gasping. Then, he begins swinging his cock into me like a sledgehammer, and as our foreheads touch, I look up into his fiery blue eyes and feel all the intensity of his hunger for my little girl parts. His strokes are so powerful that my soft, smooth titties jiggle up and down against his huge chest.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      “Stop John, get off her…” Mommy snaps. Her voice is calm, but her tone lets us know that she is extremely pissed off.

      “What!?” John barks at her, looking like he’s about to fight her for ruining our lovemaking.

      “Watch your fucking tone, boy!” Daddy roars, grabbing my brother’s arm and yanking him off of the bed. “I should kick your ass for talking to your mother like that.”

      “Ahh!!!” John yells, veins pulsating throughout his entire body. Daddy isn’t intimidated by my brother’s little outburst, though…

      

      Then, John turns around, yanks my bedroom door open, then storms out of my bedroom.

      

      “That fucking kid…” Daddy says, shaking his head.

      “He has potential,” Mommy says, smiling with desire as she watches John leave down the hallway back to his bedroom. “Tell you what, Honey, I’m going to spend some time with John and teach them while you show our baby girl how a real man feels inside of her.”

      “Of course, Honey,” Daddy says, obviously trying not to look too eager.

      “Fill her up, good!” She whispers, kissing the inside of his ear.

      “You know I will,” he says, winking.

      

      My mother leaves my bedroom, and I look up at Daddy, who smiles back down at me. Daddy is so calm and protective of me that I have never felt the need to address Mommy’s craziness, which is probably how I didn’t see what a psycho sex freak that she really is—not that I can judge at this point.

      

      “So, how did you feel with your brother inside you, Princess?” Daddy asks, sitting down on the bed, then pulling me into his arms.

      “Ok, I guess…about the same as the guy that I…”

      “Had sex within a school hallway?” He asks. “Yeah, I figured. You haven’t really been fucked before, though, not the right way anyway. That might be part of the reason you feel so insatiable for sex. But, don’t worry, Princess, I’m going to take that insatiability right away and make your body feel things that no other man has or ever can…”

      “Yes, Daddy…” I say, finally giving in to my yearnings for his cock, which, I suddenly realize, has been growing stronger and stronger ever since I turned eighteen, and he started looking at me as more than just his little girl. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”

      “I have too, baby girl,” he says, getting back on his feet. “It’s been tough watching you give away that beautiful little pussy like you’ve been doing. It’s felt a little like you’re giving away what’s mine.”

      “Your’s Daddy?” I ask, my cunt becoming electric with excitement.

      “Yes, Princess,” Daddy says. “Now, come put your mouth around Daddy’s cock and show me what that little tongue of yours can do.”

      “Yes, Daddy,” I whisper back, obediently.

      I pull down Daddy’s lounge pants and then bury my mouth around his enormous stalk. Then, I start to bob my head up and down on his hard erection, enjoying the taste of his masculinity on my tongue.

      

      “Daddy, can I touch myself while I suckle your penis?” I ask, looking up at his handsome face and huge frame.

      “Yes, Princess. I’d like to watch you get your tiny hole ready for me,” Daddy says.

      My fingers slide in between my thighs and then crawl up inside my walls. One hand thrusts in and out of my passage, while my other hand rubs circles on my clit.

      Daddy runs his hand through my platinum blonde hair and pulls my mouth all the way down his enormity. His fat cap bumping against the back of my throat fills my eyes with tears.

      

      “Good, Princess,” Daddy says, sliding his giant rod out of my mouth.

      Daddy wipes the tears out of my eyes, getting some of my black mascara on his fingertips. I can tell that he likes seeing his little girl choke on his throbbing monster.

      

      Daddy pulls my legs onto the mattress and then flips me over on all fours. He gives my ass a harsh slap that makes it jiggle loudly against his hard palm.

      Then, I feel his cock line up to my opening, and start to literally shake with steamy anticipation.

      

      Daddy’s cock breaks into my channel, stretching me out so much wider than any other man ever has. I wasn’t prepared for his size or the way that he’s angled his cock to hit exactly on my most sensitive area, and it's making me super lightheaded with euphoric pleasure.

      As he hammers me hard, making my entire body shake in bliss, Daddy reaches down and grabs my big, pale knockers in his hands, pinching my hardened nipples, while forcing his rock-hard dick even deeper inside my walls, making me sob. Daddy’s thickness hits my cervix, and my pussy begins to spasm in a hurricane of buttery cum.

      

      Daddy slides his cock out of my pussy and then pushes my head down into the pillows on my bed.

      Then, I feel Daddy’s tongue stroke slowly between my ass cheeks, wiping up and down by anus with the tip of his tongue, and then licking and sucking on my asshole—giving me a storm of sensations that leave me climaxing a second time. Just before taking his tongue out of me, Daddy cracks his palm against my cheek one last time, making me yelp in a hot pain that brings me so much pleasure.

      

      “How did that feel, baby girl. Did you like what I just did?” Daddy asks.

      “Yes, Daddy!” I moan. “So fucking much!”

      “Good, we’ll have to do more of that later,” he says.

      

      Then, Daddy lifts me on top of him with my ass facing him. I push my pussy down around his tip, and he helps me to slide down his shaft until I’m halfway around it.

      I grab onto Daddy’s ankles and ride his cock, letting him relax and enjoy watching my ass bounce in the air up and down his massiveness. Then, I wiggle my hips around on it, feeling it hit me from every angle, soaking up every drop of pleasure that I can from his veiny manhood.

      Daddy pulls me back against his torso and then starts pounding my channel ruthlessly, while his hands squeeze all over my titties and nipples, making me start screaming in pleasure.

      I turn my head and smash my lips against his, tasting his tongue.

      

      Then, Daddy starts ramming my pussy so deep that his huge sac begins swinging up and down on my clitty, making me writhe in a contort in an explosion that drenches his entire groin in my gooey butter.

      

      “Oh fuck, Daddy! This is what I’ve always wanted!” I scream.

      And, as I scream, I start to hear Mommy’s screams that almost match exactly with mine.

      

      “Yes, John! Give Mommy that big, hard cock! Oh, don’t stop. DON’T STOP!!!” She moans from my brother’s bedroom, all the way down the hall.

      

      “Sounds like Mom and your brother are having as much fun as we are!” Daddy says, laughing.

      “No, not as much fun, Daddy,” I say. “Nothing could ever compare to this, because we love each other so much…”

      

      And, just as I say this, Daddy does something to me that I know could not have been part of Mommy’s plan. He fills my pussy with his hot seed. I clench my walls, making sure I don’t lose a drop of it because, contrary to what Mommy thinks, I’m not a nympho—I just want Daddy, and I’ll never again settle for anyone else.
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